NOTRE-DAME  DE  PARIS 


Presented  to  the 
LIBRARY  of  the 

UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO 

by 

K.   G.  Morden 


Esmeralda. 

After   Photo-Etching  by   Goupil   et    Cie.— From 
Painting  by  J.  Le  Febvre. 


Cbttion  be  iuxe 


THE    WORKS 


O  F 


VICTOR   HUGO 

VOLUME  I 


NOTRE  DAME 

THE  LAST  DAY  OF  A 
CONDEMNED 


Boston 


JJtto  gorfe 


II  oD 
(/•I 


EDITION  DE  LUXE 

ONE  THOUSAND  COPIES  OF  THIS 
EDITION  HAVE  BEEN  PRINTED  FOR 
SALE  IN  AMERICA,  OF  WHICH  THIS  IS 


COPYRIGHT,  1905,  BY 
EDWIN  C.  HILL  COMPANY 

COPYRIGHT,  1908,  BY 
JAMES  L.  PERKINS  AND  COMPANY 


GENERAL  INTRODUCTION 

BY 

ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON 

Apres  le  roman  pittoresque  mais  prosai'que  de  Walter  Scott  il  restera 
un  autre  roman  a  creer,  plus  beau  et  plus  complet  encore  selon  nous. 
C'(st  le  roman,  a  la  fois  drame  et  epopee,  pittoresque  mais  poetique, 
red  mais  ideal,  vrai  mais  grand,  qui  enchassera  Walter  Scott  dans 
Homere. —  Victor  Hugo  on  Quentin  Durward. 

VICTOR  HUGO'S  romances  occupy  an  important  posi- 
tion in  the  history  of  literature;  many  innovations, 
timidly  made  elsewhere,  have  in  them  been  carried  boldly  out 
to  their  last  consequences;  much  that  was  indefinite  in  liter- 
ary tendencies  has  attained  to  definite  maturity;  many  things 
have  come  to  a  point  and  been  distinguished  one  from  the 
other;  and  it  is  only  in  the  last  romance  of  all,  Ninety  Three, 
that  this  culmination  is  most  perfect.  This  is  in  the  nature 
of  things.  Men  who  are  in  any  way  typical  of  a  stage  of 
pi -ogress  may  be  compared  more  justly  to  the  hand  upon 
the  dial  of  the  clock,  which  continues  to  advance  as  it  indi- 
cates, than  to  the  stationary  milestone,  which  is  only  the 
measure  of  what  is  past.  The  movement  is  not  arrested. 
That  significant  something  by  which  the  work  of  such  a  man 
differs  from  that  of  his  predecessors,  goes  on  disengaging 
itself  and  becoming  more  and  more  articulate  and  cognizable. 
The  same  principle  of  growth  that  carried  his  first  book  be- 
yond the  books  of  previous  writers,  carries  his  last  book  be- 
yond his  first.  And  just  as  the  most  imbecile  production  of 
any  literary  age  gives  us  sometimes  the  very  clew  to  compre- 
hension we  have  sought  long  and  vainly  in  contemporary 
masterpieces,  so  it  may  be  the  very  weakest  of  an  author's 
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books  that,  coming  in  the  sequel  of  many  others,  enables  us 
at  last  to  get  hold  of  what  underlies  the  whole  of  them  —  of 
that  spinal  marrow  of  significance  that  unites  the  work  of  his 
life  into  something  organic  and  rational.  This  is  what  has 
been  done  by  Ninety  Three,  for  the  earlier  romances  of 
Victor  Hugo,  and,  through  them,  for  a  whole  division  of 
modern  literature.  We  have  here  the  legitimate  continua- 
tion of  a  long  and  living  literary  tradition;  and  hence,  so 
far,  its  explanation.  When  many  lines  diverge  from  each 
other  in  direction  so  slightly  as  to  confuse  the  eye,  we  know 
that  we  have  only  to  produce  them  to  make  the  chaos  plain: 
this  is  continually  so  in  literary  history;  and  we  shall  best 
understand  the  importance  of  Victor  Hugo's  romances  if  we 
think  of  them  as  some  such  prolongation  of  one  of  the  main 
lines  of  literary  tendency. 

When  we  compare  the  novels  of  Walter  Scott  with  those 
of  the  man  of  genius  who  preceded  him,  and  whom  he  de- 
lighted to  honor  as  a  master  in  the  art  —  I  mean  Henry 
Fielding  —  we  shall  be  somewhat  puzzled,  at  the  first  mo- 
ment, to  state  the  difference  that  there  is  between  these  two. 
Fielding  has  as  much  human  science;  has  a  far  firmer  hold 
upon  the  tiller  of  his  story ;  has  a  keen  sense  of  character, 
which  'he  draws  (and  Scott  often  does  so  too)  in  a  rather 
abstract  and  academical  manner;  and  finally,  is  quite  as  hu- 
morous and  quite  as  good-humoured  as  the  great  Scotchman. 
With  all  these  points  of  resemblance  between  the  men,  it  is 
astonishing  that  their  work  should  be  so  different.  The  fact 
is,  that  the  English  novel  was  looking  one  way  and  seeking 
one  set  of  effects  in  the  hands  of  Fielding;  and  in  the  hands 
of  Scott  it  was  looking  eagerly  in  all  ways  and  searching  for 
all  the  effects  that  by  any  possibility  it  could  utilize.  The 
difference  between  these  two  men  marks  a  great  enfranchise- 
ment. With  Scott  the  Romantic  movement,  the  movement 
of  an  extended  curiosity  and  an  enfranchised  imagination, 
has  begun.  This  is  a  trite  thing  to  say ;  but  trite  things  are 
often  very  indefinitely  comprehended:  and  this  enfranchise- 
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rnent,  in  as  far  as  it  regards  the  technical  change  that  came 
over  modern  prose  romance,  has  never  perhaps  been  ex- 
plained with  any  clearness. 

To  do  so,  it  will  be  necessary  roughly  to  compare  the  two 
sets  of  conventions  upon  which  plays  and  romances  are  re- 
spectively based.  The  purposes  of  these  two  arts  are  so  much 
f  like,  and  they  deal  so  much  with  the  same  passions  and  in- 
terests, that  we  are  apt  to  forget  the  fundamental  opposi- 
tion of  their  methods.  And  yet  such  a  fundamental  opposi- 
tion exists.  In  the  drama  the  action  is  developed  in  great 
measure  by  means  of  things  that  remain  outside  of  the  art ; 
by  means  of  real  things,  that  is,  and  not  artistic  conven- 
tions for  things.  This  is  a  sort  of  realism  that  is  not  to 
be  confounded  with  that  realism  in  painting  of  which  we  hear 
so  much.  The  realism  in  painting  is  a  thing  of  purposes: 
this,  that  we  have  to  indicate  in  the  drama,  is  an  affair  of 
method.  We  have  heard  a  story,  indeed,  of  a  painter  in 
France  who,  when  he  wanted  to  paint  a  sea-beach,  carried 
realism,  from  his  ends  to  his  means,  and  plastered  real  sand 
upon  his  canvas;  and  that  is  precisely  what  is  done  in  the 
drama.  The  dramatic  author  has  to  paint  his  beaches  with 
real  sand:  real  live  men  and  women  move  about  the  stage; 
we  hear  real  voices ;  what  is  feigned  merely  puts  a  sense  upon 
T.'hat  is ;  we  do  actually  see  a  woman  go  behind  a  screen  as 
Lady  Teazle,  and,  after  a  certain  interval,  we  do  actually 
f;ee  her  very  shamefully  produced  again.  Now  all  these 
things,  that  remain  as  they  were  in  life,  and  are  not  trans- 
muted into  any  artistic  convention,  are  terribly  stubborn 
and  difficult  to  deal  with;  and  hence  there  are  for  the  drama- 
list  many  resultant  limitations  in  time  and  space.  These 
limitations  in  some  sort  approximate  toward  those  of  paint- 
ing: the  dramatic  author  is  tied  down,  not  indeed  to  a  mo- 
ment, but  to  the  duration  of  each  scene  or  act ;  he  is  confined 
io  the  stage,  almost  as  the  painter  is  confined  within  his 
'rame.  But  the  great  restriction  is  this,  that  a  dramatic 
;iuthor  must  deal  with  his  actors,  and  with  his  actors  alone. 
Certain  moments  of  suspense,  certain  significant  dispositions 
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of  personages,  a  certain  logical  growth  of  emotion,  these 
are  the  only  means  at  the  disposal  of  the  playwright.  It  is 
true  that,  with  the  assistance  of  the  scene-painter,  the  cos- 
turner  and  the  conductor  of  the  orchestra,  he  may  add  to 
this  something  of  pageant,  something  of  sound  and  f  uiy ; 
but  these  are,  for  the  dramatic  writer,  beside  the  mark,  and 
do  not  come  under  the  vivifying  touch  of  his  genius.  When 
we  turn  to  romance,  we  find  this  no  longer.  Here  nothing 
is  reproduced  to  our  senses  directly.  Not  only  the  main  con- 
ception of  the  work,  but  the  scenery,  the  appliances,  the 
mechanism  by  which  this  conception  is  brought  home  to  us, 
have  been  put  through  the  crucible  of  another  man's  mind, 
and  come  out  again,  one  and  all,  in  the  form  of  written 
words.  With  the  loss  of  every  degree  of  such  realism  as 
we  have  described,  there  is  for  art  a  clear  gain  of  liberty  and 
largeness  of  competence.  Thus,  painting,  in  which  the  round 
outlines  of  things  are  thrown  on  to  a  flat  board,  is  far  more 
free  than  sculpture,  in  which  their  solidity  is  preserved.  It 
is  by  giving  up  these  identities  that  art  gains  true  strength. 
And  so  in  the  case  of  novels  as  compared  with  the  stage. 
Continuous  narration  is  the  flat  board  on  to  which  the  nov- 
elist throws  everything.  And  from  this  there  results  for 
him  a  great  loss  of  vividness,  but  a  great  compensating  gain 
in  his  power  over  the  subject;  so  that  he  can  now  subordinate 
one  thing  to  another  in  importance,  and  introduce  all  man- 
ner of  very  subtle  detail,  to  a  degree  that  was  before  im- 
possible. He  can  render  just  as  easily  the  flourish  of  trum- 
pets before  a  victorious  emperor  and  the  gossip  of  country 
market  women,  the  gradual  decay  of  forty  years  of  a  man's 
life  and  the  gesture  of  a  passionate  moment.  He  finds  him- 
self equally  unable,  if  he  looks  at  it  from  one  point  of  view 

—  equally  able,  if  he  looks  at  it  from  another  point  of  view 

—  to  reproduce  a  color,  a  sound,  an  outline,  a  logical  argu- 
ment, a  physical  action.     He  can  show  his  readers,  behind 
and  around  the  personages  that  for  the  moment  occupy  the 
foreground  of  his  story,  the  continual  suggestion  of  the  land- 
scape ;  the  turn  of  the  weather  that  will  turn  with  it  men's 
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lives  and  fortunes,  dimly  foreshadowed  on  the  horizon;  the 
fatality  of  distant  events,  the  stream  of  national  tendency, 
the  salient  framework  of  causation.  And  all  this  thrown 
upon  the  flat  board  —  all  this  entering,  naturally  and 
smoothly,  into  the  texture  of  continuous  intelligent  narra- 
tion. 

This  touches  the  difference  between  Fielding  and  Scott. 
In  the  work  of  the  latter,  true  to  his  character  of  a  modern 
and  a  Romantic,  we  become  suddenly  conscious  of  the  back- 
l^round.  Fielding,  on  the  other  hand,  although  he  had  rec- 
ognized that  the  novel  was  nothing  else  than  an  epic  in 
prose,  wrote  in  the  spirit  not  of  the  epic,  but  of  the  drama. 
This  is  not,  of  course,  to  say  that  the  drama  was  in  any  way 
incapable  of  a  regeneration  similar  in  kind  to  that  of  which 
I  am  now  speaking  with  regard  to  the  novel.  The  notori- 
ous contrary  fact  is  sufficient  to  guard  the  reader  against 
such  a  misconstruction.  All  that  is  meant  is,  that  Fielding  re- 
mained ignorant  of  certain  capabilities  which  the  novel  pos- 
sesses over  the  drama;  or,  at  least,  neglected  and  did  not 
develop  them.  To  the  end  he  continued  to  see  things  as  a 
playwright  sees  them.  The  world  with  which  he  dealt,  the 
world  he  had  realized  for  himself  and  sought  to  realize  and 
set  before  his  readers,  was  a  world  of  exclusively  human  in- 
terest. As  for  landscape,  he  was  content  to  underline  stage 
directions,  as  it  might  be  done  in  a  play-book:  Tom  and 
Molly  retire  into  a  practicable  wood.  As  for  nationality  and 
public  sentiment,  it  is  curious  enough  to  think  that  Tom 
Jones  is  laid  in  the  year  forty-five,  and  that  the  only  use  he 
makes  of  the  rebellion  is  to  throw  a  troop  of  soldiers  into 
his  hero's  way.  It  is  most  really  important,  however,  to 
remark  the  change  which  has  been  introduced  into  the  con- 
ception of  character  by  the  beginning  of  the  Romantic  move- 
ment and  the  'consequent  introduction  into  fiction  of  a  vast 
amount  of  new  material.  Fielding  tells  us  as  much  as  he 
thought  necessary  to  account  for  the  actions  of  his  creatures ; 
he  thought  that  each  of  these  actions  could  be  decomposed 
on  the  spot  into  few  simple  personal  elements,  as  we  decom- 
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pose  a  force  in  a  question  of  abstract  dynamics.  The  larger 
motives  are  all  unknown  to  him;  he  had  not  understood  that 
the  nature  of  the  landscape  or  the  spirit  of  the  times  could 
be  for  anything  in  a  story;  and  so,  naturally  and  rightly,  he 
said  nothing  about  them.  But  Scott's  instinct,  the  instinct 
of  the  man  of  an  age  profoundly  different,  taught  him  other- 
wise; and,  in  his  work,  the  individual  characters  begin  to 
occupy  a  comparatively  small  proportion  of  that  canvas  on 
which  armies  manoeuvre,  and  great  hills  pile  themselves  upon 
each  other's  shoulders.  Fielding's  characters  were  always 
great  to  the  full  stature  of  a  perfectly  abitrary  will.  Al- 
ready in  Scott  we  begin  to  have  a  sense  of  the  subtle  influ- 
ences that  moderate  and  qualify  a  man's  personality;  that 
personality  is  no  longer  thrown  out  in  unnatural  isolation, 
but  is  resumed  into  its  place  in  the  constitution  of  things. 

It  is  this  change  in  the  manner  of  regarding  men  and 
their  actions  first  exhibited  in  romance,  that  has  since  re- 
newed and  vivified  history.  For  art  precedes  philosophy  and 
even  science.  People  must  have  noticed  things  and  interested 
themselves  in  them  before  they  begin  to  debate  upon  their 
causes  or  influence.  And  it  is  in  this  way  that  art  is  the 
pioneer  of  knowledge;  those  predelietions  of  the  artist  he 
knows  not  why,  those  irrational  acceptations  and  recogni- 
tions, reclaim,  out  of  the  world  that  we  have  not  yet  realized, 
ever  another  and  another  corner;  and  after  the  facts  have 
been  thus  vividly  brought  before  us  and  have  had  time  to 
settle  and  arrange  themselves  in  our  minds,  some  day  there 
will  be  found  the  man  of  science  to  stand  up  and  give  the 
explanation.  Scott  took  an  interest  in  many  things  in  which 
Fielding  took  none;  and  for  this  reason,  and  no  other,  he 
introduced  them  into  his  romances.  If  he  had  been  told  what 
would  be  the  nature  of  the  movement  that  he  was  so  lightly 
initiating,  he  would  have  been  very  incredulous  and  not  a 
little  scandalized.  At  the  time  when  he  wrote,  the  real  drift 
of  this  new  manner  of  pleasing  people  in  fiction  was  not  yet 
apparent;  and,  even  now,  it  is  only  by  looking  at  the 
romances  of  Victor  Hugo  that  we  are  enabled  to  form  any, 
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proper  judgment  in  the  matter.  These  books  are  not  only 
descended  by  ordinary  generation  from  the  Waverley  novels, 
but  it  is  in  them  chiefly  that  we  shall  find  the  revolutionary 
tradition  of  Scott  carried  farther;  that  we  shall  find  Scott 
himself,  in  so  far  as  regards  his  conception  of  prose  fiction 
and  its  purposes,  surpassed  in  his  own  spirit,  instead  of 
tamely  followed.  We  have  here,  as  I  said  before,  a  line  of 
literary  tendency  produced,  and  by  this  production  definitely 
separated  from  others.  When  we  come  to  Hugo,  we  see  that 
:he  deviation,  which  seemed  slight  enough  and  not  very 
•serious  between  Scott  and  Fielding,  is  indeed  such  a  great 
gulf  in  thought  and  sentiment  as  only  successive  generations 
oan  pass  over:  and  it  is  but  natural  that  one  of  the  chief 
advances  that  Hugo  has  made  upon  Scott  is  an  advance  in 
self-consciousness.  Both  men  follow  the  same  road;  but 
where  the  one  went  blindly  and  carelessly,  the  other  advances 
with  all  deliberation  and  forethought.  There  never  was  ar- 
tist much  more  unconscious  than  Scott ;  and  there  have  been 
7iot  many  more  conscious  than  Hugo.  The  passage  at  the 
head  of  these  pages  shows  how  organically  he  had  under- 
stood the  nature  of  his  own  changes.  He  has,  underlying 
oach  of  the  five  great  romances  (which  alone  I  purpose  here 
to  examine),  two  deliberate  designs:  one  artistic,  the  other 
consciously  ethical  and  intellectual.  This  is  a  man  living  in 
a  different  world  from  Scott,  who  professes  sturdily  (in  one 
of  his  introductions)  that  he  does  not  believe  in  novels  hav- 
ing any  moral  influence  at  all;  but  still  Hugo  is  too  much  of 
an  artist  to  let  himself  be  hampered  by  his  dogmas ;  and  the 
truth  is  that  the  artistic  result  seems,  in  'at  least  one  great 
instance,  to  have  very  little  connection  with  the  other,  or 
directly  ethical  result. 

The  artistic  result  of  a  romance,  what  is  left  upon  the 
memory  by  any  really  powerful  and  artistic  novel,  is  some- 
thing so  complicated  and  refined  that  it  is  difficult  to  put  a 
name  upon  it ;  and  yet  something  as  simple  as  nature.  These 
two  propositions  may  seem  mutually  destructive,  but  they 
are  so  only  in  appearance.  The  fact  is  that  art  is  working 
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far  ahead  of  language  as  well  as  of  science,  realizing  for  us, 
by  all  manner  of  suggestions  and  exaggerations,  effects  for 
which  as  yet  we  have  no  direct  name ;  nay,  for  which  we  may 
never  perhaps  have  a  direct  name,  for  the  reason  that  these 
effects  do  not  enter  very  largely  into  the  necessities  of  life. 
Hence  alone  is  that  suspicion  of  vagueness  that  often  hangs 
about  the  purpose  of  a  romance:  it  is  clear  enough  to  us  in 
thought;  but  we  are  not  used  to  consider  anything  clear 
until  we  are  able  to  formulate  it  in  words,  and  analytical 
language  has  not  been  sufficiently  shaped  to  that  end.  We 
all  know  this  difficulty  in  the  case  of  a  picture,  simple  and 
strong  as  may  be  the  impression  that  it  has  left  with  us ;  and 
it  is  only  because  language  is  the  medium  of  romance,  that 
we  are  prevented  from  seeing  that  the  two  cases  are  the 
same.  It  is  not  that  there  is  anything  blurred  or  indefinite 
in  the  impression  left  with  us,  it  is  just  because  the  im- 
pression is  so  very  definite  after  its  own  kind,  that  we  find  it 
hard  to  fit  it  exactly  with  the  expressions  of  our  philosophical 
speech. 

It  is  this  idea  which  underlies  and  issues  from  a  romance, 
this  something  which  it  is  the  function  of  that  form  of  art  to 
create,  this  epical  value,  that  I  propose  chiefly  to  seek  and, 
as  far  as  may  be,  to  throw  into  relief,  in  the  present  study. 
It  is  thus,  I  believe,  that  we  shall  see  most  clearly  the  great 
stride  that  Hugo  has  taken  beyond  his  predecessors,  and 
how,  no  longer  content  with  expressing  more  or  less  abstract 
relations  of  man  to  man,  he  has  set  before  himself  the  task 
of  realizing,  in  the  language  of  romance,  much  of  the  invo- 
lution of  our  complicated  lives. 

This  epical  value  is  not  to  be  found,  let  it  be  understood, 
in  every  so-called  novel.  The  great  majority  are  not  works 
of  art  in  anything  but  a  very  secondary  signification.  One 
might  almost  number  on  one's  fingers  the  works  in  which 
such  a  supreme  artistic  intention  has  been  in  any  way  superior 
to  the  other  and  lesser  aims,  themselves  more  or  less  artistic, 
that  generally  go  hand  in  hand  with  it  in  the  concep- 
tion of  prose  romance.  The  purely  critical  spirit  is,  in 
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most  novels,  paramount.  At  the  present  moment  we  can 
recall  one  man  only,  for  whose  works  it  would  have  been 
equally  possible  to  accomplish  our  present  design:  and  that 
man  is  Hawthorne.  There  is  a  unity,  an  unwavering  crea- 
tive purpose,  about  some  at  least  of  Hawthorne's  romances, 
that  impresses  itself  on  the  most  indifferent  reader;  and  the 
very  restrictions  and  weaknesses  of  the  man  served  perhaps 
to  strengthen  the  vivid  and  single  impression  of  his  works. 
There  is  nothing  of  this  kind  in  Hugo:  unity,  if  he  attains 
to  it,  is  indeed  unity  out  of  multitude;  and  it  is  the  wonder- 
ful power  of  subordination  and  synthesis  thus  displayed,  that 
gives  us  the  measure  of  his  talent.  No  amount  of  mere  dis- 
cussion and  statement,  such  as  this,  could  give  a  just  con- 
ception of  the  greatness  of  this  power.  It  must  be  felt  in 
the  books  themselves,  and  all  that  can  be  done  in  the  present 
essay  is  to  recall  to  the  reader  the  more  general  features  of 
each  of  the  five  great  romances,  hurriedly  and  imperfectly, 
as  space  will  permit,  and  rather  as  a  suggestion  than  any- 
thing more  complete. 

Romance  is  a  language  in  which  many  persons  learn  to 
speak  with  a  certain  appearance  of  fluency ;  but  there  are 
few  who  can  ever  bend  it  to  any  practical  need,  few  who  can 
ever  be  said  to  express  themselves  in  it.  It  has  become 
abundantly  plain  in  the  foregoing  examination  that  Victor 
Hugo  occupies  a  high  place  among  those  few.  He  has  al- 
ways a  perfect  command  over  his  stories;  and  we  see  that 
they  are  constructed  with  a  high  regard  to  some  ulterior 
purpose,  and  that  every  situation  is  informed  with  moral 
significance  and  grandeur.  Of  no  other  man  can  the  same 
thing  be  said  in  the  same  degree.  His  romances  are  not  to 
be  confused  with  "  the  novel  with  a  purpose "  as  familiar 
to  the  English  reader:  this  is  generally  the  model  of  incom- 
petence; and  we  see  the  moral  clumsily  forced  into  every  hole 
and  corner  of  the  story,  or  thrown  externally  over  it  like  a 
carpet  over  a  railing.  Now  the  moral  significance,  with 
Hugo,  is  of  the  essence  of  the  romance;  it  is  the  organizing 
principle.  If  you  could  somehow  despoil  Les  Miserable  or 
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The  Toilers  of  the  Sea  of  their  distinctive  lesson,  you  would 
find  that  the  story  had  lost  its  interest  and  the  book  was 
dead. 

Having  thus  learned  to  subordinate  his  story  to  an  idea, 
to  make  his  art  speak,  he  went  on  to  teach  it  to  say  things 
heretofore  unaccustomed.  If  you  look  back  at  the  five  books 
of  which  we  have  now  so  hastily  spoken,  you  will  be  aston- 
ished at  the  freedom  with  which  the  original  purposes  of 
story-telling  have  been  laid  aside  and  passed  by.  Where 
are  now  the  two  lovers  who  descended  the  main  watershed 
of  all  the  Waverley  novels,  and  all  the  novels  that  have  tried 
to  follow  in  their  wake?  Sometimes  they  are  almost  lost 
sight  of  before  the  solemn  isolation  of  a  man  against  the 
sea  and  sky,  as  in  The  Toilers  of  the  Sea,  sometimes,  as  in  Les 
Miserables,  they  merely  figure  for  awhile,  as  a  beautiful 
episode  in  the  epic  of  oppression;  sometimes  they  are  en- 
tirely absent  as  in  Ninety  Three.  There  is  no  hero  in 
Notre  Dame :  in  Les  Miserables  it  is  an  old  man :  in  The  Man 
Who  Laughs  it  is  a  monster:  in  Ninety  Three  it  is  the 
Revolution.  Those  elements  that  only  began  to  show  them- 
selves timidly,  as  adjuncts,  in  the  novels  of  Walter  Scott, 
have  usurped  ever  more  and  more  of  the  canvas;  until  we 
find  the  whole  interest  of  one  of  Hugo's  romances  centring 
around  matter  that  Fielding  would  have  banished  from 
his  altogether,  as  being  out  of  the  field  of  fiction.  So  we 
have  elemental  forces  occupying  nearly  as  large  a  place, 
playing  (so  to  speak)  nearly  as  important  a  role,  as  the 
man,  Gilliatt,  who  opposes  and  overcomes  them.  So  we  find 
the  fortunes  of  a  nation  put  upon  the  stage  with  as  much 
vividness  as  ever  before  the  fortunes  of  a  village  maiden  or 
a  lost  heir;  and  the  forces  that  oppose  and  corrupt  a  prin- 
ciple holding  the  attention  quite  as  strongly  as  the  wicked 
barons  or  dishonest  attorneys  of  the  past.  Hence  those 
individual  interests  that  were  supreme  in  Fielding,  and  even 
in  Scott,  stood  out  over  everything  else  and  formed  as  it 
were  the  spine  of  the  story,  figure  here  only  as  one  set  of 
interests  among  many  sets,  one  force  among  many  forces, 
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one  thing  to  be  treated  out  of  a  whole  world  of  things 
equally  vivid  and  important.  So  that,  for  Hugo,  man  is 
no  longer  an  isolated  spirit  without  antecedent  or  relation 
here  below,  but  a  being  involved  in  the  action  and  reaction 
of  natural  forces,  himself  a  centre  of  such  action  and  re- 
action ;  or  an  unit  in  a  great  multitude,  chased  hither  and 
thither  by  epidemic  terrors  and  aspirations,  and,  in  all 
seriousness,  blown  about  by  every  wind  of  doctrine.  This 
is  a  long  way  that  we  have  travelled:  between  such  work  and 
the  work  of  Fielding  is  there  not,  indeed,  a  great  gulf  in 
thought  and  sentiment? 

Art,  thus  conceived,  realizes  for  men  a  larger  portion  of 
life,  and  that  portion  one  that  it  is  more  difficult  for  them 
to  realize  unaided;  and,  besides  helping  them  to  feel  more 
intensely  those  restricted  personal  interests  which  are  patent 
to  all,  it  awakes  in  them  some  consciousness  of  those  more 
general  relations  that  are  so  strangely  invisible  to  the  aver- 
age man  in  ordinary  moods.  It  helps  to  keep  man  in  his 
place  in  nature,  and,  above  all,,  it  helps  him  to  understand 
more  intelligently  the  responsibilities  of  his  place  in  society. 
And  in  all  this  generalization  of  interest,  we  never  miss  those 
small  humanities  that  are  at  the  opposite  pole  of  excellence 
in  art;  and  while  we  admire  the  intellect  that  could  see  life 
thus  largely,  we  are  touched  with  another  sentiment  for  the 
tender  heart  that  slipped  the  piece  of  gold  into  Cosette's 
sabot,  that  was  virginally  troubled  at  the  fluttering  of  her 
dress  in  the  spring  wind,  or  put  the  blind  girl  beside  the 
deformity  of  the  laughing  man.  This,  then,  is  the  last 
praise  that  we  can  award  to  these  romances.  The  author 
has  shown  a  power  of  just  subordination  hitherto  un- 
equalled; and  as,  in  reaching  forward  to  one  class  of  effects, 
he  has  not  been  forgetful  or  careless  of  the  other,  his  work 
is  more  nearly  complete  work,  and  his  art,  with  all  its  imper- 
fections, deals  more  comprehensively  with  the  materials  of 
life  than  that  of  any  of  his  otherwise  more  sure  and  masterly 
predecessors. 

These  five  books  would  have  made  a  very  great  fame  for 
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any  writer,  and  yet  they  are  but  one  fa$ade  of  the  monu- 
ment that  Victor  Hugo  has  erected  to  his  genius.  Every- 
where we  find  somewhat  the  same  greatness,  somewhat  the 
same  infirmities.  In  his  poems  and  plays  there  are  the  same 
unaccountable  protervities  that  have  already  astonished  us 
in  the  romances.  There,  too,  is  the  same  feverish  strength, 
welding  the  fiery  iron  of  his  idea  under  forge-hammer  repe- 
titions —  an  emphasis  that  is  somehow  akin  to  weakness  —  a 
strength  that  is  a  little  epileptic.  He  stands  so  far  above 
all  his  contemporaries,  and  so  incomparably  excels  them  in 
richness,  breadth,  variety,  and  moral  earnestness,  that  we 
almost  feel  as  if  he  had  a  sort  of  right  to  fall  oftener  and 
more  heavily  than  others;  but  this  does  not  reconcile  us  to 
seeing  him  profit  by  the  privilege  so  freely.  We  like  to 
have,  in  our  great  men,  something  that  is  above  question; 
we  like  to  place  an  implicit  faith  in  them,  and  see  them  always 
on  the  platform  of  their  greatness;  and  this,  unhappily, 
cannot  be  with  Hugo.  As  Heine  said  long  ago,  his  is  a 
genius  somewhat  deformed;  but,  deformed  as  it  is,  we  ac- 
cept it  gladly ;  we  shall  have  the  wisdom  to  see  where  his  foot 
slips,  but  we  shall  have  the  justice  also  to  recognize  in  him 
one  of  the  greatest  artists  of  our  generation,  and,  in  many 
ways,  one  of  the  greatest  artists  of  time.  If  we  look  back, 
yet  once,  upon  these  five  romances,  we  see  blemishes  such  as 
we  can  lay  to  the  charge  of  no  other  man  in  the  number  of 
the  famous;  but  to  what  other  man  can  we  attribute  such 
sweeping  innovations,  such  a  new  and  significant  present- 
ment of  the  life  of  man,  such  an  amount,  if  we  merely  think 
of  the  amount,  of  equally  consummate  performance? 


CRITICAL  NOTE 

BY 

ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON 

The  moral  end  that  the  author  had  before  him  in  the  con- 
ception of  Notre  Dame  de  Paris  was  (he  tells  us)  to  "  de- 
nounce "  the  external  fatality  that  hangs  over  men  in  the 
form  of  foolish  and  inflexible  superstition.  To  speak  plainly, 
this  moral  purpose  seems  to  have  mighty  little  to  do  with  the 
artistic  conception;  moreover  it  is  very  questionably  handled, 
while  the  artistic  conception  is  developed  with  the  most  con- 
summate success.  Old  Paris  lives  for  us  with  newness  of 
life:  we  have  ever  before  our  eyes  the  city  cut  into  three  by 
the  two  arms  of  the  river,  the  boat-shaped  island  "  moored  " 
by  five  bridges  to  the  different  shores,  and  the  two  unequal 
towns  on  either  hand.  We  forget  all  that  enumeration  of 
palaces  and  churches  and  convents  which  occupies  so  many 
pages  of  admirable  description,  and  the  thoughtless  reader 
might  be  inclined  to  conclude  from  this,  that  they  were  pages 
thrown  away;  but  this  is  not  so:  we  forget,  indeed,  the  de- 
tails, as  we  forget  or  do  not  see  the  different  layers  of  paint 
on  a  completed  picture;  but  the  thing  desired  has  been  ac- 
complished, and  we  carry  away  with  us  a  sense  of  the  "  Gothic 
profile  "  of  the  city,  of  the  "  surprising  forest  of  pinnacles 
and  towers  and  belfries,"  and  we  know  not  what  of  rich  and 
intricate  and  quaint.  And  throughout,  Notre  Dame  has 
been  held  up  over  Paris  by  a  height  far  greater  than  that 
of  its  twin  towers:  the  Cathedral  is  present  to  us  from 
the  first  page  to  the  last;  the  title  has  given  us  the  clew, 
and  already  in  the  Palace  of  Justice  the  story  begins  to  at- 
tach itself  to  that  central  building  by  character  after  char- 
acter. It  is  purely  an  effect  of  mirage;  Notre  Dame  does 
not,  in  reality,  thus  dominate  and  stand  out  above  the  city; 
and  any  one  who  should  visit  it,  in  the  spirit  of  the  Scott- 
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tourists  to  Edinburgh  or  the  Trossachs,  would  be  almost 
offended  at  finding  nothing  more  than  this  old  church  thrust 
away  into  a  corner.  It  is  purely  an  effect  of  mirage,  as 
we  say;  but  it  is  an  effect  that  permeates  and  possesses  the 
whole  book  with  astonishing  consistency  and  strength.  And 
then,  Hugo  has  peopled  this  Gothic  city,  and,  above  all, 
this  Gothic  church,  with  a  race  of  men  even  more  distinctly 
Gothic  than  their  surroundings.  We  know  this  generation 
already,  we  have  seen  them  clustered  about  the  worn  capitals 
of  pillars,  or  craning  forth  over  the  church-leads  with  the 
open  mouths  of  gargoyles.  About  them  all  there  is  that 
sort  of  stiff  quaint  unreality,  that  conjunction  of  the  gro- 
tesque, and  even  of  a  certain  bourgeois  smugness,  with  pas- 
sionate contortion  and  horror,  that  is  so  characteristic  of 
Gothic  art.  Esmeralda  is  somewhat  an  exception;  she  and 
the  goat  traverse  the  story  like  two  children  who  have  wan- 
dered in  a  dream.  The  finest  moment  of  the  book  is  when 
these  two  share  with  the  two  other  leading  characters,  Dom 
Claude  and  Quasimodo,  the  chill  shelter  of  the  old  cathedral. 
It  is  here  that  we  touch  most  intimately  the  generative  ar- 
tistic idea  of  the  romance:  are  they  not  all  four  taken  out  of 
some  quaint  moulding,  illustrative  of  the  Beatitudes,  or  the 
Ten  Commandments,  or  the  seven  deadly  sins?  What  is 
Quasimodo  but  an  animated  gargoyle?  What  is  the  whole 
book  but  the  reanimation  of  Gothic  art? 

It  is  curious  that  in  this,  the  earliest  of  the  five  great 
romances,  there  should  be  so  little  of  that  extravagance  that 
latterly  we  have  come  almost  to  identify  with  the  author's 
manner.  Yet  even  here  we  are  distressed  by  words,  thoughts, 
and  incidents  that  defy  belief  and  alienate  the  sympathies. 
The  scene  of  the  in  pace,  for  example,  in  spite  of  its  strength, 
verges  dangerously  on  the  province  of  the  penny  novelist.  I 
do  not  believe  that  Quasimodo  rode  upon  the  bell;  I  should 
as  soon  imagine  that  he  swung  by  the  clapper.  And  again 
the  following  two  sentences,  out  of  an  otherwise  admirable 
chapter,  surely  surpass  what  it  has  ever  entered  into  the 
heart  of  any  other  man  to  imagine :  "  II  souffrait  tant  que 
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par  instants  il  s'arrachait  des  poignees  de  cheveux,  pour 
voir  s*  Us  ne  blanchissaient  pas."  And:  "  Ses  pensees  etaient 
si  insupportables  qu'il  prenait  sa  tete  a  deux  mains  et  tachait 
de  1'arracher  de  ses  epaules  pour  la  briser  sur  le  pave." 

One  other  fault,  before  we  pass  on.  In  spite  of  the  horror 
and  misery  that  pervade  all  of  his  later  work,  there  is  in  it 
much  less  of  actual  melodrama  than  here,  and  rarely,  I 
should  say  never,  that  sort  of  brutality,  that  useless  insuffer- 
able violence  to  the  feelings,  which  is  the  last  distinction  be- 
tween melodrama  and  true  tragedy.  Now,  in  Notre  Dame, 
the  whole  story  of  Esmeralda's  passion  for  the  worthless 
archer  is  unpleasant  enough;  but  when  she  betrays  herself  in 
her  last  hiding-place,  herself  and  her  wretched  mother,  by 
calling  out  to  this  sordid  hero  who  has  long  since  forgotten 
her  —  well,  that  is  just  one  of  those  things  that  readers  will 
not  forgive ;  they  do  not  like  it,  and  they  are  quite  right ; 
life  is  hard  enough  for  poor  mortals,  without  having  it  in- 
definitely embittered  for  them  by  bad  art. 


'ANAIKH 

SOME    years    ago,    while    visiting,    or    rather    exploring, 
Notre-Dame,  the  author  of  this  book  discovered  in  an 
obscure  corner  of  one  of  the  towers  this  word,  carved  upon 
the  wall: 

'ANjfTKH 

These  Greek  characters,  black  with  age  and  cut  deep  into 
the  stone  with  the  peculiarities  of  form  and  arrangement 
oommon  to  Gothic  caligraphy  that  marked  them  the  work 
of  some  hand  in  the  Middle  Ages,  and  above  all  the  sad 
and  mournful  meaning  which  they  expressed,  forcibly  im- 
pressed the  author. 

He  questioned  himself,  he  tried  to  divine  what  sad  soul  was 
loath  to  quit  the  earth  without  leaving  behind  this  brand 
of  crime  or  misery  upon  the  brow  of  the  old  church. 

Since  then  the  wall  has  been  whitewashed  or  scraped 
(I  have  forgotten  which),  and  the  inscription  has  vanished; 
for  this  is  the  way  in  which,  for  some  two  hundred  years,  we 
have  treated  the  wonderful  churches  of  the  Middle  Ages. 
They  are  mutilated  in  every  part,  inside  as  well  as  out.  The 
priest  whitewashes  them,  the  archdeacon  scrapes  them;  then 
come  the  people,  who  tear  them  down. 

So,  save  for  the  frail  memory  which  the  author  of  this  book 
here  dedicates  to  it,  nothing  now  remains  of  the  mysterious 
word  engraved  upon  the  dark  tower  of  Notre-Dame,  noth- 
ing of  the  unknown  fate  which  it  summed  up  so  sadly.  The 
man  who  wrote  that  word  upon  the  wall  faded  away,  many 
ages  since,  amidst  passing  generations  of  men ;  the  word  in 
its  turn  has  faded  from  the  church  wall;  the  church  itself, 
perhaps,  will  soon  vanish  from  the  earth. 

Upon  that  word  this  book  is  based. 

MABCH,  1831. 
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NOTRE-DAME  DE  PARIS 


BOOK  I 
CHAPTER  I 

THE    GREAT    HAI/L 

r  I  THREE  hundred  and  forty-eight  years,  six  months,  and 
JL        nineteen  days  ago  to-day  the  Parisians  were  waked  by 
the  sound  of  loud  peals  from  all  the  bells  within  the  triple 
precincts  of  the  City,  the  University,  and  the  Town. 

And  yet  the  6th  of  January,  1482,  is  not  a  day  of  which 
history  takes  much  note.  There  was  nothing  extraordinary 
about  the  event  which  thus  set  all  the  bells  and  the  citizens 
of  Paris  agog  from  early  dawn.  It  was  neither  an  attack 
from  the  Picards  or  the  Burgundians,  nor  some  shrine  carried 
in  procession,  nor  was  it  a  student  revolt  in  the  Ville  de  Laas, 
nor  an  entry  of  "  our  greatly  to  be  dreaded  lord  the  king," 
nor  even  the  wholesale  slaughter  of  a  band  of  thieves  before 
the  Palace  of  Justice.  Neither  was  it  the  arrival,  so  fre- 
quent during  the  fifteenth  century,  of  some  plumed  and 
laced  embassy.  It  was  scarcely  two  days  since  the  last  caval- 
cade of  this  sort,  that  of  the  Flemish  ambassadors  empowered 
to  arrange  a  marriage  between  the  Dauphin  and  Margaret  of 
Flanders,  had  entered  Paris,  to  the  great  annoyance  of  Car- 
dinal Bourbon,  who,  to  please  the  king,  was  forced  to  smile 
upon  all  this  rustic  rout  of  Flemish  burgomasters,  and  to  en- 
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tertain  them  at  his  own  mansion  with  "  a  very  fine  morality 
and  farce,"  while  a  driving  rain-storm  drenched  the  splen- 
did tapestries  at  his  door. 

That  which  "  stirred  the  emotions  of  the  whole  populace 
of  Paris,"  as  Jehan  de  Troyes  expresses  it,  on  January  6, 
was  the  double  festival,  celebrated  from  time  immemorial, 
of  Epiphany  and  the  Feast  of  Fools. 

Upon  that  day  there  was  to  be  a  bonfire  at  the  Greve,  a 
Maypole  at  the  Braque  chapel,  and  a  mystery  or  miracle 
play  at  the  Palace  of  Justice.  All  these  things  had  been 
proclaimed  at  the  cross-roads,  to  the  sound  of  trumpets,  by 
the  provost's  men,  in  fine  coats  of  purple  camlet,  with  big 
white  crosses  on  the  breast. 

A  crowd  of  citizens  with  their  wives  and  daughters  had 
therefore  been  making  their  way  from  every  quarter,  to- 
wards the  places  named,  ever  since  early  dawn.  Each  had 
decided  for  himself,  in  favour  of  the  bonfire,  the  Maypole, 
or  the  mystery.  It  must  be  confessed,  to  the  glory  of  the 
proverbial  good  sense  of  Parisian  idlers,  that  the  majority 
of  the  crowd  turned  towards  the  bonfire,  which  was  most 
seasonable,  or  towards  the  miracle  play  which  was  to  be  per- 
fomed  in  the  great  hall  of  the  law  courts,  well  roofed  in 
and  between  four  walls ;  and  that  most  of  the  pleasure-seek- 
ers agreed  to  leave  the  poor  Maypole  with  its  scanty  blos- 
soms to  shiver  alone  beneath  the  January  sky,  in  the  cem- 
etery of  the  Braque  chapel. 

The  people  swarmed  most  thickly  in  the  avenues  leading 
to  the  law  courts,  because  it  was  known  that  the  Flemish 
ambassadors  who  arrived  two  nights  before  proposed  to  be 
present  at  the  performance  of  the  miracle  play  and  election 
of  the  Lord  of  Misrule,  which  was  also  to  take  place  in  the 
great  hall. 

It  was  no  easy  matter  to  make  a  way  into  the  great  hall 
upon  that  day,  although  it  was  then  held  to  be  the  largest 
enclosure  under  cover  in  the  world  (to  be  sure,  Sauval  had 
not  yet  measured  the  great  hall  of  the  castle  at  Montargis). 
The  courtyard,  filled  with  people,  looked  to  the  spectators  at 
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the  windows  like  a  vast  sea  into  which  five  or  six  streets, 
like  the  mouths  of  so  many  rivers  constantly  disgorged  new 
waves  of  heads.  The  billowing  crowd,  growing  ever  greater, 
dashed  against  houses  projecting  here  and  there  like  so  many 
promontories  in  the  irregular  basin  of  the  court.  In  the 
middle  of  the  lofty  Gothic  fa9ade  of  the  Palace  was  the 
great  staircase,  up  and  down  which  flowed  an  unending 
double  stream,  which,  after  breaking  upon  the  intermediate 
landing,  spread  in  broad  waves  over  its  two  side  slopes;  the 
great  staircase,  I  say,  poured  a  steady  stream  into  the  court- 
yard, like  a  waterfall  into  a  lake.  Shouts,  laughter,  and  the 
tramp  of  countless  feet  made  a  great  noise  and  a  great  hub- 
bub. From  time  to  time  the  hubbub  and  the  noise  were  re- 
doubled ;  the  current  which  bore  this  throng  towards  the  great 
staircase  was  turned  back,  eddied,  and  whirled.  Some  ar- 
cher had  dealt  a  blow,  or  the  horse  of  some  provost's  officer 
had  administered  a  few  kicks  to  restore  order, —  an  admirable 
tradition,  which  provost  has  bequeathed  to  constable,  constable 
to  marshalsea,  and  marshalsea  to  our  present  Parisian  po- 
lice. 

At  doors,  windows,  in  garrets,  and  on  roofs  swarmed 
thousands  of  good  plain  citizens,  quiet,  honest  people,  gaz- 
ing at  the  Palace,  watching  the  throng,  and  asking  nothing 
more;  for  many  people  in  Paris  are  quite  content  to  look 
on  at  others,  and  there  are  plenty  who  regard  a  wall  behind 
which  something  is  happening  as  a  very  curious  thing. 

If  it  could  be  permitted  to  us  men  of  1830  to  mingle  in 
fancy  with  those  fifteenth-century  Parisians,  and  to  enter 
with  them,  pushed,  jostled,  and  elbowed,  the  vast  hall  of 
the  Palace  of  Justice,  all  too  small  on  the  6th  of  January, 
1482,  the  sight  would  not  be  without  interest  or  charm, 
and  we  should  have  about  us  only  things  so  old  as  to  seem 
brand-new. 

With  the  reader's  consent  we  will  endeavour  to  imagine 
the  impression  he  would  have  received  with  us  in  crossing 
the  threshold  of  that  great  hall  amidst  that  mob  in  sur- 
coats,  cassocks,  and  coats  of  mail. 
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And  first  of  all  there  is  a  ringing  in  our  ears,  a  dimness 
in  our  eyes.  Above  our  heads,  a  double  roof  of  pointed 
arches,  wainscotted  with  carved  wood,  painted  in  azure, 
sprinkled  with  golden  fleur-de-lis;  beneath  our  feet,  a  pave- 
ment of  black  and  white  marble  laid  in  alternate  blocks. 
A  few  paces  from  us,  a  huge  pillar,  then  another, —  in  all 
seven  pillars  down  the  length  of  the  hall,  supporting  the 
spring  of  the  double  arch  down  the  centre.  Around  the  first 
four  columns  are  tradesmen's  booths,  glittering  with  glass 
and  tinsel;  around  the  last  three,  oaken  benches  worn  and 
polished  by  the  breeches  of  litigants  and  the  gowns  of  at- 
torneys. Around  the  hall,  along  the  lofty  wall,  between 
the  doors,  between  the  casements,  between  the  pillars,  is  an  un- 
ending series  of  statues  of  all  the  kings  of  France,  from 
Pharamond  down, —  the  sluggard  kings,  with  loosely  hang- 
ing arms  and  downcast  eyes;  the  brave  and  warlike  kings, 
with  head  and  hands  boldly  raised  to  heaven.  Then  in  the 
long  pointed  windows,  glass  of  a  thousand  hues;  at  the  wide 
portals  of  the  hall,  rich  doors  finely  carved;  and  the  whole 

—  arches,  pillars,  walls,  cornices,  wainscot,  doors,  and  statues 

—  covered  from  top  to  bottom  with   a  gorgeous   colouring 
iof  blue  and  gold,  which,  somewhat  tarnished  even  at  the  date 

when  we  see  it,  had  almost  disappeared  under  dust  and 
cobwebs  in  the  year  of  grace  1549,  when  Du  Breuil  admired 
it  from  tradition. 

Now,  let  us  imagine  this  vast  oblong  hall,  lit  up  by  the 
wan  light  of  a  January  day,  taken  possession  of  by  a  noisy 
motley  mob  who  drift  along  the  walls  and  ebb  and  flow 
about  the  seven  columns,  and  we  may  have  some  faint  idea 
of  the  general  effect  of  the  picture,  whose  strange  details 
we  will  try  to  describe  somewhat  more  minutely. 

It  is  certain  that  if  Ravaillac  had  not  assassinated  Henry 
IV.,  there  would  have  been  no  documents  relating  to  his  case 
laid  away  in  the  Rolls  Office  m  the  Palace  of  Justice ;  no  accom- 
plices interested  to  make  away  with  the  said  documents,  ac- 
cordingly no  incendiaries,  forced  for  want  of  better  means 
to  burn  the  Rolls  Office  in  order  to  burn  up  the  documents, 
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and  to  burn  the  Palace  of  Justice  in  order  to  burn  the  Rolls 
Office;  consequently,  therefore,  no  fire  in  1618.  The  old 
Palace  would  still  be  standing,  with  its  great  hall;  I  might 
say  to  my  reader,  "  Go  and  look  at  it,"  and  we  should  thus 
ooth  of  us  be  spared  the  need, —  I  of  writing,  and  he  of 
•eading,  an  indifferent  description ;  which  proves  this  novel 
Truth, —  that  great  events  have  incalculable  results. 

True,  Ravaillac  may  very  possibly  have  had  no  accom- 
plices ;  or  his  accomplices,  if  £ie  chanced  to  have  any,  need 
lave  had  no  hand. in  the  fire  of  1618.  There  are  two  other 
very  plausible  explanations :  first,  the  huge  "  star  of  fire,  a 
foot  broad  and  a  foot  and  a  half  high,"  which  fell,  as  every 
one  knows,  from  heaven  upon  the  Palace  after  midnight  on 
the  7th  of  March ;  second,  Theophile's  verses :  — 

"  In  Paris  sure  it  was  a  sorry  game 
When,  fed  too  fat  with  fees,  the  frisky  Dame 
Justice  set  all  her  palace  in  a  flame." 

Whatever  we  may  think  of  this  triple  explanation, — 
political,  physical,  and  poetical, —  of  the  burning  of  the 
Palace  of  Justice  in  1618,  one  unfortunate  fact  remains: 
namely,  the  fire.  Very  little  is  now  left,  thanks  to  this 
catastrophe,  and  thanks  particularly  to  the  various  and  suc- 
cessive restorations  which  have  finished  what  it  spared, — 
very  little  is  now  left  of  this  first  home  of  the  King  of  France, 
of  this  palace,  older  than  the  Louvre,  so  old  even  in  the 
time  of  Philip  the  Fair  that  search  had  to  be  made  for 
traces  of  the  magnificent  buildings  erected  by  King  Robert 
and  described  by  Helgaldus.  Almost  everything  is  gone. 
What  has  become  of  the  chancery  office,  Saint  Louis'  bridal 
chamber;  the  garden  where  he  administered  justice,  "clad 
in  a  camlet  coat,  a  sleeveless  surcoat  of  linsey-woolsey,  and 
over  it  a  mantle  of  black  serge,  reclining  upon  carpets,  with 
Joinville  ?  "  Where  is  the  chamber  of  the  Emperor  Sigis- 
mond,  that  of  Charles  IV.,  and  that  of  John  Lackland? 
Where  is  the  staircase  from  which  Charles  VI.  issued  his 
edict  of  amnesty;  the  flag-stone  upon  which  Marcel  slew, 
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in  the  dauphin's  presence,  Robert  of  Clermont  and  the  Mar- 
shal of  Champagne;  the  wicket-gate  where  the  bulls  of 
Benedict  the  antipope  were  destroyed,  and  through  which 
departed  those  who  brought  them,  coped  and  mitred  in  mock- 
ery, thus  doing  public  penance  throughout  Paris;  and  the 
great  hall,  with  its  gilding,  its  azure,  its  pointed  arches,  its 
statues,  its  columns,  its  great  vaulted  roof  thickly  covered 
with  carvings;  and  the  golden  room;  and  the  stone  lion, 
which  stood  at  the  door,  his  head  down,  his  tail  between  his 
legs,  like  the  lions  around  Solomon's  throne,  in  the  humble 
attitude  that  befits  strength  in  the  presence  of  justice;  and 
the  beautiful  doors;  and  the  gorgeous  windows;  and  the 
wrought-iron  work  which  discouraged  Biscornette;  and  Du 
Hancy's  dainty  bits  of  carving?  What  has  time  done,  what 
have  men  done  with  these  marvels?  What  has  been  given 
us  in  exchange  for  all  this, —  for  all  this  ancient  French 
history,  all  this  Gothic  art?  The  heavy  elliptic  arches  of 
M.  de  Brosse,  the  clumsy  architect  of  the  St.  Gervais  por- 
tal,—  so  much  for  art ;  and  for  history  we  have  the  gossipy 
memories  of  the  big  pillar  still  echoing  and  re-echoing  with 
the  tittle-tattle  of  the  Patrus. 

This  is  not  much.  Let  us  go  back  to  the  genuine  great 
hall  of  the  genuine  old  Palace. 

The  two  ends  of  this  huge  parallelogram  were  occupied, 
the  one  by  the  famous  marble  table,  so  long,  so  broad,  and 
so  thick,  that  there  never  was  seen,  as  the  old  Court  Rolls 
express  it  in  a  style  which  would  give  Gargantua  an  appe- 
tite, "  such  another  slice  of  marble  in  the  world ; "  the  other 
by  the  chapel  in  which  Louis  XI.  had  his  statue  carved  kneel- 
ing before  the  Virgin,  and  into  which,  wholly  indifferent  to 
the  fact  that  he  left  two  vacant  spaces  in  the  procession  of 
royal  images,  he  ordered  the  removal  of  the  figures  of 
Charlemagne  and  Saint  Louis,  believing  these  two  saints  to 
be  in  high  favour  with  Heaven  as  being  kings  of  France. 
This  chapel,  still  quite  new,  having  been  built  scarcely  six 
years,  was  entirely  in  that  charming  school  of  refined  and 
delicate  architecture,  of  marvellous  sculpture,  of  fine,  deep 
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chiselling,  which  marks  the  end  of  the  Gothic  era  in  France, 
and  lasts  until  towards  the  middle  of  the  sixteenth  century  in 
the  fairy-like  fancies  of  the  Renaissance.  The  small  rose- 
window  over  the  door  was  an  especial  masterpiece  of  delicacy 
and  grace;  it  seemed  a  mere  star  of  lace. 

In  the  centre  of  the  hall,  opposite  the  great  door,  a 
dais  covered  with  gold  brocade,  placed  against  the  wall,  to 
which  a  private  entrance  was  arranged  by  means  of  a  window 
from  the  passage  to  the  gold  room,  had  been  built  for  the 
."Flemish  envoys  and  other  great  personages  invited  to  the 
oerformance  of  the  mystery. 

This  mystery,  according  to  custom,  was  to  be  performed 
upon  the  marble  table.  It  had  been  prepared  for  this  at 
dawn;  the  superb  slab  of  marble,  scratched  and  marked 
by  lawyers'  heels,  now  bore  a  high  wooden  cage-like  scaf- 
folding, whose  upper  surface,  in  sight  of  the  entire  hall, 
was  to  serve  as  stage,  while  the  interior,  hidden  by  tapestry 
hangings,  was  to  take  the  place  of  dressing-room  for  the 
actors  in  the  play.  A  ladder  placed  outside  with  frank  sim- 
plicity formed  the  means  of  communication  between  the 
dressing-room  and  stage,  its  rough  rounds  doing  service  for 
entrance  as  well  as  exit.  There  was  no  character  however 
unexpected,  no  sudden  change,  and  no  dramatic  effect,  but 
was  compelled  to  climb  this  ladder.  Innocent  and  venerable 
infancy  of  art  and  of  machinery! 

Four  officers  attached  to  the  Palace,  forced  guardians  of 
the  people's  pleasures  on  holidays  as  on  hanging  days, 
stood  bolt  upright  at  the  four  corners  of  the  marble  table. 

The  play  was  not  to  begin  until  the  twelfth  stroke  of  noon 
rang  from  the  great  Palace  clock.  This  was  doubtless  very 
late  for  a  theatrical  performance;  but  the  ambassadors  had 
to  be  consulted  in  regard  to  the  time. 

Now,  this  throng  had  been  waiting  since  dawn.  Many  of 
:hcse  honest  sightseers  were  shivering  at  earliest  daylight  at 
the  foot  of  the  great  Palace  staircase.  Some  indeed  de- 
clared that  they  had  spent  the  night  lying  across  the  great 
door,  to  be  sure  of  getting  in  first.  The  crowd  increased 
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every  moment,  and,  like  water  rising  above  its  level,  began 
to  creep  up  the  walls,  to  collect  around  the  columns,  to  over- 
flow the  entablatures,  the  cornices,  the  window-sills,  every 
projection  of  the  architecture,  and  every  bit  of  bold  relief 
in  the  carvings.  Then,  too,  discomfort,  impatience,  fatigue, 
the  day's  license  of  satire  and  folly,  the  quarrels  caused  ever 
and  anon  by  a  sharp  elbow  or  a  hobnailed  shoe,  the  weariness 
of  waiting  lent,  long  before  the  hour  when  the  ambassadors 
were  due,  an  acid,  bitter  tone  to  the  voices  of  these  people, 
shut  up,  pent  in,  crowded,  squeezed,  and  stifled  as  they 
were.  On  every  hand  were  heard  curses  and  complaints 
against  the  Flemish,  the  mayor  of  Paris,  Cardinal  Bourbon,  the 
Palace  bailiff,  Madame  Margaret  of  Austria,  the  ushers,  the 
cold,  the  heat,  the  bad  weather,  the  Lord  of  Misrule,  the  col- 
umns, the  statues,  this  closed  door,  that  open  window, —  all 
to  the  vast  amusement  of  the  groups  of  students  and  lack- 
eys scattered  through  the  crowd,  who  mingled  their  mischief 
and  their  malice  with  all  this  discontent,  and  administered, 
as  it  were,  pin-pricks  to  the  general  bad  humour. 

Among  the  rest  there  was  one  group  of  these  merry 
demons  who,  having  broken  the  glass  from  a  window,  had 
boldly  seated  themselves  astride  the  sill,  distributing  their 
glances  and  their  jokes  by  turns,  within  and  without,  be- 
tween the  crowd  in  the  hall  and  the  crowd  in  the  courtyard. 
From  their  mocking  gestures,  their  noisy  laughter,  and  the 
scoffs  and  banter  which  they  exchanged  with  their  comrades, 
from  one  end  of  the  hall  to  the  other,  it  was  easy  to  guess 
that  these  young  students  felt  none  of  the  weariness  and 
fatigue  of  the  rest  of  the  spectators,  and  that  they  were  am- 
ply able,  for  their  own  private  amusement,  to  extract  from 
what  they  had  before  their  eyes  a  spectacle  quite  diverting 
enough  to  make  them  wait  patiently  for  that  which  was  to 
come. 

"  By  my  soul,  it's  you,  Joannes  Frollo  de  Molendino ! " 
cried  one  of  them  to  a  light-haired  little  devil  with  a  hand- 
some but  evil  countenance,  who  was  clinging  to  the  acanthus 
leaves  of  a  capital;  you  are  well  named,  Jehan  du  Moulin, 
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for  your  two  arms  and  your  two  legs  look  like  the  four  sails 
fluttering  in  the  wind.  How  long  have  you  been  here?  " 

"  By  the  foul  fiend !  "  replied  Joannes  Frollo,  "  more  than 
four  hours,  and  I  certainly  hope  that  they  may  be  deducted 
from  my  time  in  purgatory.  I  heard  the  King  of  Sicily's 
eight  choristers  intone  the  first  verse  of  high  mass  at  seven 
o'clock  in  the  Holy  Chapel." 

"  Fine  choristers  they  are ! "  returned  the  other ;  "  their 
voices  are  sharper  than  the  points  of  their  caps.  Before 
he  endowed  a  Mass  in  honour  of  Saint  John,  the  king  might 
well  have  inquired  whether  Saint  John  liked  his  Latin  sung 
with  a  southern  twang." 

"  He  only  did  it  to  give  work  to  these  confounded  chor- 
isters of  the  King  of  Sicily !  "  bitterly  exclaimed  an  old  woman 
in  the  crowd  beneath  the  window.  "  Just  fancy !  a  thousand 
pounds  Paris  for  a  Mass!  and  charged  to  the  taxes  on  all 
salt-water  fish  sold  in  the  Paris  markets  too!  " 

"  Silence,  old  woman !  "  said  a  grave  and  reverend  person- 
age who  was  holding  his  nose  beside  the  fishwoman ;  "  he  had 
to  endow  a  Mass.  You  don't  want  the  king  to  fall  ill  again, 
do  you?" 

"  Bravely  spoken,  Master  Gilles  Lecornu,  sir  furrier  of  the 
king's  robes ! "  cried  the  little  scholar  clinging  to  the  capital. 

"  Lecornu !  Gilles  Lecornu !  "  said  some. 

"  Cornutus  et  hirsutus,"  replied  another. 

"  Oh,  no  doubt ! "  continued  the  little  demon  of  the  cap- 
ital. "  What  is  there  to  laugh  at  ?  An  honourable  man 
is  Gilles  Lecornu,  brother  of  Master  Jehan  Lecornu,  provost 
of  the  king's  palace,  son  of  Master  Mahiet  Lecornu,  head 
porter  of  the  Forest  of  Vincennes, —  all  good  citizens  of 
Paris,  every  one  of  them  married,  from  father  to  son !  " 

The  mirth  increased.  The  fat  furrier,  not  answering  a 
word,  strove  to  escape  the  eyes  fixed  on  him  from  every  side, 
but  he  puffed  and  perspired  in  vain;  like  a  wedge  driven 
into  wood,  all  his  efforts  only  buried  his  broad  apoplectic  face, 
purple  with  rage  and  spite,  the  more  firmly  in  the  shoulders 
•)f  his  neighbours. 
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At  last  one  of  the  latter,  fat,  short,  and  venerable  as  him- 
self, came  to  his  rescue. 

"  Abominable !  Shall  students  talk  thus  to  a  citizen !  In 
my  day  they  would  have  been  well  whipped  with  the  sticks 
which  served  to  burn  them  afterwards." 

The  entire  band  burst  out :  — 

"Hollo!  who  sings  that  song?  Who  is  this  bird  of  ill 
omen  ?  " 

"  Stay,  I  know  him,"  said  one ;  "  it's  Master  Andry 
Musnier." 

"  He  is  one  of  the  four  copyists  licensed  by  the  Uni- 
versity ! "  said  another. 

"  Everything  goes  by  fours  in  that  shop,"  cried  a  third, — 
"  four  nations,  four  faculties,  four  great  holidays,  four  proc- 
tors, four  electors,  four  copyists." 

"  Very  well,  then,"  answered  Jehan  Frollo ;  "  we  must 
play  the  devil  with  them  by  fours." 

"  Musnier,  we'll  burn  your  books." 

"  Musnier,  we'll  beat  your  servant." 

"  Musnier,  we'll  hustle  your  wife." 

"  That  good  fat  Mademoiselle  Oudarde." 

"  Who  is  as  fresh  and  as  fair  as  if  she  were  a  widow." 

"  Devil  take  you !  "  growled  Master  Andry  Musnier. 

"  Master  Andry,"  added  Jehan,  still  hanging  on  his  cap- 
ital, "  shut  up,  or  I'll  fall  on  your  head !  " 

Master  Andry  raised  his  eyes,  seemed  for  a  moment  to 
be  measuring  the  height  of  the  column,  the  weight  of  the 
rascal,  mentally  multiplied  that  weight  by  the  square  of  the 
velocity,  and  was  silent. 

Jehan,  master  of  the  field  of  battle,  went  on  trium- 
phantly :  — 

"  I'd  do  it,  though  I  am  the  brother  of  an  arch-deacon ! " 

"  Fine  fellows,  our  University  men  are,  not  even  to  have 
insisted  upon  our  rights  on  such  a  day  as  this !  For,  only 
think  of  it,  there  is  a  Maypole  and  a  bonfire  in  the  Town; 
a  miracle  play,  Lord  of  Misrule,  and  Flemish  embassy  in  the 
City ;  and  at  the  University  —  nothing !  " 
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"  And  jet  Maubert  Square  is  big  enough ! "  answered  one 
of  the  scholars  established  on  the  window-seat. 

"  Down  with  the  rector,  the  electors,  and  the  proctors ! " 
shouted  Joannes. 

"  We  must  build  a  bonfire  to-night  in  the  Gaillard  Field," 
went  on  the  other,  "  with  Master  Andry's  books." 

"  And  the  desks  of  the  scribes,"  said  his  neighbour. 

"  And  the  beadles'  maces !  " 

"  And  the  deans'  spittoons !  " 

"  And  the  proctors'  cupboards !  " 

"  And  the  electors'  bread-bins !  " 

"  And  the  rector's  footstools !  " 

"  Down  with  them ! "  went  on  little  Jehan,  mimicking  a 
ironing  psalm-tune ;  "  down  with  Master  Andry,  the  beadles, 
and  the  scribes ;  down  with  theologians,  doctors,  and  decretists ; 
proctors,  electors,  and  rector !  " 

"  Is  the  world  coming  to  an  end  ?  "  muttered  Master  Andry, 
stopping  his  ears  as  he  spoke. 

"  Speaking  of  the  rector,  there  he  goes  through  the 
square !  "  shouted  one  of  those  in  the  window. 

Every  one  turned  towards  the  square. 

"  Is  it  really  our  respectable  rector,  Master  Thibaut  ? " 
asked  Jehan  Frollo  du  Moulin,  who,  clinging  to  one  of  the 
inner  columns,  could  see  nothing  of  what  was  going  on  out- 
side. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  replied  the  rest  with  one  accord,  "  it  is  really 
he,  Master  Thibaut,  the  rector." 

It  was  indeed  the  rector  and  all  the  dignitaries  of  the  Uni- 
versity going  in  procession  to  meet  the  embassy,  and  just  at 
this  moment  crossing  the  Palace  yard.  The  scholars,  crowd- 
ing in  the  window,  greeted  them,  as  they  passed,  with  sar- 
casms and  mock  applause.  The  rector,  who  walked  at  the 
head  of  his  company,  received  the  first  volley,  which  was 
severe : — 

"  Good-morning,  Sir  Rector !  Hollo  there !  Good-morn- 
ing, I  say ! " 
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"  How  does  he  happen  to  be  here,  the  old  gambler  ?  Has 
he  forsaken  his  dice?  " 

"  How  he  ambles  along  on  his  mule !  The  animal's  ears 
are  not  so  long  as  his." 

"  Hollo  there !  Good-day  to  you,  Master  Rector  Thibaut ! 
Tybalde  aleator!  old  fool !  old  gambler !  " 

"  God  keep  you !  did  you  throw  many  double  sixes  last 
night?" 

"  Oh,  look  at  his  lead-coloured  old  face,  wrinkled  and  worn 
with  love  of  cards  and  dice ! " 

"  Whither  away  so  fast,  Thibaut,  Tybalde  ad  dados,  turn- 
ing your  back  on  the  University  and  trotting  straight  towards 
town?" 

"  He's  probably  going  to  look  for  a  lodging  in  Tybaldy 
Street,"  shouted  Jehan  du  Moulin. 

The  entire  band  repeated  the  silly  joke  in  a  shout  like  thun- 
der, and  with  frantic  clapping  of  hands. 

"  You're  going  to  look  for  a  lodging  in  Tybaldy  Street,  are 
you  not,  Sir  Rector,  you  devil's  advocate  ?  " 

Then  came  the  turn  of  the  other  officials. 

"  Down  with  the  beadles !  down  with  the  mace-bearers !  " 

"  Say,  you  Robin  Poussepain,  who's  that  fellow  yonder  ?  " 

"  That's  Gilbert  de  Suilly,  Gilbertus  de  Soliaco,  Chancellor 
of  the  College  of  Autun." 

"  Stay,  here's  my  shoe ;  you've  got  a  better  place  than  I ; 
fling  it  in  his  face." 

"  Saturnalitias  mittimus  ecce  nuces" 

"  Down  with  the  six  theologians  in  the  white  surplices !  " 

"Are  those  theologians?  I  thought  they  were  six  white 
geese  given  to  the  city  by  Saint  Genevieve  for  the  fief  of 
Roogny." 

"  Down  with  the  doctors !  " 

"  Down  with  all  cardinal  and  jocose  disputations." 

"  Take  my  cap,  Chancellor  of  St.  Genevieve !  You  did  me 
an  injustice, —  and  that's  the  truth;  he  gave  my  place  in  the 
nation  of  Normandy  to  little  Ascanio  Falzaspada,  who  be- 
longs to  the  province  of  Bourges,  being  an  Italian." 
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"  Rank  injustice,"  exclaimed  all  the  students.  "  Down  with 
the  Chancellor  of  St.  Genevieve.  " 

"  Ho  there,  Master  Joachim  de  Ladehors !  Ho  there, 
Louis  Dahuille !  Hollo,  Lambert  Hoctement !  " 

<;  May  the  devil  smother  the  proctor  of  the  German  nation !  " 

"  And  the  chaplains  of  the  Holy  Chapel,  with  their  grej 
amices,  cum  tunicis  grisis!  " 

"  Sen  de  pellibus  grisis  fourratis!  " 

<;  Ho  there !  you  Masters  of  Arts !  See  all  the  fine  black 
copes !  See  all  the  fine  red  copes !  " 

"  That  makes  a  fine  tail  for  the  rector!  " 

"  You  would  think  it  was  a  Venetian  doge  on  his  way  to  wed 
the  sea." 

"  I  say,  Jehan !  look  at  the  Canons  of  St.  Genevieve !  " 

"  Deuce  take  all  Canons !  " 

"  Abbot  Claude  Choart !  Doctor  Claude  Choart !  Are  you 
looking  for  Marie  la  Giifarde?  " 

"  She  lives  in  Glatigny  Street." 

"  She's  bedmaker  to  the  king  of  scamps." 

"  She's  paying  her  four  farthings,  quatuor  denarios." 

"  Aut  unum  bombum." 

"  Would  you  like  her  to  pay  you  in  the  nose  ?  " 

"  Comrades !  there  goes  Master  Simon  Sanguin  the  Elector 
from  Picardy,  with  his  wife  behind  him !  " 

"  Post  equitem  sedet  air  a  cur  a" 

'*  Cheer  up,  Master  Simon !  " 

"  Good-day  to  you,  Sir  Elector !  " 

"  Good-night  to  you,  Madame  Electress !  " 

"  How  lucky  they  are  to  see  so  much !  "  sighed  Joannes  de 
Molendino,  still  perched  among  the  foliage  of  his  column. 

Meanwhile,  the  licensed  copyist  to  the  University,  Master 
Andry  Musnier,  leaned  towards  the  ear  of  the  furrier  of  the 
king's  robes,  Master  Gilles  Lecornu. 

"  I  tell  you,  sir,  this  is  the  end  of  the  world.  The  students 
never  were  so  riotous  before;  it's  the  cursed  inventions  of  the 
ag<  that  are  ruining  us  all, —  artillery,  bombards,  serpentines, 
and  particularly  printing,  that  other  German  pest.  No  more 
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manuscripts,  no  more  books !  Printing  is  death  to  bookselling. 
The  end  of  the  world  is  at  hand." 

"  So  I  see  by  the  rage  for  velvet  stuffs,"  said  the  furrier. 

At  this  instant  the  clock  struck  twelve. 

"  Ha !  "  cried  the  entire  throng  with  but  a  single  voice. 

The  students  were  silent.  Then  began  a  great  stir ;  a  great 
moving  of  feet  and  heads ;  a  general  outbreak  of  coughing  and 
handkerchiefs;  everybody  shook  himself,  arranged  himself, 
raised  himself  on  tiptoe,  placed  himself  to  the  best  advantage. 
Then  came  deep  silence ;  every  neck  was  stretched,  every  mouth 
was  opened  wide,  every  eye  was  turned  towards  the  marble 
table.  Nothing  was  to  be  seen  there.  The  four  officers  still 
stood  stiff  and  motionless  as  four  coloured  statues.  Every 
eye  turned  towards  the  dai's  reserved  for  the  Flemish  ambassa- 
dors. The  door  was  still  shut  and  the  dai's  empty.  The 
throng  has  been  waiting  since  dawn  for  three  things:  noon, 
the  Flemish  embassy,  and  the  mystery.  Noon  alone  arrived 
punctually. 

Really  it  was  too  bad. 

They  waited  one,  two,  three,  five  minutes,  a  quarter  01  an 
hour;  nothing  happened.  The  dai's  was  still  deserted,  the 
theatre  mute.  Rage  followed  in  the  footsteps  of  impatience. 
Angry  words  passed  from  mouth  to  mouth,  though  still  in 
undertones,  to  be  sure.  "  The  mystery !  the  mystery !  "  was 
the  low  cry. 

Every  head  was  in  a  ferment.  A  tempest,  as  yet  but 
threatening,  hung  over  the  multitude.  Jehan  du  Moulin 
drew  forth  the  first  flash. 

"  The  mystery !  and  to  the  devil  with  the  Flemish ! "  he 
shouted  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  writhing  and  twisting  around 
his  capital  like  a  serpent. 

The  crowd  applauded. 

"  The  mystery ! "  repeated  the  mob ;  "  and  deuce  take 
Flanders !  " 

"  We  insist  on  the  mystery  at  once,"  continued  the  student ; 
"  or  else  it's  my  advice  to  hang  the  Palace  bailiff  by  way,  of  a 
comedy  and  morality." 
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"  Well  said,"  cried  the  people ;  "  and  let  us  begin  the  hang- 
ing with  his  men." 

Loud  cheers  followed.  The  four  poor  devils  began  to  turn 
pale  and  to  exchange  glances.  The  mob  surged  towards  them, 
and  the  frail  wooden  railing  parting  them  from  the  multitude 
bent  and  swayed  beneath  the  pressure. 

It  was  a  critical  moment. 

"  To  the  sack  with  them !  to  the  sack ! "  was  the  cry  from 
every  side. 

At  that  instant  the  hangings  of  the  dressing-room,  which 
we  have  already  described,  were  raised,  giving  passage  to  a 
personage  the  mere  sight  of  whom  suddenly  arrested  the  mob, 
changing  rage  to  curiosity  as  if  by  magic. 

"Silence!      Silence!" 

This  person,  but  little  reassured,  and  trembling  in  every 
limb,  advanced  to  the  edge  of  the  table,  with  many  bows,  which, 
in  proportion  as  he  approached,  grew  more  and  more  like 
gcinuflections.  However,  peace  was  gradually  restored. 
There  remained  only  that  slight  murmur  always  arising  from 
the  silence  of  a  vast  multitude. 

"  Sir  citizens,"  said  he,  "  and  fair  citizenesses,  we  shall  have 
the  honour  to  declaim  and  perform  before  his  Eminence  the 
Cardinal  a  very  fine  morality  entitled,  '  The  Wise  Decision  of 
Mistress  Virgin  Mary.  I  am  to  enact  Jupiter.  His  Emi- 
nence is  at  this  moment  escorting  the  very  honourable  embassy 
of  his  Highness  the  Duke  of  Austria,  which  is  just  now  de- 
tained to  listen  to  the  speech  of  the  Rector  of  the  University 
a1  the  Donkeys'  Gate.  As  soon  as  the  most  eminent  Cardinal 
arrives,  we  will  begin." 

It  is  plain  that  it  required  nothing  less  than  the  interven- 
tion of  Jupiter  himself  to  save  the  poor  unfortunate  officers 
of  the  bailiff.  If  we  had  had  the  good  luck  to  invent  this  very 
truthful  history,  and  consequently  to  be  responsible  for  it  to 
our  lady  Criticism,  the  classic  rule,  Nee  deus  intersit,  could  not 
be  brought  up  against  us  at  this  point.  Moreover,  Lord 
Jupiter's  costume  was  very  handsome,  and  contributed  not  a 
little  to  calm  the  mob  by  attracting  its  entire  attention.  Jupi- 
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ter  was  clad  in  a  brigandine  covered  with  black  velvet,  with 
gilt  studs ;  on  his  head  was  a  flat  cap  trimmed  with  silver-gilt 
buttons ;  and  had  it  not  been  for  the  paint  and  the  big  beard 
which  covered  each  a  half  of  his  face,  had  it  not  been  for 
the  roll  of  gilded  cardboard,  sprinkled  with  spangles  and  all 
bristling  with  shreds  of  tinsel,  which  he  carried  in  his  hand, 
and  in  which  practised  eyes  readily  recognized  the  thunder, 
had  it  not  been  for  his  flesh-coloured  feet  bound  with  ribbons 
in  Greek  fashion,  he  might  have  stood  favourable  comparison, 
for  severity  of  bearing,  with  any  Breton  archer  in  the  Duke 
of  Berry's  regiment. 


CHAPTER  II 

PIERRE   GRINGOIRE 

BUT  as  he  spoke,  the  satisfaction,  the  admiration  excited 
by  his  dress,  were  destroyed  by  his  words;  and  when 
he  reached  the  fatal  conclusion,  "  as  soon  as  the  most  eminent 
Cardinal  arrives,  we  will  begin,"  his  voice  was  drowned  in  a 
storm  of  hoots. 

"  Begin  at  once !  The  mystery !  the  mystery  at  once ! " 
screamed  the  people.  And  over  all  the  other  voices  was  heard 
that  of  Johannes  de  Molendino  piercing  the  uproar,  like  the 
fife  in  a  charivari  at  Nismes.  "  Begin  at  once!  "  shrieked  the 
student. 

"  Down  with  Jupiter  and  Cardinal  Bourbon ! "  shouted 
Ilobin  Poussepain  and  the  other  learned  youths  perched  in  the 
window.  • 

"  The  morality  this  instant ! "  repeated  the  mob ;  "  in- 
stantly! immediately!  To  the  sack  and  the  rope  with  the 
actors  and  the  Cardinal !  " 

Poor  Jupiter,  haggard,  terrified,  pale  beneath  his  paint,  let 
his  thunderbolt  fall,  and  seized  his  cap  in  his  hand.  Then  he 
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bowed,  trembled,  and  stammered  out :  "  His  Eminence  —  the 
ambassadors  —  Madame  Margaret  of  Flanders  — "  He  knew 
not  what  to  say.  In  his  secret  heart  he  was  mightily  afraid 
of  being  hanged. 

Hanged  by  the  populace  for  waiting,  hanged  by  the  Cardi- 
nal for  not  waiting, —  on  either  hand  he  saw  a  gulf ;  that  is  to 
say,  a  gallows. 

Luckily,  some  one  appeared  to  extricate  him  from  his  em- 
barrassing position  and  assume  the  responsibility. 

An  individual,  standing  just  within  the  railing,  in  the  vacant 
space  about  the  marble  table,  and  whom  nobody  had  as  yet 
observed, —  so  completely  was  his  long  slim  person  hidden 
from  sight  by  the  thickness  of  the  pillar  against  which  he 
leaned, —  this  individual,  we  say,  tall,  thin,  pale,  fair-haired, 
si  ill  young,  although  already  wrinkled  in  brow  and  cheeks, 
with  bright  eyes  and  a  smiling  mouth,  clad  in  black  serge, 
worn  and  shining  with  age,  approached  the  table  and  made 
a  sign  to  the  poor  victim.  But  the  latter,  in  his  terror  and 
confusion,  failed  to  see  him. 

The  new-comer  took  another  step  forwrard. 

"  Jupiter !  "  said  he,  "  my  dear  Jupiter !  " 

The  other  did  not  hear  him. 

At  last  the  tall  fair-haired  fellow,  growing  impatient, 
shouted  almost  in  his  ear, — 

"  Michel  Giborne!" 

"  Who  calls  me  ?  "  said  Jupiter,  as  if  suddenly  wakened. 

"  I,"  replied  the  person  dressed  in  black. 

"  Ah !  "  said  Jupiter. 

"  Begin  directly,"  continued  the  other.  "  Satisfy  the  pub- 
lic ;  I  take  it  upon  myself  to  pacify  the  bailiff,  who  will  pacify 
the  Cardinal." 

Jupiter  breathed  again. 

"  Gentlemen  and  citizens,"  he  shouted  at  the  top  of  his  lungs 
to  the  crowd  who  continued  to  hoot  him,  "  we  will  begin  at 
once." 

"  Evoe,  Jupiter!  Plaudite,  elves!  "  cried  the  students. 

"  Noel !  Noel !  "  cried  the  people. 
2 
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Deafening  applause  followed,  and  the  hall  still  trembled 
with  the  plaudits  when  Jupiter  had  retired  behind  the  hang- 
ings. 

But  the  unknown  person  who  had  so  miraculously  changed 
"  the  tempest  to  a  calm,"  as  our  dear  old  Corneille  says,  had 
modestly  withdrawn  into  the  shadow  of  his  pillar,  and  would 
doubtless  have  remained  there  invisible,  motionless,  and  mute 
as  before,  had  he  not  been  drawn  forward  by  two  young 
women,  who,  placed  in  the  foremost  rank  of  the  spectators, 
had  observed  his  colloquy  with  Michel  Giborne-Jupiter. 

"  Master,"  said  one  of  them,  beckoning  him  to  come  nearer. 

"  Be  quiet,  my  dear  Lienarde,"  said  her  neighbour,  pretty, 
fresh,  and  emboldened  by  all  her  Sunday  finery.  "  That  is  no 
scholar,  he  is  a  layman;  you  must  not  call  him  Master,  but 
Sir." 

"  Sir,"  said  Lienarde. 

The  stranger  approached  the  railing. 

"  What  do  you  wish  of  me,  young  ladies  ? "  he  asked 
eagerly. 

"  Oh,  nothing ! "  said  Lienarde,  much  confused ;  "  it  is  my 
neighbour  Gisquette  la  Gencienne  who  wants  to  speak  to  you." 

"  Not  at  all,"  replied  Gisquette,  blushing ;  "  it  was  Lienarde 
who  called  you  Master ;  I  told  her  that  she  should  say  Sir." 

The  two  young  girls  cast  down  their  eyes.  The  stranger, 
who  desired  nothing  better  than  to  enter  into  conversation  with 
them,  looked  at  them  with  a  smile. 

"  Then  you  have  nothing  to  say  to  me,  young  ladies  ?  " 

"  Oh,  nothing  at  all !  "  answered  Gisquette. 

The  tall  fair-haired  youth  drew  back  a  pace;  but  the  two 
curious  creatures  had  no  idea  of  losing  their  prize. 

"  Sir,"  said  Gisquette  hastily,  and  with  the  impetuosity  of 
water  rushing  through  a  floodgate  or  a  woman  coming  to  a 
sudden  resolve,  "  so  you  know  that  soldier  who  is  to  play  the 
part  of  Madame  Virgin  in  the  mystery  ?  " 

"  You  mean  the  part  of  Jupiter  ?  "  replied  the  unknown. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  Lienarde,  "  isn't  she  silly?  So  you  know 
Jupiter?" 
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"  Michel  Giborne  ?  "  replied  the  unknown.  "  Yes,  mad- 
ame." 

"  He  has  a  fine  beard !  "  said  Lienarde. 

"  Will  it  be  very  interesting  —  what  they  are  going  to  recite 
up  there?  "  asked  Gisquette,  shyly. 

"  Very  interesting  indeed,"  replied  the  stranger,  without 
the  least  hesitation. 

"  What  is  it  to  be  ?  "  said  Lienarde. 

"  '  The  Wise  Decision  of  Madame  Virgin  Mary,'  a  morality, 
if  you  please,  madame." 

"  Ah,  that's  another  thing,"  replied  Lienarde. 

A  short  pause  followed.  The  stranger  first  broke  the 
silence :  — 

"  It  is  quite  a  new  morality,  which  has  never  yet  been 
played." 

"  Then  it  is  not  the  same,"  said  Gisquette,  "  that  was  given 
two  years  ago,  on  the  day  of  the  legate's  arrival,  and  in  which 
three  beautiful  girls  took  the  part  of  — " 

"  Sirens,"  said  Lienarde. 

"  And  all  naked,"  added  the  young  man.  Lienarde  mod- 
estly cast  down  her  eyes ;  Gisquette  looked  at  her,  and  did  the 
same.  He  continued  with  a  smile, — 

"  That  was  a  very  pretty  sight.  This,  now,  is  a  morality, 
written  expressly  for  the  young  Flemish  madame." 

"  Will  they  sing  pastorals  ?  "  asked  Gisquette. 

"  Fie !  "  said  the  stranger,  "  in  a  morality !  You  must  not 
mix  up  different  styles.  If  it  were  a  farce,  that  would  be 
another  thing." 

"  What  a  pity !  "  replied  Gisquette.  "  That  day  there  were 
wild  men  and  women  at  the  Ponceau  Fountain,  who  fought 
together  and  made  all  sorts  of  faces,  singing  little  motets  and 
pastorals  all  the  while." 

"  What  suits  a  legate,"  said  the  stranger,  somewhat  drily, 
"  will  hardly  suit  a  princess." 

"  And  close  by  them,"  added  Lienarde,  "  were  several  bass 
instruments  which  played  grand  melodies." 

"  And  to  refresh  the  passers-by,"  continued  Gisquette,  "  the 
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fountain  streamed  wine,  milk,  and  hippocras,  from  three 
mouths,  for  all  to  drink  who  would." 

"  And  a  little  way  beyond  that  fountain,"  went  on  Lienarde, 
"  at  the  Trinity,  there  was  a  passion-play,  performed  by  mute 
characters." 

"  How  well  I  remember  it !  "  exclaimed  Gisquette, — "  God 
on  the  cross,  and  the  two  thieves  to  right  and  left." 

Here  the  young  gossips,  growing  excited  at  the  recollection 
of  the  arrival  of  the  legate,  both  began  to  talk  at  once. 

"  And  farther  on,  at  the  Painters'  Gate,  there  were  other 
persons  richly  dressed." 

"  And  at  the  Fountain  of  the  Holy  Innocents,  that  hunter 
chasing  a  doe,  with  a  great  noise  of  dogs  and  hunting-horns !  " 

"  And  at  the  Paris  shambles,  those  scaffolds  representing 
the  fortress  at  Dieppe !  " 

"  And  when  the  legate  passed  by,  you  know,  Gisquette,  there 
was  an  attack,  and  all  the  English  had  their  throats  cut." 

"  And  over  against  the  Chatelet  Gate  there  were  very  fine 
persons !  " 

"  And  on  the  Money-brokers'  Bridge,  which  was  hung  all 
over  with  tapestries !  " 

"  And  when  the  legate  passed  by,  they  let  loose  more  than 
two  hundred  dozen  of  all  sorts  of  birds ;  it  was  very  fine, 
Lienarde." 

"  It  will  be  finer  to-day,"  replied  their  listener  at  last,  seem- 
ing to  hear  them  with  some  impatience. 

"  Then  you  promise  us  that  this  play  will  be  a  fine  one?  " 
said  Guisquette. 

"  To  be  sure,"  he  answered.  Then  he  added  with  a  cer- 
tain emphasis :  "  Young  ladies,  I  am  the  author  of  it !  " 

"  Really  ?  "  said  the  young  girls,  much  amazed. 

"  Really !  "  replied  the  poet,  drawing  himself  up ;  "  that  is, 
there  are  two  of  us:  Jehan  Marchand,  who  sawed  the  planks 
and  built  the  frame  and  did  all  the  carpenter's  work,  and  I, 
who  wrote  the  piece.  My  name  is  Pierre  Gringoire." 

The  author  of  the  "  Cid  "  could  not  have  said  "  Pierre  Cor- 
neille  "  with  any  greater  degree  of  pride, 
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Our  readers  may  have  noticed  that  some  time  had  already 
passed  since  Jupiter  had  gone  behind  the  hangings,  and  before 
th(?  author  of  the  new  morality  revealed  himself  so  abruptly 
to  the  simple  admiration  of  Gisquette  and  Lienarde.  Strange 
to  say,  all  that  multitude,  which  a  few  instants  previous  was 
so  furiously  uproarious,  now  waited  calmly  for  the  fulfillment 
of  the  actor's  promise,  which  proves  that  enduring  truth,  still 
verified  in  our  own  theatres,  that  the  best  way  to  make  your 
audience  wait  patiently  is  to  assure  them  that  you  will  begin 
directly. 

However,  student  Joannes  was  not  asleep. 

"  Hollo,  ho !  "  he  cried  out  suddenly,  in  the  midst  of  the  calm 
expectation  which  followed  on  confusion.  "  Jupiter,  Madame 
Virgin,  devilish  mountebanks!  are  you  mocking  us?  The 
play !  the  play !  Begin,  or  we  will  stir  you  up  again !  " 

This  was  quite  enough. 

The  sound  of  musical  instruments  pitched  in  various  keys 
was  heard  from  the  interior  of  the  scaffolding.  The  tapestry 
was  raised;  four  characters  painted  and  clad  in  motley  garb 
came  out,  climbed  the  rude  stage  ladder,  and,  gaining  the 
upper  platform,  ranged  themselves  in  line  before  the  public, 
bowing  low;  then  the  symphony  ceased.  The  mystery  was 
about  to  begin. 

These  four  personages,  having  been  abundantly  repaid  for 
their  bows  by  applause,  began,  amid  devout  silence,  a  prologue 
which  we  gladly  spare  the  reader.  Moreover,  as  happens  even 
nowadays,  the  audience  was  far  more  interested  in  the  costumes 
of  the  actors  than  in  the  speeches  which  they  recited;  and,  to 
tell  the  truth,  they  were  quite  right.  They  were  all  four 
dressed  in  gowns  partly  yellow  and  partly  white,  which  only 
differed  from  each  other  in  material ;  the  first  was  of  gold 
and  silver  brocade,  the  second  of  silk,  the  third  of  wool,  the 
fourth  of  linen.  The  first  of  these  characters  had  a  sword  in 
his  right  hand,  the  second  two  golden  keys,  the  third  a  pair 
of  scales,  the  fourth  a  spade;  and  to  aid  those  indolent  under- 
standings which  might  not  have  penetrated  the  evident  mean- 
ing of  these  attributes,  might  be  read  embroidered  in  big 
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black  letters  —  on  the  hem  of  the  brocade  gown,  "  I  AM 
NOBILITY  ; "  on  the  hem  of  the  silk  gown,  "  I  AM  RE- 
IJGION,"  on  the  hem  of  the  woollen  gown,  "  I  AM  TRADE  ;  " 
and  on  the  hem  of  the  linen  gown,  "  I  AM  LABOUR."  The  sex 
of  the  two  male  allegories  was  clearly  shown  to  every  sensible 
beholder  by  their  shorter  gowns  and  by  their  peculiar  head- 
dress,—  a  flat  cap  called  a  cramignole;  while  the  two  feminine 
allegories,  clad  in  longer  garments,  wore  hoods. 

One  must  also  have  been  wilfully  dull  not  to  gather  from 
the  poetical  prologue  that  Labour  was  wedded  to  Trade,  and 
Religion  to  Nobility,  and  that  the  two  happy  pairs  owned  in 
common  a  superb  golden  dolphin,  which  they  desired  to  bestow 
only  on  the  fairest  of  the  fair.  They  were  therefore  jour- 
neying through  the  world  in  search  of  this  beauty ;  and  having 
in  turn  rejected  the  Queen  of  Golconda,  the  Princess  of  Trebi- 
zond,  the  daughter  of  the  Cham  of  Tartary,  etc.,  Labour  and 
Religion,  Nobility  and  Trade,  were  now  resting  on  the  marble 
table  in  the  Palace  of  Justice,  spouting  to  their  simple  audience 
as  many  long  sentences  and  maxims  as  would  suffice  the 
Faculty  of  Arts  for  all  the  examinations,  sophisms,  deter- 
minances,  figures,  and  acts  required  of  all  the  bachelors  in  tak- 
ing their  degrees. 

All  this  was  indeed  very  fine. 

But  in  the  crowd  upon  whom  the  four  allegorical  person- 
ages poured  such  floods  of  metaphor,  each  trying  to  outdo  the 
other,  there  was  no  more  attentive  ear,  no  more  anxious  heart, 
no  more  eager  eye,  no  neck  more  outstretched,  than  the  eye, 
the  ear,  the  neck,  and  the  heart  of  the  author,  the  poet,  the 
worthy  Pierre  Gringoire,  who  could  not  resist,  a  moment 
previous,  the  delight  of  telling  his  name  to  two  pretty  girls. 
He  had  withdrawn  some  paces  from  them,  behind  his  pillar; 
and  there  he  listened,  looked,  and  enjoyed.  The  kindly 
plaudits  which  greeted  the  opening  lines  of  his  prologue  still 
rang  in  his  innermost  soul,  and  he  was  completely  absorbed  in 
that  kind  of  ecstatic  contemplation  with  which  an  author 
watches  his  ideas  falling  one  by  one  from  the  actor's  lips  amid 
the  silence  of  a  vast  assembly.  Good  Pierre  Gringoire! 


NOTRE-DAME  28 

We  regret  to  say  that  this  first  ecstasy  was  very  soon  dis- 
turbed. Gringoire  had  scarcely  placed  his  lips  to  this  intoxi- 
cating draught  of  joy  and  triumph,  when  a  drop  of  bitterness 
was  blended  with  it. 

A  ragged  beggar,  who  could  reap  no  harvest,  lost  as  he  was 
in  the  midst  of  the  crowd,  and  who  doubtless  failed  to  find 
sufficient  to  atone  for  his  loss  in  the  pockets  of  his  neighbours, 
hit  upon  the  plan  of  perching  himself  upon  some  conspicuous 
point,  in  order  to  attract  eyes  and  alms.  He  therefore  hoisted 
himself,  during  the  first  lines  of  the  programme,  by  the  aid 
of  the  columns  of  the  dais,  up  to  the  top  of  the  high  railing 
running  around  it;  and  there  he  sat,  soliciting  the  attention 
and  the  pity  of  the  multitude,  by  the  sight  of  his  rags,  and  a 
hideous  sore  which  covered  his  right  arm.  Moreover,  he  ut- 
tered not  a  word. 

His  silence  permitted  the  prologue  to  go  on  without  inter- 
ruption, and  no  apparent  disorder  would  have  occurred  if  ill 
luck  had  not  led  the  student  Joannes  to  note  the  beggar  and 
his  grimaces,  from  his  own  lofty  post.  A  fit  of  mad  laughter 
seized  upon  the  young  rogue,  who,  regardless  of  the  fact  that 
he  was  interrupting  the  performance  and  disturbing  the  gen- 
eral concentration  of  thought,  cried  merrily, — 

"  Just  look  at  that  impostor  asking  alms !  " 

Any  one  who  has  thrown  a  stone  into  a  frog-pond  or  fired 
a  gun  into  a  flock  of  birds,  can  form  some  idea  of  the  effect 
which  these  incongruous  words  produced  in  the  midst  of  the 
universal  attention.  Gringoire  shuddered  as  at  an  electric 
shock.  The  prologue  was  cut  short,  and  every  head  was 
turned,  in  confusion,  towards  the  beggar,  who,  far  from  being 
put  out  of  countenance,  regarded  this  incident  as  a  good  oc- 
casion for  a  harvest,  and  began  to  whine,  with  an  air  of  great 
distress,  his  eyes  half  closed,  "  Charity,  kind  people !  " 

*4  Why,  upon  my  soul,"  continued  Joannes,  "  it  is  Clopin 
Trouillefou!  Hollo  there,  my  friend!  Did  you  find  the 
wound  on  your  leg  inconvenient,  that  you  have  transferred  it 
to  your  arm  ?  " 

So  saying,  with  monkey-like  skill  he  flung  a  small  silver 
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coin  into  the  greasy  felt  hat  which  the  beggar  held  with  his 
invalid  arm.  The  beggar  accepted  the  alms  and  the  sarcasm 
without  wincing,  and  went  on  in  piteous  tones,  "  Charity,  kind 
people ! " 

This  episode  greatly  distracted  the  attention  of  the  au- 
dience ;  and  many  of  the  spectators,  Robin  Poussepain  and  all 
the  students  at  their  head,  joyfully  applauded  the  odd  duet, 
improvised,  in  the  middle  of  the  prologue,  by  the  student  with 
his  shrill  voice  and  the  beggar  with  his  imperturbable  whine. 

Gringoire  was  much  displeased.  Recovering  from  his  first 
surprise,  he  began  shouting  to  the  characters  on  the  stage: 
"  Go  on !  What  the  deuce !  Go  on !  "  not  even  condescending 
to  cast  a  look  of  scorn  at  the  two  interrupters. 

At  this  moment  he  felt  himself  pulled  by  the  hem  of  his 
surtout;  he  turned,  in  rather  an  ill-humour,  and  had  hard 
work  to  force  a  smile,  as  he  needs  must  do.  It  was  the  fair 
arm  of  Gisquette  la  Gencienne,  which,  passed  through  the 
rails,  thus  entreated  his  attention. 

"  Sir,"  said  the  young  girl,  "  will  they  go  on  ?  " 

"  Of  course,"  replied  Gringoire,  quite  shocked  at  the  ques- 
tion. 

"  In  that  case,  sir,"  she  went  on,  "  would  you  have  the  kind- 
ness to  explain  to  me  — 

"  What  they  are  going  to  say  ?  "  interrupted  Gringoire. 
"Well!  listen." 

"  No,"  said  Gisquette,  "  but  what  they  have  already  said." 

Gringoire  started  violently,  like  a  man  touched  on  a  sensi- 
tive spot. 

"  Plague  take  the  foolish,  stupid  little  wench !  "  he  muttered 
between  his  teeth. 

From  that  moment  Gisquette  was  lost  in  his  estimation. 

However,  the  actors  had  obeyed  his  command,  and  the  pub- 
lic, seeing  that  they  had  begun  to  speak  again,  again  began 
to  listen,  not  without  necessarily  losing  many  beauties  from 
this  kind  of  rough  joining  of  the  two  parts  of  the  piece,  so 
abruptly  dissevered.  Gringoire  brooded  bitterly  over  this  fact 
in  silence.  Still,  quiet  was  gradually  restored,  the  student 
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was  silent,  the  beggar  counted  a  few  coins  in  his  hat,  and  the 
play  went  on. 

It  was  really  a  very  fine  work,  and  one  which  it  seems  to  us 
might  well  be  made  use  of  to-day,  with  a  few  changes.  The 
plot,  somewhat  long  and  somewhat  flat, —  that  is,  written  ac- 
cording to  rule, —  was  simple ;  and  Gringoire,  in  the  innocent 
sanctuary  of  his  innermost  soul,  admired  its  clearness.  As 
nay  be  imagined,  the  four  allegorical  characters  were  rather 
fatigued  after  traversing  three  quarters  of  the  globe  without 
managing  to  dispose  of  their  golden  dolphin  creditably. 
Thereupon  ensued  fresh  eulogies  of  the  marvellous  fish,  with 
a  thousand  delicate  allusions  to  the  young  lover  1  of  Margaret 
of  Flanders,  then  very  sadly  secluded  at  Amboise,  and  little 
•suspecting  that  Labour  and  Religion,  Nobility  and  Trade,  had 
just  travelled  around  the  world  for  his  sake.  The  aforesaid 
dauphin  was  young,  was  handsome,  was  strong,  and  especially 
(magnificent  source  of  all  royal  virtues!)  he  was  the  son  of 
the  Lion  of  France.  I  declare  that  this  bold  metaphor  is  ad- 
mirable; and  that  the  natural  history  of  the  theatre,  on  a  day 
of  allegories  and  royal  epithalamia,  is  not  to  be  alarmed  at  the 
thought  of  a  dolphin  being  the  son  of  a  lion.  It  is  just  these 
rare  and  Pindaric  jnixtures  which  prove  the  degree  of  en- 
thusiasm. Nevertheless,  to  play  the  critic,  we  must  confess 
that  the  poet  might  have  managed  to  develop  this  beautiful 
idea  in  less  than  two  hundred  lines.  True,  the  mystery  was 
to  last  from  noon  until  four  o'clock,  by  the  order  of  the  pro- 
vost ;  something  must  be  done  to  fill  up  the  time.  Besides, 
the  people  listened  patiently. 

All  at  once,  in  the  very  middle  of  a  quarrel  between  Made- 
moiselle Trade  and  Madame  Nobility,  just  as  Master  Labour 
pronounced  this  wonderful  line, — 

"  Ne'er  saw  the  woods  a  beast  more  beautiful," 

the  door  leading  to  the  platform,  which  had  hitherto  remained 
so  inopportunely  closed,  was  still  more  inopportunely  opened, 

i  There  is  a  play  on  the  words  "  dauphin  "  and  "  dolphin,"  which  are 
identical  in  French. 
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and  the  ringing  voice  of  the  usher  abruptly  announced :    "  His 
Eminence,  Cardinal  Bourbon !  " 


CHAPTER  III 

THE    CARDINAL 

T)OOR  Gringoire !  The  noise  of  all  the  big  cannon  crack- 
JL  ers  fired  on  St.  John's  day,  the  discharge  of  twenty 
crooked  arquebuses,  the  report  of  that  famous  serpentine  of 
the  Tower  of  Billy,  which,  during  the  siege  of  Paris,  on  Sun- 
day, Sept.  29,  1465,  killed  seven  Burgundians  at  one  shot, 
the  explosion  of  all  the  gunpowder  stored  at  the  Temple  Gate, 
would  have  rent  his  ears  less  rudely,  at  that  solemn  and  dra- 
matic moment,  than  did  those  few  words  dropping  from  the 
mouth  of  an  usher :  "  His  Eminence,  Cardinal  Bourbon !  " 

Not  that  Pierre  Gringoire  feared  the  Cardinal  or  scorned 
him;  he  was  neither  so  weak  nor  so  conceited.  A  genuine 
eclectic,  as  he  would  be  called  nowadays,  Gringoire  was  one 
of  those  firm  and  lofty,  calm  and  temperate  souls,  who  always 
contrive  to  choose  a  happy  medium  (stare  in  dimidio  rerwm), 
and  who  are  full  of  sense  and  liberal  philosophy,  although 
they  have  a  high  regard  for  cardinals.  Precious  and  perpetual 
race  of  philosophers,  to  whom,  as  to  another  Ariadne,  wisdom 
seems  to  have  given  a  guiding  clew  which  they  have  gone  on 
unwinding  from  the  beginning  of  the  world,  as  they  jour- 
neyed through  the  labyrinth  of  human  things!  They  are  to 
be  found  in  every  age,  ever  the  same;  that  is,  always  in  har- 
mony with  the  age.  And,  to  say  nothing  of  our  Pierre  Grin- 
goire, who  would  represent  chem  in  the  fifteenth  century  if  we 
could  succeed  in  portraying  him  as  he  deserves,  it  is  assuredly 
their  spirit  which  animated  Father  du  Breuil  in  the  sixteenth, 
when  he  wrote  these  simple  and  sublime  words,  worthy  of  all 
the  ages :  "  I  am  a  Parisian  in  nationality  and  a  Parrhisian 
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in  speech ;  Parrhisia  being  a  Greek  word  signifying .'  freedom 
of  ^speech;  '  the  which  I  have  used  even  towards  the  cardinals, 
uncle  and  brother  to  the  Prince  of  Conty;  always  with  due 
respect  for  their  greatness,  and  without  offending  any  man 
among  their  followers,  which  is  much." 

The  disagreeable  effect  which  the  Cardinal  produced  on 
Pierre  Gringoire,  therefore,  partook  neither  of  hatred  nor  of 
scorn.  Quite  the  contrary ;  our  poet  had  too  much  good  sense 
and  too  threadbare  a  coat  not  to  attach  especial  value  to  the 
fact  that  many  an  allusion  in  his  prologue,  and  particularly 
those  in  glorification  of  the  dauphin,  son  of  the  Lion  of  France, 
might  he  heard  by  a  most  eminent  ear.  But  interest  is  not 
ail-powerful  in  the  noble  nature  of  poets.  Let  us  suppose  the 
entity  of  the  poet  to  be  represented  by  the  number  ten :  it  is 
certain  that  a  chemist,  who  should  analyze  and  pharmacopceize  *:• 
it,  as  Rabelais  says,  would  find  it  to  be  composed  of  one  part 
self -interest  to  nine  parts  of  self-esteem.  Now,  at  the  moment 
that  the  door  was  thrown  open  to  admit  the  Cardinal,  Grin- 
goire's  nine  parts  of  self-esteem,  swollen  and  inflated  by  the 
breath  of  public  admiration,  were  in  a  state  of  abnormal  de- 
velopment, before  which  the  imperceptible  molecule  of  self- 
interest,  which  we  just  now  discovered  in  the  constitution  of 
poets,  vanished  and  faded  into  insignificance,  precious  ingre- 
dient though  it  was, —  the  ballast  of  reality  and  humanity, 
without  which  they  would  never  descend  to  earth.  Gringoire 
enjoyed  feeling,  seeing,  handling,  as  it  were,  an  entire  assem- 
bly,—  of  rascals,  it  is  true,  but  what  did  that  matter?  They 
were  stupefied,  petrified,  and  almost  stifled  by  the  incom- 
mensurable tirades  with  which  every  portion  of  his  epithala- 
mium  bristled.  I  affirm  that  he  himself  partook  of  the  general 
beatitude,  and  that,  unlike  La  Fontaine,  who,  on  witnessing 
a  performance  of  his  own  comedy,  "  The  Florentine,"  inquired, 
"  What  clown  wrote  that  rhapsody  ?  "  Gringoire  would  fain 
have  asked  his  neighbour,  "  Whose  is  this  masterpiece? " 
You  may  judge  of  the  effect  produced  on  him  by  the  abrupt 
and  untimely  arrival  of  the  Cardinal. 

His  fears  were  but  too  soon  realized.     The  entrance  of  his 
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Eminence  distracted  the  audience.  Every  head  was  turned 
towards  the  platform.  No  one  listened.  "  The  Cardinal ! 
the  Cardinal !  "  repeated  every  tongue.  The  unfortunate  pro- 
logue was  a  second  time  cut  short. 

The  Cardinal  paused  for  a  moment  on  the  threshold. 
While  he  cast  an  indifferent  glance  over  the  assembly,  the 
uproar  increased.  Every  one  wished  to  get  a  better  view  of 
him.  Every  one  tried  to  see  who  could  best  stretch  his  neck 
over  his  neighbour's  shoulders. 

He  was  indeed  a  great  personage,  and  one  the  sight  of 
whom  was  well  worth  any  other  spectacle.  Charles,  Cardinal 
Bourbon,  Archbishop  and  Count  of  Lyons,  Primate  of  the 
Gauls,  was  at  the  same  time  allied  to  Louis  XL  through  his 
brother,  Pierre,  Lord  of  Beaujeu,  who  had  married  the  eldes' 
daughter  of  the  king,  and  allied  to  Charles  the  Bold  through 
his  mother,  Agnes  of  Burgundy.  Now,  the  dominant  feature, 
the  characteristic  and  distinctive  trait  in  the  character  of  the 
Primate  of  the  Gauls,  was  his  courtier-like  spirit  and  his  de- 
votion to  those  in  power.  It  is  easy  to  imagine  the  countless 
difficulties  in  which  his  double  kinship  had  involved  him,  and 
all  the  temporal  reefs  between  which  his  spiritual  bark  had 
been  forced  to  manoeuvre  lest  it  should  founder  upon  either 
Louis  or  Charles, —  that  Charybdis  and  thatScvUa_which  had 
swallowed  up  the  Duke  of  Nemours  andtne  Constable  of 
Saint-Pol.  Heaven  be  thanked,  he  had  escaped  tolerably  well 
from  the  voyage,  and  had  reached  Rome  without  accident. 
But  although  he  was  safe  in  port,  and  indeed  because  he  was 
safe  in  port,  he  never  recalled  without  a  tremor  the  various 
haps  and  mishaps  of  his  political  life,  so  long  full  of  alarms 
and  labours.  He  was  therefore  wont  to  say  that  the  year 
1476  had  been  to  him  both  black  and  white;  meaning  that  in 
one  and  the  same  year  he  had  lost  his  mother,  the  Duchess  of 
Bourbonnais,  and  his  cousin,  the  Duke  of  Burgundy,  and  that 
one  loss  had  consoled  him  for  the  other. 

However,  he  was  a  very  good  fellow;  he  led  a  joyous  life 
as  cardinal,  cheered  himself  willingly  with  the  royal  wine  of 
Chaillot,  was  not  averse  to  Richarde  lo  Garmoise  and 
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Thomasse  la  Saillarde,  preferred  to  bestow  alms  upon  pretty 
maids  rather  than  aged  matrons,  and  for  all  these  reasons  was 
very  agreeable  to  the  populace  of  Paris.  He  always  went  sur- 
rounded by  a  small  court  of  bishops  and  priests  of  lofty 
lineage,  gallant,  jovial,  and  fond  of  feasting  on  occasion;  and 
more  than  once  the  good  devotees  of  St.  Germain  d'Auxerre, 
as  they  passed  by  night  beneath  the  brightly  lighted  windows 
of  Bourbon's  house,  had  been  scandalized  on  hearing  the  same 
voices  which  had  sung  vespers  for  them  that  day,  now  chant- 
ing to  the  clink  of  glasses  the  Bacchic  adage  of  Benedict  III., 
—  that  pope  who  added  a  third  crown  to  the  tiara, — "  Bibamus 
papaliter." 

It  was  undoubtedly  this  popularity,  so  justly  acquired, 
which  saved  him,  on  his  entrance,  from  any  unpleasant  recep- 
tion on  the  part  of  the  mob,  so  malcontent  but  a  moment  be- 
fore, and  but  little  inclined  to  respect  a  cardinal  on  the  very 
day  when  they  were  to  elect  a  pope.1  But  Parisians  are  riot 
given  to  hoarding  up  grudges;  and  then,  by  insisting  that 
the  play  should  begin,  the  good  citizens  had  shown  their  au- 
thority, thus  getting  the  better  of  the  Cardinal:  and  this 
triumph  sufficed  them.  Besides,  Cardinal  Bourbon  was  a  re- 
markably handsome  man;  he  had  a  very  gorgeous  red  robe 
which  was  most  becoming ;  which  is  as  much  as  to  say  that  all 
the  women,  and  consequently  the  better  half  of  the  audience, 
were  on  his  side.  Certainly,  it  would  have  been  unjust,  and  in 
very  bad  taste,  to  hoot  a  cardinal  for  being  late  at  the  play, 
when  he  is  handsome  and  wears  his  red  robe  gracefully. 

He  entered,  therefore,  bowed  to  the  assembly  with  the  hered- 
itary smile  of  the  grandee  to  the  people,  and  walked  slowly  to- 
wards his  scarlet  velvet  arm-chair  with  an  air  of  being  ab- 
sorbed in  thoughts  of  far  other  things.  His  escort,  or  what 
we  should  now  call  his  staff  of  bishops  and  priests,  flocked 
after  him  upon  the  da'is,  not  without  renewed  curiosity  and 
confusion  on  the  part  of  the  groundlings.  Every  man  tried 
to  point  them  out  and  name  them;  every  man  knew  at  least 

iThe  Lord  of  Misrule  was  known  as  the  Fools'  Pope. 


30  NOTRE-DAME 

one  among  them:  this  one,  the  Bishop  of  Marseilles,  Alaudet, 
if  I  remember  rightly;  that  one,  the  Dean  of  St.  Denis;  an- 
other, Robert  de  Lespinasse,  Abbot  of  St.  Germain  des  Pres, 
the  libertine  brother  of  one  of  the  mistresses  of  Louis  XI., — 
all  with  endless  mistakes  and  mispronunciations.  As  for  the 
students,  they  swore  roundly.  It  was  their  day,  their  Feast 
of  Fools,  their  saturnalia,  the  annual  orgies  of  the  basoche  1 
and  the  schools.  No  iniquity  but  was  allowable  and  sacred 
upon  that  day.  And  then  there  were  plenty  of  giddy  girls 
in  the  crowd, —  Simone  Quatrelivres,  Agnes  la  Gadine,  Robine 
Piedebou.  Was  it  not  the  least  that  they  could  do  to  swear 
at  their  ease  and  blaspheme  a  little  on  so  fine  a  day,  in  so 
goodly  a  company  of  churchmen  and  courtesans?  Neither 
were  they  slow  to  seize  the  opportunity;  and  in  the  midst  of 
the  uproar  came  a  terrific  outburst  of  oaths  and  obscenities 
from  their  lawless  lips, —  the  lips  of  a  set  of  students  and 
scholars  restrained  all  the  rest  of  the  year  by  their  dread  of 
the  hot  iron  of  Saint  Louis.  Poor  Saint  Louis !  how  they  set 
him  at  defiance  in  his  own  Palace  of  Justice!  Each  of  them 
selected  from  the  new-comers  on  the  dais  a  black  or  grey,  a 
white  or  purple  gown  for  his  own  especial  victim.  As  for 
Joannes  Frollo  de  Molendino,  in  his  quality  of  brother  to  an 
archdeacon  he  boldly  attacked  the  red  cassock,  and  bawled  at 
the  top  of  his  voice,  fixing  his  impudent  eyes  full  on  the 
Cardinal,  "  Cappa  repleta  mero!  " 

All  these  details,  boldly  set  down  here  for  the  edification 
of  the  reader,  were  so  covered  by  the  general  noise  and  con- 
fusion, that  they  were  lost  before  they  reached  the  dai's ;  be- 
sides which,  the  Cardinal  would  have  paid  but  little  heed  to 
them,  had  he  heard  them,  the  license  of  that  particular  day 
was  so  well  established  a  fact  in  the  history  of  public  morals. 
He  had,  moreover, —  and  his  countenance  showed  how  fully 
it  absorbed  him, —  quite  another  care  following  him  closely, 
and  stepping  upon  the  platform  almost  at  the  same  moment 
as  himself;  namely,  the  Flemish  embassy. 

iThe  company  of  lawyers'  clerks  of  the  Parliament  of  Paris. 
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Not  that  he  was  much  of  a  politician,  or  that  he  troubled 
himself  much  about  the  possible  results  of  the  marriage  of  his 
cousin,  Lady  Margaret  of  Burgundy,  with  his  cousin  Charles, 
Dauphin  of  Vienna ;  he  cared  very  little  about  the  duration  of 
the  friendship  patched  up  between  the  Duke  of  Austria  and 
the  King  of  France,  or  about  the  King  of  England's  opinion 
of  the  slight  put  upon  his  daughter!  and  he  tested  the  royal 
vintage  of  Chaillot  every  evening,  without  suspecting  that  a 
few  flasks  of  that  same  wine  (slightly  doctored  and  improved 
by  Doctor  Coictier,  to  be  sure),  cordially  presented  to  Edward 
IV.  by  Louis  XI.  would  one  fine  day  rid  Louis  XI.  of  Ed- 
ward IV.  The  very  honourable  embassy  of  the  Duke  of 
Austria  brought  none  of  these  cares  to  the  Cardinal's  mind, 
but  it  troubled  him  in  another  way.  It  was  indeed  rather 
hard,  and  we  have  already  spoken  a  word  in  regard  to  it  in  an 
earlier  page  of  this  book,  to  be  forced  to  welcome  and  enter- 
tain —  he,  Charles  of  Bourbon  —  these  nondescript  citizens ; 
he,  a  cardinal,  to  condescend  to  aldermen;  he,  a  Frenchman 
and  a  boon  companion,  to  befriend  Flemish  beer-drinkers,  and 
that  in  public  too !  This  was  assuredly  one  of  the  most  pain- 
ful farces  he  had  ever  been  compelled  to  play  for  the  king's 
pleasure. 

Still,  he  turned  to  the  door  with  the  best  grace  in  the  world 
(so  well  had  he  trained  himself)  when  the  usher  announced 
in  ringing  tones,  "  The  envoys  from  the  Duke  of  Austria ! " 
Needless  to  say  that  the  entire  audience  did  the  same. 

Then  entered,  two  by  two,  with  a  gravity  in  vivid  contrast 
to  the  lively  ecclesiastical  escort  of  Charles  of  Bourbon,  the 
forty-eight  ambassadors  of  Maximilian  of  Austria,  headed  by 
the  reverend  father  in  God,  Jehan,  Abbot  of  Saint-Bertin, 
Chancellor  of  the  Golden  Fleece,  and  Jacques  de  Goy,  Lord  of 
Dauby,  high  bailiff  of  Ghent.  A  profound  silence  fell  upon 
the  assembly,  followed  by  stifled  laughter  at  all  the  absurd 
names  and  all  the  commonplace  titles  which  each  of  these 
personages  calmly  transmitted  to  the  usher,  who  instantly 
hurled  names  and  titles  pell-mell,  and  horribly  mangled,  at  the 
heads  of  the  crowd.  There  were  Master  Loys  Roelof,  alder- 
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mai,  of  the  city  of  Louvain;  Master  Clays  d'Etuelde,  alder- 
man of  Brussels ;  Master  Paul  de  Baeurst,  Lord  of  Voirmi- 
zelle,  president  of  Flanders ;  Master  Jehan  Coleghens,  burgo- 
master of  the  city  of  Antwerp;  Master  George  de  la  Moere, 
head  sheriff  of  the  kuere  of  the  town  of  Ghent;  Master 
Gheldolf  van  der  Hage,  head  sheriff  of  the  court  of  equity 
of  the  same  town;  and  the  Lord  of  Bierbecque,  and  Jehan 
Pinnock,  and  Jehan  Dymaerzelle,  etc.,  etc.,  etc. :  bailiffs,  alder- 
men, burgomasters ;  burgomasters,  aldermen,  bailiffs ;  all  stiff, 
starched,  and  strait-laced,  dressed  in  their  Sunday  best  of 
velvet  and  damask,  wearing  flat  black  velvet  caps  on  their 
heads,  with  large  tassels  of  gold  thread  from  Cyprus ;  honest 
Flemish  figures  after  all,  severe  and  dignified  faces,  of  the  race 
of  those  whom  Rembrandt  portrayed  so  gravely  and  forcibly 
against  the  dark  background  of  his  "  Night  Watch," —  per- 
sonages every  one  of  whom  bore  it  written  upon  his  brow 
that  Maximilian  of  Austria  was  right  in  "  confiding  fully,"  as 
his  proclamation  had  it,  "  in  their  good  sense,  valour,  ex- 
perience, loyalty,  and  good  qualities." 

But  there  was  one  exception.  This  was  a  man  with  a  cun- 
ning, intelligent,  crafty  face,  the  face  of  a  monkey  combined 
with  that  of  a  diplomatist,  to  meet  whom  the  Cardinal  stepped 
forward  three  paces,  bowing  low,  and  yet  who  bore  a  name 
no  more  high  sounding  than  "  Guillaume  Rym,  councillor  and 
pensionary  of  the  town  of  Ghent." 

Few  persons  there  knew  what  Guillaume  Rym  was, —  a 
rare  genius,  who  in  time  of  revolution  would  have  appeared 
with  renown  in  the  foremost  rank,  but  who  in  the  fifteenth 
century  was  reduced  to  the  lowest  intrigues,  and  to  "  living 
by  sapping  and  mining,"  as  the  Duke  of  St.  Simon  expresses 
it.  However,  he  was  appreciated  by  the  greatest  "  sapper  " 
in  Europe ;  he  planned  and  plotted  with  Louis  XI.  on  familiar 
terms,  and  often  laid  his  hand  on  the  king's  secret  neces- 
sities. 

All  these  things  were  utterly  unknown  to  this  throng,  who 
marvelled  at  the  politeness  shown  by  the  Cardinal  to  this 
scurvy  Flemish  bailiff. 
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CHAPTER  IV 

MASTER  JACQUES  COPPENOI/E 

S  the  pensionary  of  Ghent  and  his  Eminence  were  ex- 
changing very  low  bows,  and  a  few  words  in  still  lower 
voices,  a  tall,  broad- faced,  square-shouldered  man  entered 
boldly  after  Guillaume  Rym ;  he  reminded  one  of  a  dog  in 
pursuit  of  a  fox.  His  felt  hat  and  leather  jerkin  looked  very 
shabby  in  the  midst  of  the  velvet  and  silk  which  surrounded 
him.  Supposing  him  to  be  some  groom  who  had  lost  his  way, 
the  usher  stopped  him. 

"  Hollo,  my  friend !  there's  no  passing  here." 

The  man  in  the  leather  coat  shouldered  him  aside. 

"  What  does  the  fellow  mean  ?  "  he  said  in  a  tone  which 
made  the  entire  hall  aware  of  this  strange  colloquy.  "  Don't 
you  see  that  I  belong  to  the  party  ?  " 

"  Your  name?  "  asked  the  usher. 

"  Jacques  Coppenole." 

"Your  titles?" 

"  Hosier  at  the  sign  of  the  Three  Little  Chains,  at  Ghent." 

The  usher  started  back.  It  was  bad  enough  to  have  to  an- 
nounce aldermen  and  burgomasters ;  but  a  hosier,  that  was 
hard  indeed !  The  Cardinal  was  on  thorns.  Every  one  was 
looking"  and  listening.  For  two  days  past  his  Eminence  had 
boen  labouring  to  lick  these  Flemish  bears  into  some  present- 
able shape,  and  this  outburst  was  hard  upon  him.  However, 
Guillaume  Rym,  with  his  crafty  smile,  leaned  towards  the 
usher. 

"  Announce  Master  Jacques  Coppenole,  clerk  to  the  alder- 
men of  the  town  of  Ghent,"  he  whispered  softly. 

"  Usher,"  added  the  Cardinal  in  a  loud  voice,  "  announce 
]\  [aster  Jacques  Coppenole,  clerk  to  the  aldermen  of  the  illus- 
trious town  of  Ghent." 

This  was  a  mistake.     Guillaume  Rym,  if  left  to  himself, 
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would  have  evaded  the  difficulty ;  but  Coppenole  had  over- 
heard the  Cardinal. 

"  No,  by  God's  cross ! "  he  cried  in  his  voice  of  thunder. 
"  Jacques  Coppenole,  hosier.  Do  you  hear  me,  usher? 
Nothing  more,  nothing  less.  By  God's  cross !  a  hosier  is  good 
enough  for  me.  The  archduke  himself  has  more  than  once 
sought  his  gauntlet  in  my  hose."  1 

There  was  a  burst  of  laughter  and  applause.  A  pun  is 
always  instantly  appreciated  in  Paris,  and  consequently  always 
applauded. 

Let  us  add  that  Coppenole  was  a  man  of  the  people,  and 
that  the  audience  about  him  consisted  of  the  people  only ;  thus 
the  sympathy  between  them  was  prompt,  electric,  and  they 
were  at  once  on  an  equal  footing.  The  proud  exclamation 
of  the  Flemish  hosier,  while  it  mortified  the  courtiers,  stirred 
in  every  humble  soul  a  certain  sense  of  dignity  still  vague  and 
indistinct  in  the  fifteenth  century.  This  hosier,  who  had  just 
bearded  the  Cardinal  himself,  was  their  equal !  A  very  pleas- 
ant thought  for  poor  devils  who  were  wont  to  respect  and  obey 
the  servants  of  the  officers  of  the  bailiff  of  the  Abbot  of  St. 
Genevieve,  train-bearer  to  the  Cardinal. 

Coppenole  bowed  haughtily  to  his  Eminence,  who  returned 
the  salutation  of  the  all-powerful  citizen  dreaded  by  Louis 
XI.  Then,  while  Gauillaume  Rym,  "  a  wise  and  wily  man," 
as  Philippe  de  Comines  has  it,  watched  them  both  with  a  smile 
full  of  raillery  and  superiority,  they  took  each  his  place, — 
the  Cardinal  troubled  and  disconcerted,  Coppenole  calm  and 
erect,  doubtless  thinking  that  after  all  his  title  of  hosier  was 
quite  as  good  as  any  other,  and  that  Mary  of  Burgundy, 
mother  of  that  Margaret  whose  marriage  he  was  now  nego- 
tiating, would  have  feared  him  less  as  cardinal  than  as  hosier; 
for  no  cardinal  would  have  led  on  the  men  of  Ghent  against 
the  favourites  of  the  daughter  of  Charles  the  Bold;  no  cardi- 
nal could  have  hardened  the  hearts  of  the  masses  against  her 
tears  and  her  prayers,  by  a  single  word,  when  the  heiress  of 

i  There  is  in  the  original  a  play  on  the  similarity  of  the  words  "  gaat " 
(a  glove)  and  Ghent,  which  is  untranslatable. 
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Flanders  besought  her  people  to  grant  their  pardon,  at  the 
very  foot  of  their  scaffold ;  while  the  hosier  had  but  to  lift  his 
leathern  elbow  to  cause  both  your  heads  to  fall,  O  ye  illustrious 
lords,  Guy  d'Hymber court  and  Chancellor  Guillaume  Hugo- 
net! 

But  all  was  not  over  yet  for  the  poor  Cardinal,  who  must 
needs  drink  to  the  dregs  the  bitter  cup  of  association  with  such 
low  company. 

The  reader  may  perhaps  recall  the  impudent  beggar  who 
clung  to  the  fringes  of  the  Cardinal's  dais  at  the  opening  of 
the  prologue.  The  arrival  of  the  distinguished  guests  did 
not  cause  him  to  relax  his  hold;  and  while  prelates  and  am- 
bassadors were  packed  as  close  as  Dutch  herrings  in  the  seats 
upon  the  platform,  he  made  himself  quite  comfortable,  and 
coolly  crossed  his  legs  upon  the  architrave.  Such  insolence 
was  unusual,  and  no  one  noted  it  at  the  moment,  attention 
being  fixed  elsewhere.  He  for  his  part  saw  nothing  in  the 
hall;  he  swayed  his  head  to  and  fro  with  the  careless  ease  of 
a  Neapolitan,  repeating  ever  and  anon  amid  the  din,  as  if 
mechanically,  "  Charity,  kind  people !  "  and  certainly  he  was 
the  only  one  in  the  entire  audience  who  did  not  deign  to  turn 
his  head  to  listen  to  the  altercation  between  Coppcnole  and 
the  usher.  Now,  as  chance  would  have  it,  the  master  hosier 
of  Ghent,  with  whom  the  people  already  sympathized  strongly, 
and  upon  whom  all  eyes  were  fixed,  seated  himself  in  the  front 
row  upon  the  platform,  just  above  the  beggar;  and  they  were 
not  a  little  amazed  to  see  the  Flemish  ambassador,  after  glanc- 
ing at  the  rascal  beneath  him,  give  him  a  friendly  slap  upon 
his  tattered  shoulder.  The  beggar  turned ;  surprise,  recogni- 
tion, delight,  were  visible  in  both  faces,  then,  without  paying 
the  slightest  heed  to  the  throng  of  spectators,  the  hosier  and 
the  scurvy  knave  fell  to  talking  in  low  tones,  clasping  each 
other's  hands ;  while  the  rags  of  Clopin  Trouillefou,  displayed 
against  the  cloth  of  gold  of  the  dai's,  produced  the  effect  of  a 
caterpillar  upon  an  orange. 

The  novelty  of  this  strange  scene  excited  such  an  outburst 
of  mirth  in  the  hall  that  the  Cardinal  quickly  perceived  it ;  he 
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bent  forward,  and,  unable  from  his  position  to  catch  more 
than  a  glimpse  of  Trouillefou's  disgraceful  garments,  he  quite 
naturally  supposed  that  the  beggar  was  asking  alms,  and, 
indignant  at  his  audacity,  he  exclaimed,  "  Sir  Bailiff  of  the 
Palace,  throw  me  that  rascal  into  the  river !  " 

"  By  God's  cross !  Sir  Cardinal,"  said  Coppenole,  without 
releasing  Clopin's  hand,  "  he  is  my  friend." 

"  Noel !  Noel "  cried  the  mob.  From  that  instant  Master 
Coppenole  was  "  in  high  favour  with  the  people,"  in  Paris  as 
in  Ghent ;  "  for  men  of  his  cut  always  are,"  says  Philippe  de 
Comines,  "  when  they  are  thus  disorderly." 

The  Cardinal  bit  his  lip.  He  bent  towards  his  neighbour, 
the  Abbot  of  St.  Genevieve,  and  said  in  an  undertone : — 

"  Pleasant  ambassadors  are  these  sent  us  by  the  arch-duke 
to  announce  the  coming  of  Lady  Margaret !  " 

"  Your  Eminence,"  replied  the  abbot,  "  wastes  his  courte- 
sies upon  these  Flemish  grunters, — Margaritas  ante  porcos." 

"  Say  rather,"  replied  the  Cardinal  with  a  smile,  "  Porcos 
ante  Margaritam." 

All  the  little  court  in  priestly  robes  went  into  ecstasies  over 
the  joke.  The  Cardinal  felt  slightly  comforted:  he  was  quits 
with  Coppenole ;  his  pun  also  had  been  applauded. 

Now,  let  those  of  our  readers  who  have  the  power  of  gen- 
eralizing an  image  and  an  idea,  as  it  is  the  pleasant  fashion  to 
express  it,  allow  us  to  ask  them  if  they  have  a  distinct  con- 
ception of  the  spectacle  afforded,  at  the  moment  that  we  claim 
their  attention,  by  the  vast  parallelogram  of  the  great  hall 
of  the  Palace:  In  the  centre  of  the  hall,  against  the  western 
wall,  a  broad  and  magnificent  platform  covered  with  gold  bro- 
cade, upon  which  stepped  in  procession,  through  a  small 
arched  doorway,  a  number  of  grave  and  reverend  personages 
successively  announced  by  the  nasal  voice  of  an  usher ;  on  the 
foremost  benches,  already  seated,  various  venerable  figures 
wrapped  in  ermine,  velvet,  and  scarlet ;  around  the  dai's,  where 
all  was  dignity  and  silence,  below,  in  front,  everywhere,  a  great 
crowd  and  a  great  uproar;  a  thousand  eyes  from  the  crowd 
fixed  upon  every  face  on  the  platform,  a  thousand  mur- 
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luurs  upon  the  announcement  of  every  name.  Certainly  the 
sight  is  a  strange  one,  and  well  worthy  the  attention  of  the 
spectators.  But  below  there,  at  the  extreme  end,  what  is  that 
kind  of  trestle-work  with  four  motley  puppets  above  and  four 
more  below?  Who  is  that  pale-faced  man  in  a  black  coat  be- 
side the  boards?  Alas!  dear  reader,  that  is  Pierre  Gringoire 
and  his  prologue. 

We  had  all  entirely  forgotten  him. 
This  was  precisely  what  he  feared. 

From  the  instant  that  the  Cardinal  entered,  Gringoire  had 
never  ceased  working  for  the  salvation  of  his  prologue.  He 
at  first  enjoined  the  actors,  who  remained  in  suspense,  to  go 
on,  and  to  raise  their  voices ;  then,  seeing  that  no  one  was  lis- 
tening, he  stopped  them ;  and  then,  after  the  interruption  had 
lasted  nearly  fifteen  minutes,  he  began  to  stamp,  to  struggle, 
to  question  Gisquette  and  Lienarde,  and  to  encourage  his 
neighbours  to  call  for  the  prologue.  All  in  vain;  not  an  eye 
would  move  from  the  Cardinal,  the  embassy,  and  the  dais, — 
the  sole  centre  of  that  vast  circle  of  visual  rays.  We  must 
therefore  believe,  and  we  say  it  with  regret,  that  the  prologue 
was  beginning  to  be  somewhat  tedious  to  the  audience  at  the 
moment  that  his  Eminence  caused  so  terrible  a  diversion.  After 
all, 'the  spectacle  was  the  same  upon  the  dais  as  upon  the  mar- 
bli1  table, —  the  conflict  between  Labour  and  Religion,  Nobility 
and  Trade ;  and  many  people  preferred  to  see  them  simply,  in 
living,  breathing  reality,  elbowing  and  pushing,  in  flesh  and 
blood,  in  this  Flemish  embassy,  in  this  Episcopal  court,  be- 
neath the  Cardinal's  robe,  beneath  the  jacket  of  Coppenole, 
raxher  than  painted  and  decked  out,  speaking  in  artificial  verse, 
and  as  it  were  stuffed  with  straw  beneath  the  white  and  yellow 
tunics  in  which  Gringoire  had  arrayed  them. 

However,  when  our  poet  saw  that  peace  was  beginning  to 
reign  once  more,  he  hit  upon  a  stratagem  which  might  have 
saved  all. 

"  Sir,"  said  he,  turning  towards  one  of  his  neighbours,  a 
good  fat  fellow  with  a  patient  face,  "  suppose  they  begin 
again  ?  " 
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"  Begin  what  ?  "  said  the  neighbour. 

"  Why,  the  mystery !  "  said  Gringoire. 

"  If  you  like,"  responded  his  neighbour. 

This  lukewarm  approval  was  enough  for  Gringoire,  and  act- 
ing for  himself  he  began  to  shout,  mixing  with  the  crowd  as 
much  as  he  could,  "  Go  on  with  the  miracle-play !  Go  on !  " 

"  The  devil !  "  said  Joannes  de  Molendino,  "  what  are  they 
bawling  about  over  there?"  (For  Gringoire  made  noise 
enough  for  four.)  "  Say,  boys,  isn't  the  play  done?  They 
want  to  have  it  all  over  again;  it's  not  fair." 

"  No,  no !  "  cried  the  students.  "  Down  with  the  mystery ! 
down  with  it !  " 

But  Gringoire  seemed  ubiquitous,  and  shouted  louder  than 
before,  "  Go  on !  go  on !  " 

These  outcries  attracted  the  attention  of  the  Cardinal. 

"  Bailiff,"  he  said  to  a  tall  dark  man  seated  near  him,  "  are 
those  devils  caught  in  a  font  of  holy  water,  that  they  make 
such  an  infernal  noise?  " 

The  Bailiff  of  the  Palace  was  a  species  of  amphibious  mag- 
istrate, a  sort  of  bat  of  the  judicial  order,  partaking  at  once 
of  the  nature  of  the  rat  and  the  bird,  the  judge  and  the 
soldier. 

He  approached  his  Eminence,  and,  not  without  serious  fears 
of  his  displeasure,  stammered  out  an  explanation  of  the  popu- 
lar misconduct, —  that  noon  had  come  before  his  Eminence, 
and  that  the  actors  were  obliged  to  begin  without  awaiting 
his  Eminence. 

The  Cardinal  burst  out  laughing. 

"  Upon  my  word,  the  Rector  of  the  University  had  better 
have  done  as  much.  What  say  you,  Master  Guillaume 
Rym?" 

"  My  lord,"  replied  Guillaume  Rym,  "  let  us  be  content  that 
we  have  escaped  half  the  play.  It  is  just  so  much  gained." 

"  May  those  rascals  go  on  with  their  performance?  "  asked 
the  bailiff. 

"  Go  on,  go  on,"  said  the  Cardinal ;  "  it's  all  the  same  to 
me.  I  will  read  my  breviary  meantime." 
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The  bailiff  advanced  to  the  edge  of  the  platform  and  cried 
aloud,  after  imposing  silence  by  a  wave  of  his  hand :  "  Citi- 
zens, commoners,  and  residents:  to  satisfy  those  who  wish  the 
play  to  begin  again  and  those  who  wish  it  to  end,  his  Emi- 
nence orders  that  it  be  continued." 

Both  parties  were  forced  to  submit.  However,  the  author 
and  the  audience  long  cherished  a  grudge  against  the  Cardinal. 

The  characters  on  the  stage  accordingly  resumed  their  re- 
cital, and  Gringoire  hoped  that  the  rest  of  his  work  at  least 
would  be  heard.  This  hope  soon  proved  as  illusory  as  all  the 
rest.  Silence  was  indeed  restored  to  a  certain  extent  among 
the  audience;  but  Gringoire  had  not  remarked  that,  at  the 
moment  when  the  Cardinal  gave  the  order  to  go  on,  the  dai's 
wits  far  from  being  filled,  and  that  in  the  train  of  the  Flemish 
embassy  came  other  personages  forming  part  of  the  pro- 
cession, whose  names  and  titles,  shouted  out  in  the  midst  of 
hi;;  prologue  by  the  intermittent  cry  of  the  usher,  made  many 
ravages  in  it.  Imagine  the  effect,  in  the  midst  of  a  play,  of 
the  shrill  voice  of  an  usher  uttering  between  two  rhymes,  and 
often  between  two  hemistichs,  such  parentheses  as  these:  — 

"  Master  Jacques  Charmolue,  king's  attorney  in  the  Ec- 
cl(  siastical  Court !  " 

"  Jehan  de  Harlay,  esquire,  keeper  of  the  office  of  captain 
cf  the  watch  of  the  city  of  Paris ! " 

"  Master  Galiot  de  Genoilhac,  knight,  Lord  of  Brussac, 
chief  of  the  king's  ordinance!  " 

"  Master  Dreux-Raguier,  inspector  of  the  woods  and  waters 
of  our  lord  the  king,  in  the  lands  of  France,  Champagne,  and 
Biie!" 

"  Master  Louis  de  Graville,  knight,  councillor,  and  cham- 
berlain to  the  king,  admiral  of  France,  keeper  of  the  forest 
of  Vincennes !  " 

"  Master  Denis  le  Mercier,  guardian  of  the  Home  for  the 
Blind  of  Paris!"  etc. 

This  at  last  became  unendurable. 

This  strange  accompaniment,  which  made  it  very  hard  to 
follow  the  play,  enraged  Gringoire  all  the  more  because  he 
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could  not  blind  himself  to  the  fact  that  the  interest  was  con- 
stantly increasing,  and  that  all  his  work  needed  was  to  be 
heard.  It  was  indeed  difficult  to  conceive  of  a  more  ingenious 
and  more  dramatic  context.  The  four  characters  of  the  pro- 
logue were  lamenting  their  terrible  embarrassment,  when 
Venus  in  person  (vera  mcessu  patuit  dea)  appeared  before 
them,  clad  in  a  fine  coat  of  mail,  emblazoned  with  the  ship 
from  the  seal  of  the  city  of  Paris.  She  came  herself  to  claim 
the  dolphin  promised  to  the  fairest  of  the  fair.  Jupiter, 
whose  thunder  was  heard  muttering  in  the  dressing-room  be- 
low, supported  her  claim,  and  the  goddess  was  about  to  tri- 
umph,—  that  is,  speaking  without  metaphor,  to  marry  the 
Dauphin, —  when  a  young  child,  habited  in  white  damask  and 
holding  a  daisy  (an  obvious  allusion  to  the  Lady  of  Flanders), 
came  to  contest  the  prize  with  Venus.  Theatrical  effect  and 
sudden  change  of  affairs!  After  some  controversy,  Venus, 
Margaret,  and  those  behind  the  scenes  agreed  to  refer  the 
matter  to  the  wise  decision  of  the  Holy  Virgin.  There  was 
also  another  fine  part,  that  of  Don  Pedro,  King  of  Mesopo- 
tamia; but  amid  so  many  interruptions  it  was  difficult  to  dis- 
cover the  object  of  his  introduction.  All  these  characters 
came  up  the  ladder. 

But  it  all  was  in  vain;  none  of  these  beauties  were  appre- 
ciated or  understood.  With  the  Cardinal's  entrance,  an  in- 
visible and  magical  cord  seemed  suddenly  to  draw  all  eyes 
from  the  marble  table  to  the  dai's,  from  the  southern  to  the 
western  portion  of  the  hall.  Nothing  could  free  the  audience 
from  the  spell;  every  eye  was  fixed,  and  the  new-comers  and 
their  accursed  names,  and  their  faces  and  their  dresses,  were 
a  perpetual  source  of  distraction.  It  was  heartrending. 
Save  for  Gisquette  and  Lienarde,  who  occasionally  turned 
away  when  Gringoire  pulled  them  by  the  sleeve;  save  for  the 
patient  fat  neighbour,  no  one  listened  to,  no  one  looked  at,  the 
poor  forsaken  morality.  Gringoire  saw  nothing  but  profiles. 

With  what  bitterness  he  saw  his  whole  framework  of  fame 
and  poetry  crumble  away  bit  by  bit !  And  to  think  that  this 
very  mob  had  been  on  the  point  of  revolting  against  the  bailiff.. 
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from  sheer  impatience  to  hear  his  work!  Now  that  they  had 
it,  they  cared  nothing  for  it, —  this  same  performance  which 
began  amid  such  universal  applause !  Eternal  ebb  and  flow 
of  popular  favour!  To  think  that  they  had  come  so  near 
hanging  the  bailiff's  men !  What  would  he  not  have  given  to 
recover  that  golden  hour! 

The  usher's  brutal  monologue  ceased  at  last;  every  one 
had  arrived,  and  Gringoire  breathed  again;  the  actors  went 
bravely  on. 

But  then  what  should  Master  Coppenole,  the  hosier,  do 
but  rise  suddenly;  and  Gringoire  heard  him  utter,  amid  uni- 
versal attention,  this  abominable  speech : — 

"  Citizens  and  squires  of  Paris,  I  know  not,  by  God's  cross ! 
what  we  are  doing  here.  I  do  indeed  see  in  yonder  corner, 
upon  those  boards,  people  who  look  as  if  they  were  spoiling 
for  a  fight.  I  don't  know  whether  that  is  what  you  call  a 
*  mystery,'  but  it  is  not  at  all  amusing:  they  abuse  one  another, 
and  get  no  farther.  For  full  fifteen  minutes  I  have  been  wait- 
ing for  the  first  blow;  nothing  comes;  they  are  cowards,  who 
deal  in  no  other  weapons  than  insults.  You  ought  to  fetch 
a  few  wrestlers  from  London  or  Rotterdam,  and  then  you'd 
have  a  treat!  You  would  see  blows  that  could  be  heard  all 
over  the  place ;  but  those  fellows  yonder  are  a  disgrace.  They 
might  at  least  give  us  a  Morris-dance  or  some  other  mummery ! 
This  is  not  what  I  was  told  I  should  see;  I  was  promised  a 
Feast  of  Fools  and  the  election  of  a  Lord  of  Misrule.  We 
have  our  Lord  of  Misrule  in  Ghent,  too ;  and  we're  not  behind 
you  in  that,  by  God's  cross !  But  this  is  how  we  do  it :  we  col- 
lect a  crowd,  as  you  do  here;  then  every  man  in  his  turn 
puts  his  head  through  a  hole  and  pulls  a  face  at  the  rest; 
he  who  makes  the  ugliest  is  chosen  pope  by  popular  acclaim; 
there !  It's  very  amusing.  Would  you  like  to  choose  your 
pope  after  the  fashion  of  my  country?  At  least  it  would  be 
better  than  listening  to  those  chatterboxes.  If  they  will 
cone  and  make  their  grimaces  through  the  window,  they  can 
join  the  game.  What  say  you,  Sir  Citizens?  There  are 
quite  enough  absurd  specimens  of  both  sexes  here  to  give  us 
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a  good  Flemish  laugh,  and  we  have  ugly  mugs  enough  to  hope 
for  some  fine  grimaces." 

Gringoire  longed  to  answer;  but  amazement,  anger,  indig- 
nation, robbed  him  of  speech.  Moreover,  the  proposal  of  the 
popular  hosier  was  greeted  with  such  enthusiasm  by  those 
plain  citizens  who  were  flattered  at  being  dubbed  "  Squires," 
that  all  opposition  was  useless.  Nothing  remained  but  to  fol- 
low the  current.  Gringoire  hid  his  face  in  his  hands,  not 
being  lucky  enough  to  have  a  cloak  to  cover  his  head,  like 
Agamemnon  of  Timanthes. 


CHAPTER  V 

QUASIMODO 

IN  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  all  was  ready  for  the  execution 
of  Coppenole's  idea.  Citizens,  students,  and  lawyers' 
clerks  set  briskly  to  work.  The  little  chapel  opposite  the 
marble  table  was  chosen  as  the  stage  for  the  grimaces.  A 
broken  pane  in  the  pretty  rose-window  over  the  door  left  free 
n  circle  of  stone,  through  which  it  was  agreed  that  the  con- 
testants should  thrust  their  heads.  To  reach  it,  all  were 
obliged  to  climb  upon  a  couple  of  casks,  which  had  been  dis- 
covered somewhere  and  set  one  upon  the  other.  It  was  set- 
tled that  all  candidates,  men  or  women  (for  a  papess  might 
be  chosen),  lest  the  effect  of  their  grimaces  should  be  weak- 
ened, should  cover  their  faces  and  remain  hidden  in  the  chapel 
until  the  proper  moment  to  appear.  In  less  than  an  instant 
the  chapel  was  filled  with  aspirants,  upon  whom  the  door  was 
closed. 

Coppenole,  from  his  seat,  directed  everything,  arranged 
everything.  During  the  confusion  the  Cardinal,  no  less  dis- 
concerted than  Gringoire,  withdrew  with  all  his  train,  feigning 
business  and  vespers;  the  same  crowd  which  had  been  »o 
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stirred  by  his  coming,  showing  not  the  least  emotion  at  his 
departure.  Guillaume  Rym  was  the  only  one  who  observed 
his  Eminence's  flight.  Popular  attention,  like  the  sun,  pur- 
sued its  course ;  starting  from  one  end  of  the  hall,  after  paus- 
ing for  some  time  in  the  centre,  it  was  now  at  the  other  end. 
The  marble  table,  the  brocaded  dai's,  had  had  their  day ;  it  was 
the  turn  of  Louis  XL's  chapel.  The  field  was  now  clear  for 
every  kind  of  folly.  No  one  remained  but  the  Flemings  and 
the  vulgar  herd. 

The  wry  faces  began.  The  first  to  appear  at  the  window, 
with  eyelids  inverted  until  they  showed  the  red,  a  cavernous 
mouth,  and  a  forehead  wrinkled  like  the  boots  of  a  hussar 
under  the  Empire,  produced  such  inextinguishable  laughter, 
that  Homer  would  have  taken  all  these  clowns  for  .gods.  And 
yet,  the  great  hall  was  anything  but  an  Olympus,  and  Grin- 
goire's  poor  Jupiter  knew  this  better  than  any  one.  A  second, 
a  third  wry  face  followed,  then  another,  and  another ;  and  still 
the  shouts  of  laughter  and  stamps  of  delight  increased.  There 
was  a  certain  peculiar  intoxication  in  the  spectacle,  a  certain 
potent  ecstasy  and  fascination  which  it  would  be  hard  to  ex- 
plain to  the  reader  of  our  own  day  and  society.  Let  him 
imagine  a  series  of  faces  presenting  in  turn  every  geometric 
form,  from  the  triangle  to  the  trapezium,  from  the  cone  to  the 
polyhedron ;  every  human  expression,  from  rage  to  lust ;  every 
age,  from  the  wrinkles  of  the  new-born  babe  to  the  furrows  of 
the  old  and  dying;  every  religious  phantasmagoria,  from 
Faunus  to  Beelzebub;  every  animal  profile,  from  the  jaws  of 
the  dog  to  the  beak  of  the  bird,  from  the  boar's  head  to  the 
pig's  snout.  Let  him  picture  to  himself  all  the  grotesque 
heads  carved  on  the  Pont  Neuf,  those  petrified  nightmares 
from  the  hand  of  Germain  Pilon,  taking  breath  and  life,  and 
coming  in  turn  to  gaze  at  you  with  fiery  eyes;  all  the  masks 
from  a  Venetian  carnival  passing  before  your  glass, —  in  one 
word*  a  human  kaleidoscope. 

The  revelry  became  more  and  more  Flemish.  Teniers  could 
have  given  but  an  imperfect  idea  of  it!  Imagine  Salvator 
Rosa's  battle-piece  turned  into  a  bacchanal  feast.  There  were 
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no  longer  students,  ambassadors,  townspeople,  men,  or  women ; 
no  longer  a  Clopin  Trouillefou,  a  Gilles  Lecornu,  a  Simone 
Quatrelivres,  or  a  Robin  Poussepain.  All  distinctions  died  in 
the  common  license.  The  great  hall  ceased  to  be  anything  but 
a  vast  furnace  of  effrontery  and  mirth,  wherein  every  mouth 
was  a  cry,  every  face  a  grimace,  every  individual  a  posture; 
the  sum  total  howled  and  yelled.  The  strange  faces  which 
took  their  turn  in  gnashing  their  teeth  through  the  rose-win- 
dow were  like  so  many  brands  cast  into  the  flames;  and  from 
this  effervescent  mob  arose,  like  steam  from  a  furnace,  a  sharp, 
shrill,  piercing  sound,  like  the  buzz  of  a  gnat's  wings. 

"  Oh,  confound  it !  " 

"  Just  look  at  that  face !  " 

"  That's  nothing !  " 

"  Let's  have  another !  " 

"  Guillemette  Maugcrepuis,  do  look  at  that  bull's  head!  it 
only  lacks  horns.  It  is  not  your  husband." 

"  Another !  " 

"  By  the  Pope's  head !  what's  the  meaning  of  that  contor- 
tion? " 

"  Hollo  there !  that's  not  fair.  You  should  show  only  your 
face." 

"  That  damned  Perrette  Callebotte!  She  is  just  capable  of 
such  a  thing." 

"Noel!  Noel!" 

"I'm  smothering!" 

"  There's  a  fellow  whose  ears  are  too  big  to  go  through !  " 

But  we  must  do  justice  to  our  friend  Jehan.  Amidst  this 
uproar  he  was  still  to  be  seen  perched  upon  his  pillar,  like  a 
cabin-boy  on  a  topsail.  He  exerted  himself  with  incredible 
fury.  His  mouth  was  opened  wide,  and  there  issued  from  it 
a  yell  which  no  one  heard, —  not  that  it  was  drowned  by  the 
general  clamour,  tremendous  though  it  was;  but  because  it 
undoubtedly  reached  the  limit  of  audible  shrillness, —  the 
twelve  thousand  vibrations  of  Sauveur  or  the  eight  thousand  of 
Biot. 

As  for  Gringoire,  the  first  moment  of  depression  over,  he 
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recovered  his  composure.  He  braced  himself  to  meet  adver- 
sity. "  Go  on !  "  he  cried  for  the  third  time  to  his  actors, 
whom  he  regarded  as  mere  talking-machines ;  then,  as  he  strode 
up  and  down  in  front  of  the  marble  table,  he  was  seized  with  a 
desire  to  appear  in  his  turn  at  the  chapel  window,  were  it  only 
for  the  pleasure  of  making  faces  at  that  ungrateful  mob. 
"  But  no,  that  would  be  unworthy  of  us ;  no  vengeance.  Let 
us  struggle  on  to  the  end,"  he  murmured ;  "  the  power  of 
poetry  over  the  people  is  great ;  I  will  bring  them  back.  Let 
us  see  whether  wry  faces  or  polite  learning  will  triumph." 

Alas !  he  was  left  the  only  spectator  of  his  play. 

It  was  even  worse  than  before.  Now  he  saw  nothing  but 
people's  backs. 

I  am  wrong.  The  patient  fat  man,  whom  he  had  already 
consulted  at  a  critical  moment,  was  still  turned  towards  the 
theatre.  As  for  Gisquette  and  Lienarde,  they  had  long  since 
deserted. 

Gringoire  was  touched  to  the  heart  by  the  fidelity  of  his 
only  listener.  He  went  up  to  him  and  addressed  him,  shaking 
him  slightly  by  the  arm ;  for  the  worthy  man  was  leaning 
against  the  railing  in  a  light  doze. 

"  Sir,"  said  Gringoire,  "  I  thank  you." 

"  Sir,"  replied  the  fat  fellow  with  a  yawn,  "  for  what?  " 

"  I  see  what  annoys  you,"  resumed  the  poet ;  "  it  is  all  this 
noise  which  prevents  you  from  hearing  readily.  But  be  calm! 
your  name  shall  be  handed  down  to  posterity.  Your  name, 
if  you  please?  " 

"  Renauld  Chateau,  Keeper  of  the  Seals  of  the  Chatelet,  at 
Paris,  at  your  service." 

"  Sir,  you  are  the  sole  representative  of  the  muses  here," 
said  Gringoire. 

"  You  are  too  kind,  sir,"  replied  the  Keeper  of  the  Seals  of 
the  Chatelet. 

"  You  are  the  only  man,"  added  Gringoire,  "  who  has  paid 
proper  attention  to  the  play.  How  do  you  like  it?  " 

;<  Ha,  ha !  "  replied  the  fat  magistrate,  who  was  but  hail' 
awake,  "  jolly  enough,  in  truth!" 
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Gringoire  was  forced  to  content  himself  with  this  eulogy ; 
for  a  storm  of  applause,  mingled  with  prodigious  shouts,  cut 
short  their  conversation.  The  Lord  of  Misrule  was  elected. 

"  Noel !  Noel !  Noel !  "  shouted  the  people  on  all  sides. 

That  was  indeed  a  marvellous  grin  which  now  beamed 
through  the  hole  in  the  rose-window.  After  all  the  pentag- 
onal, hexagonal,  and  heteroclitic  faces  which  had  followed  one 
another  in  quick  succession  at  the  window  without  realizing 
that  ideal  of  the  grotesque  constructed  by  imagination  exalted 
by  revelry,  it  required  nothing  less  to  gain  the  popular  vote 
than  the  sublime  grimace  which  had  just  dazzled  the  assembly. 
Master  Coppenole  himself  applauded ;  and  Clopin  Trouillef ou, 
who  had  competed  for  the  prize  (and  Heaven  knows  to  what 
intensity  of  ugliness  his  features  could  attain),  confessed  him- 
self conquered.  We  will  do  the  same.  We  will  not  try  to 
give  the  reader  any  idea  of  that  tetrahedron-like  nose,  of  that 
horseshoe-shaped  mouth ;  of  that  small  left  eye  overhung  by  a 
bushy  red  eyebrow,  while  the  right  eye  was  completely  hidden 
by  a  monstrous  wait;  of  those  uneven,  broken  teeth,  with  sad 
gaps  here  and  there  like  the  battlements  of  a  fortress ;  of  that 
callous  lip,  over  which  one  of  these  teeth  projected  like  an  ele- 
phant's tusk ;  of  that  forked  chin ;  and  especially  of  the  ex- 
pression pervading  all  this, —  that  mixture  of  malice,  amaze- 
ment, and  melancholy.  Imagine,  if  you  can,  that  comprehen- 
sive sight. 

The  vote  was  unanimous ;  the  crowd  rushed  into  the  chapel. 
They  returned  leading  the  fortunate  Lord  of  Misrule  in 
triumph.  But  it  was  then  only  that  surprise  and  admiration 
reached  their  highest  pitch ;  the  grimace  was  his  natural  face. 

Or  rather  the  entire  man  was  a  grimace.  A  large  head 
bristling  with  red  hair;  between  his  shoulders  an  enormous 
hump,  with  a  corresponding  prominence  in  front;  legs  and 
thighs  so  singularly  crooked  that  they  touched  only  at  the 
knees,  and,  seen  from  the  front,  resembled  two  reaping-hooks 
united  at  the  handle;  broad  feet,  huge  hands;  and,  with  all 
this  deformity,  a  certain  awe-inspiring  air  of  vigour,  agility, 
and  courage;  strange  exception  to  the  rule  which  declares 
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power,  as  well  as  beauty,  to  be  the  result  of  harmony, —  such 
was  the  pope  whom  the  fools  had  chosen  to  reign  over  them. 

He  looked  like  a  giant  broken  to  pieces  and  badly  cemented 
together. 

When  this  species  of  Cyclop  appeared  upon  the  threshold 
of  the  chapel,  motionless,  thickset,  almost  as  broad  as  he  was 
long,  "  the  square  of  his  base,"  as  a  great  man  once  expressed 
it,  the  people  recognized  him  instantly,  by  his  party-coloured 
red  and  purple  coat  spangled  with  silver,  and  particularly  by 
the  perfection  of  his  ugliness,  and  cried  aloud  with  one 
\oice : — 

"  It  is  Quasimodo,  the  bell-ringer !  It  is  Quasimodo,  the 
humpback  of  Notre-Dame !  Quasimodo,  the  one-eyed !  Qua- 
simodo, the  bandy-legged!  Noel!  Noel!" 

The  poor  devil  evidently  had  an  abundance  of  nicknames 
to  choose  from. 

"  Let  all  pregnant  women  beware !  "  cried  the  students. 

"  Or  all  those  who  hope  to  be  so,"  added  Joannes. 

In  fact,  the  women  hid  their  faces. 

"  Oh,  the  ugly  monkey !  "  said  one  of  them. 

"  As  wicked  as  he  is  ugly,"  added  another. 

"  He's  the  very  devil,"  added  a  third. 

"  I  am  unlucky  enough  to  live  near  Notre-Dame.  I  hear 
him  prowling  among  the  gutters  by  night." 

"  With  the  cats." 

"  He's  always  on  our  roofs." 

"  He  casts  spells  upon  us  through  the  chimneys." 

"  The  other  evening  he  came  and  pulled  a  face  at  me 
through  the  window.  I  thought  it  was  a  man.  He  gave  me 
such  a  fright !  " 

"  I'm  sure  he  attends  the  Witches'  Sabbath.  Once  he  left 
a  broomstick  on  my  leads." 

"  Oh,  what  a  disagreeable  humpback's  face  he  has ! " 

"  Oh,  the  villainous  creature !  " 

"  Faugh ! " 

The  men,  on  the  contrary,  were  charmed,  and  applauded. 

Quasimodo,  the  object   of  this   uproar,   still  stood  at  the 
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chapel   door,    sad   and   serious,   letting   himself   be    admired. 

A  student  (Robin  Poussepain,  I  think)  laughed  in  his  very 
face,  and  somewhat  too  close.  Quasimodo  merely  took  him  by 
the  belt  and  cast  him  ten  paces  away  through  the  crowd;  all 
without  uttering  a  word. 

Master  Coppenole,  lost  in  wonder,  approached  him. 

"  By,  God's  cross  and  the  Holy  Father !  you  are  the  most 
lovely  monster  that  I  ever  saw  in  my  life.  You  deserve  to  be 
pope  of  Rome  as  well  as  of  Paris." 

So  saying,  he  laid  his  hand  sportively  upon  his  shoulder. 
Quasimodo  never  budged.  Coppenole  continued : — 

"  You're  a  rascal  with  whom  I  have  a  longing  to  feast,  were 
it  to  cost  me  a  new  douzain  of  twelve  pounds  Tours.  What 
say  you?  " 

Quasimodo  made  no  answer.  ' 

"By  God's  cross!"  said  the  hosier,  "you're  not  deaf,  are 
you?" 

He  was  indeed  deaf. 

Still,  he  began  to  lose  his  temper  at  Coppenole's  proceed- 
ings, and  turned  suddenly  towards  him,  gnashing  his  teeth  so 
savagely  that  the  Flemish  giant  recoiled,  like  a  bull-dog  before 
a  cat. 

Then  a  circle  of  terror  and  respect,  whose  radius  was  not 
less  than  fifteen  geometric  paces,  was  formed  about  the  strange 
character.  An  old  woman  explained  to  Master  Coppenole 
that  Quasimodo  was  deaf. 

"  Deaf ! "  said  the  hosier,  with  his  hearty  Flemish  laugh. 
"  By  God's  cross !  but  he  is  a  perfect  pope !  " 

"  Ha !  I  know  him  now,"  cried  Jehan,  who  had  at  last 
descended  from  his  capital  to  view  Quasimodo  more  closely; 
"  it's  my  brother  the  archdeacon's  bell-ringer.  Good-day, 
Quasimodo ! " 

"  What  a  devil  of  a  fellow !  "  said  Robin  Poussepain,  still 
aching  from  his  fall.  "  He  appears :  he's  a  humpback ;  he 
walks :  he's  bandy-legged ;  he  looks  at  you :  he  is  blind  of  one 
eye;  you  talk  to  him:  he  is  deaf.  By  the  way,  what  use  does 
this  Polyphemus  make  of  his  tongue?  " 
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"  He  talks  when  he  likes,"  said  the  old  woman ;  "  he  grew 
deaf  from  ringing  the  bells.  He  is  not  dumb." 

"  That's  all  he  lacks,"  remarked  Jehan. 

"  And  he  has  one  eye  too  many,"  said  Robin  Poussepain. 

"  Not  at  all,"  judiciously  observed  Jehan.  "  A  one-eyed 
man  is  far  more  incomplete  than  a  blind  one.  He  knows  what 
he  lacks." 

But  all  the  beggars,  all  the  lackeys,  all  the  cutpurses,  to- 
gether with  the  students,  had  gone  in  procession  to  fetch,  from 
the  storeroom  of  the  basoche,  the  pasteboard  tiara  and  mock 
robes  of  the  Pope  of  Fools,  or  Lord  of  Misrule.  Quasimodo 
submitted  to  be  arrayed  in  them  without  a  frown,  and  with  a 
sort  of  proud  docility.  Then  he  was  seated  upon  a  barrow 
painted  in  motley  colours.  Twelve  officers  of  the  fraternity 
of  fools  raised  it  to  their  shoulders ;  and  a  sort  of  bitter,  scorn- 
ful joy  dawned  upon  the  morose  face  of  the  ^^clorj_when  he 
saw  beneath  his  shapeless  feet  the  heads  of  so  many  handsome, 
straight,  and  well-made  men.  Then  the  howling,  tatterdema- 
lion train  set  out,  as  was  the  custom,  to  make  the  tour  of  the 
galleries  within  the  Palace  before  parading  the  streets  and 
public  squares. 


CHAPTER  VI 

ESMERALDA 

^  \  7E  are  delighted  to  be  able  to  inform  our  readers  that 
V  V  during  the  whole  of  this  scene  Gringoire  and  his  play 
had  stood  their  ground.  His  actors,  spurred  on  by  him,  had 
not  stopped  spouting  his  verses,  and  he  had  not  given  over 
listening.  He  had  resigned  himself  to  the  uproar,  and  was 
determined  to  go  on  to  the  bitter  end,  not  despairing  of  recov- 
ering some  portion  of  public  attention.  This  ray  of  hope 
revived  when  he  saw  Quasimodo,  Coppenole,  and  the  deafening 
escort  of  the  Lord  of  Misrule  leave  the  hall  with  a  tremendous 
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noise.  The  crowd  followed  eagerly  on  their  heels.  "  Good !  * 
said  he  to  himself ;  "  now  we  have  got  rid  of  all  the  marplots." 
Unfortunately,  all  the  marplots  meant  the  whole  audience.  In 
the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  the  great  hall  was  empty. 

To  be  exact,  there  still  remained  a  handful  of  spectators, 
some  scattered,  others  grouped  around  the  pillars,  women,  old 
men,  or  children,  who  had  had  enough  of  the  tilmult  and  the 
hurly-burly.  Some  few  students  still  lingered,  astride  of  the 
window-frames,  gazing  into  the  square. 

"  Well,"  thought  Gringoire,  "  here  are  still  enough  to  hear 
the  end  of  my  mystery.  There  are  but  few,  but  it  is  a  picked 
public,  an  intellectual  audience." 

A  moment  later,  a  melody  meant  to  produce  the  greatest 
effect  at  the  appearance  of  the  Holy  Virgin  was  missing. 
Gringoire  saw  that  his  musicians  had  been  borne  off  by  the 
procession  of  the  Lord  of  Misrule.  "  Proceed,"  he  said 
stoically. 

He  went  up  to  a  group  of  townspeople  who  seemed  to  him 
to  be  talking  about  his  play.  This  is  the  fragment  of  con- 
versation which  he  caught: — 

"  You  know,  Master  Cheneteau,  the  Hotel  de  Navarre, 
which  belonged  to  M.  de  Nemours  ?  " 

"  Yes,  opposite  the  Braque  Chapel." 

"  Well,  the  Treasury  Department  has  just  left  it  to  Guil- 
laume  Alexandre,  the  painter  of  armorial  bearings,  for  six 
pounds  and  eight  pence  Paris  a  year." 

"  How  high  rents  are  getting  to  be !  " 

"  Well,  well !  "  said  Gringoire  with  a  sigh ;  "  the  rest  are 
listening." 

"  Comrades ! "  shouted  one  of  the  young  scamps  in  the 
window ;  "  Esmeralda !  Esmeralda  is  in  the  square !  " 

This  cry  had  a  magical  effect.  Every  one  in  the  hall  rushed 
to  the  windows,  climbing  up  the  walls  to  get  a  glimpse,  and 
repeating,  "  Esmeralda  !  Esmeralda !  " 

At  the  same  time  a  great  noise  of  applause  was  heard  out- 
side. 

"  What  do  they  mean  by  their  '  Esmeralda  '  ?  "  said  Grin- 
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goire,  clasping  his  hands  in  despair.      "  Oh,  heavens !  I  sup- 
pose it's  the  turn  of  the  windows  now !  " 

He  turned  back  again  to  the  marble  table,  and  saw  that  the 
play  had  stopped.  It  was  just  the  moment  when  Jupiier 
should  have  appeared  with  his  thunder.  Now  Jupiter  stood 
motionless  at  the  foot  of  the  stage. 

"  Michel  Giborne ! "  cried  the  angry  poet,  "  what  are  you 
doing  there?  Is  that  put  down  in  your  part?  Go  up,  I  tell 
you!" 

"  Alas !  "  said  Jupiter,  "  one  of  the  students  has  taken  away 
the  ladder." 

Gringoire  looked.  It  was  but  too  true.  All  communication 
was  cut  off  between  his  plot  and  its  solution. 

"  The  rascal ! "  he  muttered ;  "  and  why  did  he  carry  off 
that  ladder?" 

"  That  he  might  see  Esmeralda,"  piteously  responded  Ju- 
piter. "  He  said,  '  Stay,  there's  a  ladder  which  is  doing 
no  one  any  good ! '  and  he  took  it." 

This  was  the  finishing  stroke.  Gringoire  received  it  with 
submission. 

"  May  the  devil  seize  you ! "  said  he  to  the  actors ;  "  and  if 
I  am  paid,  you  shall  be  too." 

Then  he  beat  a  retreat,  with  drooping  head,  but  last  to 
leave,  like  a  general  who  has  fought  a  brave  fight. 

And  as  he  descended  the  winding  Palace  staircase,  he  mut- 
tered between  his  teeth :  "  A  pretty  pack  of  donkeys  and 
clowns  these  Parisians  are !  They  come  to  hear  a  miracle-play, 
a  ad  then  pay  no  heed  to  it!  Their  whole  minds  are  absorbed 
in  anybody  and  everybody, —  in  Clopin  Trouillefou,  the  Car- 
dinal, Coppenole,  Quasimodo,  the  devil!  but  in  Madame  Virgin 
Mary  not  a  whit.  If  I  had  known,  I'd  have  given  you  your 
fill  of  Virgin  Marys,  you  boobies!  And  I, —  to  come  to  see 
faces,  and  to  see  nothing  but  backs !  to  be  a  poet,  and  to  have 
the  success  of  an  apothecary!  True,  Homer  begged  his  way 
tjirpugh  Greek  villages,  and  Naso  died  in  exile  among  the 
Muscovites.  But  may  the  devil  flay  me  if  I  know  what  they 
mean  by  their  '  Esmeralda  ' !  What  kind  of  a  word  *'s  that, 
anyhow?  It  must  be  Egyptian !  " 


BOOK  II 

CHAPTER  I 

FROM  CHARYBDIS  TO  SCYI/LA 

NIGHT  comes  on  early  in  January.  The  streets  were  al- 
ready dark  when  Gringoire  left  the  Palace.  This 
nightfall  pleased  him.  He  longed  to  find  some  dark  and  soli- 
tary alley  where  he  might  meditate  at  his  ease,  and  let  the 
philosopher  apply  the  first  healing  balm  to  the  poet's  wounds. 
Besides,  philosophy  was  his  only  refuge ;  for  he  knew  not 
where  to  find  shelter.  After  the  total  failure  of  his  first  the- 
atrical effort  he  durst  not  return  to  the  lodging  which  he  had 
occupied,  opposite  the  Hay-market,  in  the  Rue  Grenier-sur- 
1'Eau,  having  reckoned  upon  what  the  provost  was  to  give  him 
for  his  epithalamium  to  pay  Master  Guillaume  Doulx-Sire, 
farmer  of  the  taxes  on  cloven-footed  animals  in  Paris,  the  six 
months'  rent  which  he  owed  him,  namely,  twelve  Paris  pence, 
—  twelve  times  the  worth  of  everything  that  he  owned  in  the 
world,  including  his  breeches,  his  shirt,  and  his  hat.  After  a 
moment's  pause  for  reflection,  temporarily  sheltered  under  the 
little  gateway  of  the  prison  of  the  treasurer  of  the  Sainte- 
Chapelle,  as  to  what  refuge  he  should  seek  for  the  night,  hav- 
ing all  the  pavements  of  Paris  at  his  disposition,  he  remem- 
bered having  noticed,  the  week  before,  in  the  Rue  de  la  Savat- 
rie,  at  the  door  of  a  Parliamentary  Councillor,  a  stone  block 
for  mounting  a  mule,  and  having  said  to  himself  that  this 
stone  would,  on  occasion,  make  a  very  excellent  pillow  for  a 
beggar  or  a  poet.  He  thanked  Providence  for  sending  him 
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so  good  an  idea ;  but  as  he  prepared  to  cross  the  Pal- 
ace courtyard  on  his  way  to  the  crooked  labyrinth  of 
the  city,  formed  by  the  windings  of  all  those  antique 
sisters,  the  Rues  de  la  Barillerie,  de  la  Vieille-Draperie,  de 
la  Savaterie,  de  la  Juiverie,  etc.,  still  standing  at  the  present 
day  with  their  nine-story  houses,  he  saw  the  procession  of  the 
Lord  of  Misrule,  which  was  also  just  issuing  from  the  Palace 
and  rushing  across  the  courtyard,  with  loud  shouts,  an  abun- 
dance of  glaring  torches,  and  his  (Gringoire's)  own  music. 
This  sight  opened  the  wound  to  his  self-esteem;  he  fled.  In 
the  bitterness  of  dramatic  misfortune,  all  that  recalled  the 
day's  festival  incensed  him,  arid  made  his  wound  bleed  afresh. 

He  meant  to  cross  St.  Michael's  Bridge ;  some  children  were 
careering  up  and  down  there  with  rockets  and  crackers. 

"  A  plague  on  all  fireworks !  "  said  Gringoire ;  and  he  turned 
towards  Exchange  Bridge.  The  houses  at  the  head  of  the 
bridge  were  adorned  with  three  large  banners  representing  the 
king,  the  dauphin,  and  Margaret  of  Flanders,  and  six  little 
bannerets  with  portraits  of  the  Duke  of  Austria,  Cardinal 
Bourbon,  M.  de  Beaujeu,  and  Madame  Jeanne  de  France,  the 
Bastard  of  Bourbon,  and  I  know  not  who  besides, —  all  lighted 
up  by  torches.  The  mob  gazed  in  admiration. 

"  Lucky  painter,  Jehan  Fourbault !  "  said  Gringoire,  with 
a  heavy  sigh ;  and  he  turned  his  back  on  banners  and  banner- 
ets. A  street  opened  directly  before  him:  it  looked  so  dark 
and  deserted  that  he  hoped  it  would  afford  a  way  of  escape 
from  every  echo  as  well  as  every  reflection  of  the  festival :  he 
plunged  down  it.  In  a  few  moments  he  struck  his  foot 
against  something,  stumbled,  and  fell.  It  was  the  big  bunch 
of  hawthorn  which  the  members  of  the  basoche  had  that  morn- 
ing placed  at  the  door  of  a  president  of  the  Parliament,  in 
honour  of  the  day.  Gringoire  bore  this  new  misfortune 
bravely ;  he  rose  and  walked  to  the  bank  of  the  river.  Leaving 
behind  him  the  civil  and  criminal  towers,  and  passing  by  the 
great  walls  of  the  royal  gardens,  along  the  unpaved  shore 
where  the  mud  was  ankle-deep,  he  reached  the  western  end  of 
the  city,  and  for  some  time  contemplated  the  islet  of  the  Pas- 
seur  aux  Vaches,  which  has  since  vanished  beneath  the  bronze 
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horse  on  the  Pont  Neuf .  The  islet  lay  before  him  in  the  dark- 
ness,—  a  black  mass  across  the  narrow  strip  of  whitish  water 
which  lay  between  him  and  it.  The  rays  of  a  tiny  light  dimly 
revealed  a  sort  of  beehive-shaped  hut  in  which  the  cows'  ferry- 
man sought  shelter  for  the  night. 

"  Lucky  ferryman ! "  thought  Gringoire ;  "  you  never 
dream  of  glory,  and  you  write  no  wedding  songs !  What  are 
the  marriages  of  kings  and  Burgundian  duchesses  to  you? 
You  know  no  Marguerites  save  those  which  grow  upon  your 
turf  in  April  for  the  pasturage  of  your  cows !  and  I,  poet  that 
I  am,  am  hooted,  and  I  shiver,  and  I  owe  twelve  pence,  and 
the  soles  of  my  shoes  are  so  thin  that  you  might  use  them  for 
glasses  in  your  lantern.  Thanks,  ferryman !  Your  hut  rests 
my  eyes  and  makes  me  forget  Paris." 

He  was  roused  from  his  almost  lyric  ecstasy  by  a  huge 
double-headed  St.  John's  cracker,  which  was  suddenly  sent  up 
from  the  blessed  cabin.  The  ferryman  was  taking  his  part  in 
the  festivities  of  the  day,  and  setting  off  a  few  fireworks. 

The  explosion  set  Gringoire's  teeth  on  edge. 

"  Accursed  festival !  "  he  exclaimed,  "  will  you  pursue  me 
forever, —  oh,  my  God!  even  to  the  ferryman's  house?  " 

He  gazed  at  the  Seine  at  his  feet  and  a  horrible  temptation 
overcame  him. 

"  Ah !  "  said  he,  "  how  cheerfully  I  would  drown  myself  if 
the  water  were  not  so  cold !  " 

Then  he  took  a  desperate  resolve.  It  was,  since  he  could 
not  escape  from  the  Lord  of  Misrule,  Jehan  Fourbault's  flags, 
the  bunches  of  hawthorn,  the  rockets,  and  squibs,  to  plunge 
boldly  into  the  very  heart  of  the  gaiety  and  go  directly  to  the 
Greve. 

"  At  least,"  thought  he,  "  I  may  find  some  brands  from  the 
bonfire  to  warm  myself,  and  I  may  sup  on  some  crumbs  from 
the  three  great  sugar  escutcheons  which  were  to  be  served  on 
the  public  sideboard." 


NOTRE-DAME  55 

CHAPTER  II 

THE    GREVE 

BUT  very  slight  traces  now  remain  of  the  Greve  as  it  existed 
at  the  time  of  which  we  write;  all  that  is  left  is  the 
picturesque  little  tower  at  the  northern  corner  of  the  square; 
and  that,  already  buried  beneath  the  vulgar  whitewash  which 
incrusts  the  sharp  edges  of  its  carvings,  will  soon  disappear 
perhaps,  drowned  in  that  flood  of  new  houses  which  is  so  rap- 
idly swallowing  up  all  the  old  fronts  in  Paris. 

People  who,  like  ourselves,  never  pass  through  the  Greve 
without  giving  a  glance  of  sympathy  and  pity  to  the  poor 
little  tower,  choked  between  two  hovels  of  the  time  of  Louis 
XV.,  may  readily  reconstruct  in  fancy  the  entire  mass  of  build- 
ings to  which  it  belonged,  and  as  it  were  restore  the  old  Gothic 
square  of  the  fifteenth  century. 

It  was,  as  it  still  is,  an  irregular  square,  bounded  on  one 
eide  by  the  quay,  and  on  the  other  three  by  a  number  of  tall, 
i '.arrow,  gloomy  houses.  By  day  one  might  admire  the  variety 
of  its  edifices,  all  carved  in  stone  or  wood,  and  presenting  per- 
i'ect  specimens  of  the  various  kinds  of  mediaeval  domestic 
{Architecture,  going  back  from  the  fifteenth  to  the  eleventh 
rentury,  from  the  casement  window  which  was  beginning  to 
supersede  the  pointed  arch,  to  the  semi-circular  arch  of  the 
Romance  period,  which  gave  way  to  the  pointed  arch,  and 
which  still  occupied  below  it  the  first  story  of  that  old  house 
called  Roland's  Tower,  on  the  corner  of  the  square  nearest  the 
Heine,  close  to  the  Rue  de  la  Tannerie.  At  night,  nothing 
could  be  seen  of  this  mass  of  buildings  but  the  dark  indented 
line  of  the  roofs  stretching  their  chain  of  acute  angles  round 
Ihe  square.  For  it  is  one  of  the  radical  differences  between 
modern  and  ancient  towns,  that  nowadays  the  fronts  of  the 
houses  face  upon  the  squares  and  streets,  and  in  old  times  it 
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was  the  gable  ends.  In  two  centuries  the  houses  have  turned 
round. 

In  the  middle  of  the  eastern  side  of  the  square  stood  a  heavy 
and  hybrid  construction  composed  of  three  houses  together. 
It  was  known  by  three  names,  which  explain  its  history,  its 
purpose,  and  its  architecture.  The  Dauphin's  House,  because 
Charles  V.  occupied  it  while  dauphin;  the  Trades  House,  be- 
cause it  was  used  as  Town  Hall;  the  Pillar  House  (domus  ad 
piloria),  on  account  of  a  series  of  thick  columns  which  sup- 
ported its  three  stories.  There  the  city  found  everything  re- 
quired for  a  well-to-do  town  like  Paris  —  a  chapel  in  which  to 
pray  to  God;  a  court  of  special  pleas,  where  audience  was 
given,  and  if  necessary  "  the  king's  men  put  down ; "  and  in 
the  garrets  an  "  arsenal "  full  of  artillery.  For  the  citizens 
of  Paris,  knowing  that  it  is  not  always  enough  to  pray  and 
plead  for  the  liberties  of  the  town,  always  had  a  good  rusty 
arquebus  or  two  in  reserve  in  an  attic  of  the  Town  Hall. 

Even  then  the  Greve  had  the  same  forbidding  aspect  which 
the  detestable  ideas  clinging  about  it  awaken,  and  the  gloomy 
Town  Hall  built  by  Dominique  Bocador,  which  has  taken  the 
place  of  the  Pillar  House,  still  gives  it.  It  must  be  confessed 
that  a  permanent  gibbet  and  pillory, — "  a  justice  and  a  lad- 
der," as  they  were  then  called, —  standing  side  by  side  in  the 
middle  of  the  flagstones,  largely  contributed  to  make  men  turn 
away  from  that  fatal  square  where  so  many  beings  full  of  life 
and  health  have  died  in  agony ;  where  the  Saint  Vallier's  fever 
was  destined  to  spring  to  life  some  fifty  years  later, —  that 
disease  which  was  nothing  but  dread  of  the  scaffold,  the  most 
monstrous  of  all  maladies,  because  it  came  not  from  God,  but 
from  man. 

It  is  a  consoling  thought  (let  us  say  in  passing)  that  the 
death  penalty,  which  three  hundred  years  ago  still  cumbered 
the  Greve,  the  Markets,  the  Place  Dauphine,  the  Cross  du 
Trahoir,  the  Pig-market,  the  hideous  Montfaucon,  the  Ser- 
geants' Barrier,  Cats'  Square,  St.  Denis  Gate,  Charnpeaux, 
Baudet  Gate,  and  St.  Jacques  Gate,  with  its  iron  wheels,  its 
stone  gibbets,  and  all  its  machinery  of  torture,  permanently 
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built  into  the  pavement;  not  to  mention  the  countless  pillories 
belonging  to  provosts,  bishops,  chapters,  abbots,  and  priors 
administering  justice;  to  say  nothing  of  the  legal  drownings  in 
the  river  Seine, —  it  is  a  consolation  that  in  the  present  day, 
having  successively  lost  all  the  pieces  of  her  armour,  her  re- 
finements of  torture,  her  purely  capricious  and  wilful  penal 
laws,  her  torture  for  the  administration  of  which  she  made 
afresh  every  five  years  a  leather  bed  at  the  Grand-Chat elet, 
that  ancient  sovereign  of  feudal  society,  almost  outlawed  and 
exiled  from  our  cities,  hunted  from  code  to  code,  driven  from 
place  to  place,  now  possesses  in  all  vast  Paris  but  one  dishon- 
oured corner  of  the  Greve,  but  one  wretched  guillotine,  furtive, 
timid,  and  ashamed,  seeming  ever  in  dread  of  being  taken  in 
the  very  act,  so  swiftly  does  it  vanish  after  it  has  dealt  its 
deadly  stroke ! 


CHAPTER  III 

BESOS  PARA  GOL.PES 

WHEN  Pierre  Gringoire  reached  the  Greve,  he  was  be- 
numbed. He  had  come  by  way  of  the  Millers' 
Bridge  to  avoid  the  mob  on  Exchange  Bridge  and  Jehan  Four- 
bault's  flags;  but  the  wheels  of  all  the  bishop's  mills  had  be- 
i  pattered  him  as  he  crossed,  and  his  coat  was  soaked ;  moreover, 
it  seemed  to  him  that  the  failure  of  his  play  had  made  him 
more  sensitive  to  cold  than  ever.  He  therefore  made  haste  to 
draw  near  the  bonfire  which  still  blazed  gloriously  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  square;  but  a  considerable  crowd  formed  a  circle 
round  about  it. 

"Damned  Parisians!"  said  he  to  himself  (for  Gringoire, 
like  all  true  dramatic  poets,  was  given  to  monologues),  "  there 
ihey  stand  blocking  my  way  to  the  fire !  and  yet  I  greatly  need 
a  good  warm  chimney-corner;  my  shoes  leak,  and  all  those 
cursed  mills  have  dripped  upon  me!  Deuce  take  the  Bishop 


58  NOTRE-DAME 

of  Paris  and  his  mills!  I  would  really  like  to  know  what  a 
bishop  wants  with  a  mill!  does  he  expect  to  turn  miller?  If 
he  is  merely  waiting  for  my  curse,  I  give  it  to  him  cheerfully, 
and  to  his  cathedral  and  his  mills  into  the  bargain !  Now  just 
let's  see  if  any  of  those  boors  will  disturb  themselves  for  me! 
What  on  earth  are  they  doing  there?  Warming  themselves 
indeed ;  a  fine  amusement !  Watching  to  see  a  hundred  fagots 
burn  ;  a  fine  sight,  truly  !  " 

Looking  more  closely,  he  saw  that  the  circle  was  far  larger 
than  was  necessary  for  the  crowd  to  warm  themselves  at  the 
royal  bonfire,  and  that  the  large  number  of  spectators  was  not 
attracted  solely  by  the  beauty  of  the  hundred  blazing  fagots. 

In  the  vast  space  left  free  between  the  crowd  and  the  fire  a 
young  girl  was  dancing. 

Whether  this  young  girl  was  a  human  being,  ©r  a  fairy,  or 
an  angel,  was  more  than  Gringoire,  cynic  philosopher  and  sar- 
castic poet  though  he  was,  could  for  a  moment  decide,  so 
greatly  was  he  fascinated  by  the  dazzling  vision. 

She  was  not  tall,  but  seemed  to  be,  so  proudly  erect  did  she 
hold  her  slender  figure.  She  was  brown,  but  it  was  evident 
that  by  daylight  her  skin  must  have  that  lovely  golden  gleam 
peculiar  to  Spanish  and  Roman  beauties.  Her  tiny  foot  was 
Andalusian  too,  for  it  fitted  both  snugly  and  easily  into  its 
dainty  shoe.  She  danced,  she  turned,  she  twirled,  upon  an 
antique  Persian  carpet  thrown  carelessly  beneath  her  feet ;  and 
every  time  her  radiant  figure  passed,  as  she  turned,  her  great 
black  eyes  sent  forth  lightning  flashes. 

Upon  her  every  eye  was  riveted,  every  mouth  gaped  wide; 
and  in  very  truth,  as  she  danced  to  the  hum  of  the  tambourine 
which  her  round  and  graceful  arms  held  high  above  her  head, 
slender,  quick  and  active  as  any  wasp,  with  smoothly  fitting 
golden  bodice,  her  many-coloured  full  skirts,  her  bare  shoul- 
ders, her  shapely  legs,  from  which  her  skirts  now  and  then 
swung  away,  her  black  hair,  her  eyes  of  flame,  she  seemed  more 
than  mortal  creature. 

"  Indeed,"  thought  Gringoire,  "  she  is  a  salamander,  a 
nymph,  a  goddess,  a  bacchante  from  Mount  Masnalus ! " 
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At  this  moment  one  of  the  salamander's  tresses  was  loosened, 
and  a  bit  of  brass  which  had  been  fastened  to  it  fell  to  the 
ground. 

"  Alas,  no !  "  said  he,  "  she's  a  gipsy." 

All  illusion  had  vanished. 

She  began  to  dance  once  more.  She  picked  up  two  swords, 
find  balancing  them  by  their  points  on  her  forehead,  she 
twirled  them  in  one  direction  while  she  herself  revolved  in  an- 
other; she  was  indeed  but  a  gipsy  girl.  But  great  as  was 
Gringoire's  disenchantment,  the  picture  was  far  from  being 
destitute  of  all  charm  and  beauty ;  the  bonfire  lit  it  up  with  a 
crude  red  light,  which  flickered  brightly  upon  the  circle  of  sur- 
rounding figures  and  the  young  girl's  brown  face,  casting  wan 
reflections,  blended  with  alternating  shadows,  into  the  farthest 
corners  of  the  square, —  on  one  side  upon  the  black  and 
weather-beaten  front  of  the  Pillar  House,  and  on  the  other 
upon  the  cross-beam  of  the  stone  gibbet. 

Among  the  myriad  faces  dyed  scarlet  by  the  flames,  there 
was  one  which  seemed  absorbed  even  beyond  all  the  rest  in 
gazing  at  the  dancer.  It  was  the  face  of  a  man,  austere,  calm, 
find  sombre.  This  man,  whose  dress  was  hidden  by  the  crowd 
about  him,  seemed  not  more  than  thirty-five  years  old,  and  yet 
he  was  bald;  he  had  but  a  few  grey  and  scanty  locks  of  hair 
about  his  temples;  his  broad,  high  forehead  was  already  be- 
ginning to  be  furrowed  with  wrinkles,  but  in  his  deep-set  eyes 
sparkled  an  extraordinary  spirit  of  youth,  an  ardent  love  of 
life  and  depth  of  passion.  He  kept  them  fixed  on  the  gipsy \ 
and  while  the  giddy  young  damsel  danced  and  fluttered  to  the 
delight  of  all,  his  thoughts  seemed  to  become  more  and  more 
melancholy.  From  time  to  time  a  smile  and  a  sigh  met  upon 
his  lips,  but  the  smile  was  far  sadder  than  the  sigh. 

The  young  girl  stopped  at  last,  breathless,  and  the  people 
applauded  eagerly. 

"  Djali !  "  said  the  gipsy. 

Then  Gringoire  saw  a  pretty  little  white  goat,  active,  alert, 
and  glossy,  with  gilded  horns,  gilded  hoofs,  and  a  gilded  col- 
lar, which  he  had  not  before  observed,  and  which  had  hitherto 
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remained  quietly  crouching  on  a  corner  of  the  carpet,  watch' i*^ 
its  mistress  as  she  danced. 

"  Djali,"  said  the  dancer,  "  it's  your  turn  now." 

And  sitting  down,  she  gracefully  offered  the  goat  her  tam- 
bourine. 

"  Djali,"  she  added,  "  what  month  in  the  year  is  this?  " 

The  goat  raised  its  fore-foot  and  struck  once  upon  the  tam- 
bourine. It  was  indeed  the  first  month  of  the  year.  The 
crowd  applauded. 

"  Djali,"  resumed  the  young  girl,  turning  her  tambourine 
another  way,  "  what  day  of  the  month  is  it  ?  " 

Djali  lifted  his  little  golden  hoof  and  struck  it  six  times 
upon  the  tambourine. 

"Djali,"  continued  the  daughter  of  Egypt,  with  still  an- 
other twist  of  the  tambourine,  "  what  time  of  day  is  it  ?  " 

Djali  gave  seven  blows,  and  at  the  same  instant  the  clock 
on  the  Pillar  House  struck  seven. 

The  people  were  lost  in  wonder. 

"  There  is  sorcery  in  this,"  said  a  forbidding  voice  from 
the  throng.  It  was  the  voice  of  the  bald  man,  who  had  never 
taken  his  eyes  from  the  gipsy. 

She  trembled,  and  turned  towards  him;  but  fresh  plaudits 
broke  out,  and  drowned  the  surly  exclamation. 

They  even  effaced  it  so  completely  from  her  mind  that  she 
went  on  questioning  her  goat. 

"  Djali,  how  does  Master  Guichard  Grand-Remy,  the  cap- 
tain of  the  city  pistoleers,  walk  in  the  procession  at  Candle- 
mas?" 

Djali  rose  on  his  hind-legs  and  began  to  bleat,  walking  as 
he  did  so  with  an  air  of  such  polite  gravity  that  the  whole  ring 
of  spectators  burst  into  a  laugh  at  this  parody  of  the  selfish 
devotion  of  the  captain  of  pistoleers. 

"  Djali,"  continued  the  young  girl,  encouraged  by  her  in- 
creasing success,  "  show  us  how  Master  Jacques  Charmolue, 
king's  attorney  in  the  Ecclesiastical  Court,  preaches." 

The  goat  sat  up  and  began  to  bleat,  waving  his  fore-feet  in 
so  strange  a  fashion  that,  except  for  the  bad  French  and  the 
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bad  Latin,  Jacques  Charmolue  himself  stood  before  you, — 
gesture,  accent,  and  attitude. 

And  the  crowd  applauded  louder  than  before. 

"  Sacrilege !  Profanation !  "  exclaimed  the  voice  of  the  bald- 
headed  man. 

The  gipsy  turned  again. 

"  Ah!  "  said  she,  "  it  is  that  ugly  man! "  Then  project- 
ing her  lower  lip  beyond  the  upper  one,  she  made  a  little  face 
which  seemed  habitual  with  her,  pirouetted  on  her  heel,  and 
began  to  collect  the  gifts  of  the  multitude  in  her  tambourine. 

Big  pieces  of  silver,  little  pieces  of  silver,  pennies,  and 
farthings,  rained  into  it.  Suddenly  she  passed  Gringoire. 
He  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket  so  heedlessly  that  she  stopped. 
"  The  devil !  "  said  the  poet,  as  he  found  reality  at  the  bottom 
of  his  pocket, —  that  is  to  say,  an  empty  void.  But  there 
stood  the  pretty  girl,  looking  at  him  with  her  big  eyes,  holding 
cut  her  tambourine,  and  waiting.  Gringoire  was  in  an  agony. 

If  he  had  had  the  wealth  of  Peru  in  his  pocket,  he  would 
certainly  have  given  it  to  the  dancing-girl ;  but  Gringoire  did 
not  possess  the  wealth  of  Peru,  and  moreover  America  had  not 
then  been  discovered. 

Luckily  an  unexpected  event  came  to  his  rescue. 

"  Will  you  be  gone,  you  gipsy  grasshopper  ?  "  cried  a  sharp 
voice  from  the  darkest  corner  of  the  square. 

The  young  girl  turned  in  terror.  This  was  not  the  voice  of 
the  bald-headed  man;  it  was  a  woman's  voice, —  the  voice  of  a 
malicious  and  bigoted  person. 

However,  the  cry  which  alarmed  the  gipsy  delighted  a  band 
of  roving  children. 

"  It's  the  recluse  of  the  Tour-Roland,"  they  shouted  ^with 
riotous  laughter.  "  It's  the  nun  scolding !  Hasn't  she  had 
tier  supper?  Let's  carry  her  some  bits  from  the  city  side- 
board !  " 

All  rushed  towards  the  Pillar  House. 

Gringoire  seized  the  occasion  of  the  dancer's  distress  to  dis- 
appear. The  children's  shouts  reminded  him  that  he  too  had 
rot  supped.  He  therefore  hastened  to  the  sideboard.  But 
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the  little  scamps  had  better  legs  than  he ;  when  he  arrived,  they 
had  swept  the  table  clear.  There  was  not  even  a  paltry  cake 
at  five  cents  the  pound  remaining.  Nothing  was  left  on  the 
wall  but  the  delicate  fleurs-de-lis,  twined  with  rose  branches, 
painted  in  1484  by  Mathieu  Biterne.  That  was  a  meagre 
repast. 

It's  a  tiresome  matter  to  go  to  bed  without  supper ;  it  is  still 
less  agreeable  to  have  no  supper  and  not  to  know  where  to 
find  a  bed.  This  was  Gringoire's  condition.  No  bread,  no 
shelter;  he  was  goaded  on  every  hand  by  necessity,  and  he 
found  necessity  very  crabbed  and  cross.  He  had  long  since 
discovered  the  truth  that  Jupiter  created  mankind  in  a  fit  of 
misanthropy,  and  that  throughout  a  wise  man's  life  fate  keeps 
his  philosophy  in  a  state  of  siege.  As  for  himself,  the  block- 
ade had  never  been  so  complete.  He  heard  his  stomach  sound- 
ing a  parley,  and  he  thought  it  very  improper  for  an  evil  des- 
tiny to  overcome  his  philosophy  by  famine. 

He  was  becoming  more  and  more  absorbed  in  these  melan- 
choly reflections,  when  a  peculiar  although  melodious  song  sud- 
denly roused  him  from  them.  The  young  gipsy  girl  was 
singing. 

Her  voice  was  like  her  dancing,  like  her  beauty.  It  was 
charming,  and  not  to  be  defined, —  possessing  a  pure  and  son- 
orous quality,  something  ethereal  and  airy.  There  was  a  con- 
stant succession  of  bursts  of  melody,  of  unexpected  cadences, 
then  of  simple  phrases  mingled  with  shrill  sibilant  notes:  now 
runs  and  trills  which  would  have  baffled  a  nightingale,  but 
which  never  ceased  to  be  harmonious;  then  softly  undulating 
octaves  rising  and  falling  like  the  bosom  of  the  youthful 
singer. 

Her  fine  features  expressed  every  caprice  of  her  song 
with  singular  flexibility,  from  the  most  lawless  inspiration  to 
the  chastest  dignity.  At  one  instant  she  seemed  a  mad  woman, 
at  the  next  a  queen. 

The  words  which  she  sang  were  in  a  language  unknown  to 
Gringoire,  and  apparently  one  with  which  she  was  not  herself 
familiar,  so  little  connection  had  the  expression  which  she  lent 
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ICY  song  with  the  meaning  of  the  words.  Thus  these  four 
1  nes  in  her  mouth  became  wildly  gay : — 

"  Un  cofre  de  gran  riqueza 
Hallaron  dentro  un  pilar, 
Dentro  del,  nuevas  banderas 
Con  figuras  de  espantar." 

And  a  moment  later,  the  tone  in  which  she  uttered  the  words, — 

"  Alarabes  de  cavallo 
Sin  poderse  menear, 
Con  espadas,  y  los  cuellos, 
Ballestas  de  buen  echar." 

brought  the  tears  into  Gringoire's  eyes.  And  yet  her  song 
was  full  of  joy,  and  she  seemed  to  sing  like  a  bird,  from  sheer 
happiness  and  freedom  from  care. 

The  gipsy's  song  had  troubled  Gringoire's  reverie,  but  as 
the  swan  troubles  the  water.  He  listened  in  a  sort  of  ecstasy 
\/hich  rendered  him  oblivious  of  all  else.  It  was  the  first  in- 
stant, for  some  hours,  in  which  he  had  felt  no  pain. 

The  moment  was  brief. 

The  same  woman's  voice  which  had  cut  short  the  girl's  dance 
now  interrupted  her  song. 

"  Will  you  hold  your  tongue,  you  infernal  cricket  ?  "  she 
cried,  still  from  the  same  dark  corner  of  the  square. 

The  poor  "  cricket  "  stopped  short.  Gringoire  clapped  his 
hands  to  his  ears. 

"  Oh,"  he  exclaimed,  "  cursed  be  that  rusty  saw,  which 
breaks  the  lyre!" 

And  the  other  listeners  grumbled  with  him. 

"  Deuce  take  the  nun !  "  said  more  than  one.  And  the  in- 
visible old  marplot  might  have  had  reason  to  repent  of  her 
aggressions,  had  not  their  thoughts  been  diverted  at  that  very 
moment  by  the  procession  of  the  Lord  of  Misrule,  which,  hav- 
ing traversed  many  a  street  and  square,  now  appeared  in  the 
Greve  with  all  its  torches  and  all  its  noise. 

This  procession,  which  our  readers  saw  as  it  started  from 
the  Palace,  had  taken  shape  as  it  marched,  enlisting  all  the 
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available  vagabonds  and  scamps  and  idle  thieves  in  Paris;  so 
that  it  presented  quite  a  respectable  appearance  when  it 
reached  the  Greve. 

First  came  the  barn-stormers,1  the  chief  cackling  cove  2  at 
the  head,  on  horseback,  with  his  aids  on  foot,  holding  his 
stirrup  and  bridle.  Behind  walked  the  rest  of  the  barn-storm- 
ers, male  and  female,  with  their  little  ones  clamouring  on  their 
backs;  all,  men,  women,  and  children,  in  rags  and  tatters. 
Then  came  the  thieves'  brotherhood :  that  is,  all  the  robbers  in 
France,  ranged  according  to  their  degree,  the  least  expert 
coming  first.  Thus  they  filed  along  four  by  four,  armed  with 
the  various  insignia  of  their  degrees.  In  this  singular  fac- 
ulty, most  of  them  maimed,  some  halt,  some  with  but  one  arm, 
were  shoplifters,  mock  pilgrims,  tramps  who  pretended  to  have 
been  bitten  by  wolves,  dummy  chuckers,3  thimble-riggers,  sham 
Abrams4,  Jeremy  Diddlers,  sham  cripples,  mumpers,  pall- 
yards,5  show-fall  pitchers,6  rogues  pretending  to  have  been 
burned  out,  cadgers,  old  soldiers,  high-flyers,  swell  mobsmen, 
gonnofs,7  flash  coves, —  a  list  long  enough  to  weary  Homer 
himself.  In  the  centre  of  the  conclave  of  gonnofs  and  fl.'isli 
coves  might  dimly  be  distinguished  the  head  of  the  thieves' 
brotherhood,  the  "  Grand  Coere,"  or  king  of  rogues,  squatting 
in  a  small  cart,  drawn  by  two  big  dogs.  After  the  fraternity 
of  thieves  came  the  Empire  of  Galilee.8  Guillaume  Rousseau, 
Emperor  of  the  Galilees,9  marched  majestic  in  his  purple  robes 
stained  with  wine,  preceded  by  mountebanks  fighting  and  danc- 
ing Pyrrhic  dances,  surrounded  by  his  mace-bearers,  tools,  and 
the  clerks  of  the  Court  of  Exchequer.  Last  came  the  basoche 
(the  corporation  of  lawyers'  clerks),  with  their  sheaves  of 
maize  crowned  with  flowers,  their  black  gowns,  their  music 
worthy  of  a  Witches'  Sabbath,  and  their  huge  yellow  wax 
candles.  In  the  midst  of  this  throng  the  high  officials  of  the 
fraternity  of  fools  bore  upon  their  shoulders  a  barrow  more 

1  Strolling  actors.  6  Passer  of  counterfeit  coin. 

2  Ranter.  7  Arch  thieves. 
a  Mock  epileptics.                                                  8  Gamblers. 

4  Men  who  went  naked,  feigning  insanity.    9  Card-sharpers. 
5  Men  with  counterfeit  sores. 
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heavily  laden  with  tapers  than  the  shrine  of  St.  Genevieve  in 
time  of  plague;  and*  upon  this  barrow  rode  resplendent,  with 
c  rosic-r,  cope,  and  mitre,  the  new  Lord  of  Misrule,  the  bell- 
ringer  of  Not  re-Dame,  Quasimodo  the  Humpback. 

Each  division  of  this  grotesque  procession  had  its  own 
peculiar  music.  The  barn-stormers  drew  discordant  notes 
from  their  balafos  and  their  African  tabours.  The  thieves, 
a  far  from  musical  race,  were  still  using  the  viol,  the  cow- 
herd's horn,  and  the  quaint  rubeb  of  the  twelfth  century.  Nor 
was  the  Empire  of  Galilee  much  more  advanced;  their  music 
was  almost  wholly  confined  to  some  wretched  rebec  dating  back 
to  the  infancy  of  the  art,  still  imprisoned  within  the  re-la-mi. 
But  it  was  upon  the  Lord  of  Misrule  that  all  the  musical  riches 
of  the  period  were  lavished  in  one  magnificent  cacophony. 
There  were  treble  rebecs,  counter-tenor  rebecs,  tenor  rebecs, 
to  say  nothing  of  flutes  and  brass  instruments.  Alas !  our 
readers  may  remember  that  this  was  Gringoire's  orchestra. 

It  is  difficult  to  convey  any  idea  of  the  degree  of  proud  and 
sanctimonious  rapture  which  Quasimodo's  hideous  and  painful 
face  had  assumed  during  the  journey  from  the  Palace  to  the 
Greve.  This  was  the  first  thrill  of  vanity  which  he  had  ever 
felt.  Hitherto  he  had  known  nothing  but  humiliation,  dis- 
dain of  his  estate,  and  disgust  for  his  person.  Therefore, 
deaf  as  he  was,  he  enjoyed,  like  any  genuine  pope,  the  plaudith 
of  that  mob  which  he  had  hated  because  he  felt  that  it  hateo 
htm.  What  mattered  it  to  him  that  his  subjects  were  a  col- 
lection of  fools,  cripples,  thieves,  and  beggars!  They  were 
still  subjects  and  he  a  sovereign!  And  he  took  seriously  all 
the  mock  applause,  all  the  satirical  respect  with  which,  it  must 
be  confessed,  there  was  a  slight  mixture  of  very  real  fear  in 
the  hearts  of  the  throng.  For  the  humped  back  was  strong ; 
for  the  bandy  legs  were  nimble ;  for  the  deaf  ears  were  mali- 
cious, — three  qualities  which  tempered  the  ridicule. 

Moreover,  we  are  far  from  fancying  that  the  new  Lord  of 
Misrule  realized  clearly  either  his  own  feelings  or  those  which 
he  inspired.  The  spirit  lodged  in  that  imperfect  body  was 
necessarily  something  dull  and  incomplete.  Therefore  what 
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he  felt  at  this  instant  was  absolutely  vague,  indistinct,  and 
confused  to  him.  Joy  only  pierced  the  cloud ;  pride  prevailed. 
The  sombre  and  unhappy  face  was  radiant. 

It  was  not  therefore  without  surprise  and  fright  that,  at 
the  moment  when  Quasimodo  in  this  semi-intoxication  passed 
triumphantly  before  the  Pillar  House,  the  spectators  saw  a 
man  dart  from  the  crowd  and  snatch  from  his  hands,  with  a 
gesture  of  rage,  his  gilded  crosier,  the  badge  of  his  mock 
papacy. 

This  man,  this  rash  fellow,  was  no  other  than  the  bald- 
headed  character  who,  the  instant  before,  mingling  with  the 
group  about  the  gipsy  girl,  had  chilled  her  blood  with  his 
words  of  menace  and  hatred.  He  was  clad  now  in  ecclesiasti- 
cal garb.  Just  as  he  stepped  forward  from  the  crowd,  Grin- 
goire,  who  had  not  noticed  him  until  then,  recognized  him. 
"  Why !  "  said  he  with  an  exclamation  of  amazement,  "  it  is 
my  master  in  Hermes,  Don  Claude  Frollo,  the  archdeacon ! 
What  the  devil  does  he  want  with  that  ugly  one-eyed  man? 
He'll  be  swallowed  up  alive !  " 

Indeed,  a  cry  of  terror  rose.  The  terrible  Quasimodo  flung 
himself  headlong  from  his  barrow,  and  the  women  turned 
away  their  eyes  that  they  might  not  see  the  archdeacon  rent 
limb  from  limb. 

He  made  but  one  bound  towards  the  priest,  gazed  at  him, 
and  fell  on  his  knees. 

The  priest  tore  from  him  his  tiara,  broke  his  crosier  and 
rent  his  tinsel  cope. 

Quasimodo  still  knelt,  with  bowed  head  and  clasped  hands. 

Then  followed  between  them  a  strange  dialogue  in  signs 
and  gestures,  for  neither  spoke, —  the  priest,  erect,  angry, 
threatening,  imperious;  Quasimodo,  prostrate,  humble,  sup- 
pliant. And  yet  it  is  very  certain  that  Quasimodo  could  have 
crushed  the  priest  with  his  thumb. 

At  last  the  archdeacon,  rudely  shaking  Quasimodo's  pow- 
erful shoulder,  signed  to  him  to  rise  and  follow. 

Quasimodo  rose. 

Then    the    fraternity    of    fools,    their    first    stupor    over, 
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strove  to  defend  their  pope,  so  abruptly  dethroned.  The 
thieves,  the  Galilees,  and  all  the  lawyers'  clerks  yelped  about 
the  priest. 

Quasimodo  placed  himself  before  the  priest,  put  the  mus- 
cles of  his  fists  in  play,  and  glared  at  his  assailants,  gnashing 
his  teeth  like  an  enraged  bear. 

The  priest  resumed  his  wonted  sombre  gravity,  beckoned  to 
Quasimodo,  and  withdrew  silently. 

Quasimodo  walked  before  him,  scattering  the  crowd  as  he 
passed. 

When  they  had  made  their  way  through  the  people  and  the 
square,  a  swarm  of  curious  idlers  attempted  to  follow  them. 
Quasimodo  then  took  up  the  position  of  rearguard,  and  fol- 
lowed the  archdeacon  backwards,  short,  thickset,  crabbed,  mon- 
strous, bristling,  gathering  himself  together,  licking  his  tusks, 
growling  like  a  wild  beast,  and  driving  the  crowd  before  him 
in  waves,  with  a  gesture  or  a  look. 

They  vanished  down  a  dark,  narrow  street,  where  none 
dared  venture  after  them ;  so  effectually  did  the  mere  image  of 
Quasimodo  grinding  his  teeth  bar  the  way, 

"  Strange  enough ! "  said  Gringoire ;  "  but  where  the  deuce 
am  I  to  find  supper?  " 


CHAPTER  IV 

THE  INCONVENIENCES  OF  FOLLOWING  A  PRETTY  WOMAN  IN  THE 
STREET   AT    NIGHT 

GRINGOIRE  determined  to  follow  the  gipsy  girl  at  any 
risk.     He  had  seen  her  go  down  the  Rue  de  la  Coutel- 
Icrie  with  her  goat;  he  therefore  went  down  the  Rue  de  la 
Coutellerie. 

"Why  not?"  said  he  to  himself. 

Gringoire,  being  a  practical  philosopher  of  the  streets  of 
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Paris,  had  observed  that  nothing  is  more  favourable  to  reverie 
than  the  pursuit  of  a  pretty  woman  when  you  don't  know 
where  she  is  going.  In  this  voluntary  surrender  of  your  own 
free  will,  this  caprice  yielding  to  another  caprice,  all  uncon- 
scious of  submission,  there  is  a  mixture  of  odd  independence 
and  blind  obedience,  a  certain  happy  medium  between  slavery 
and  liberty,  which  pleased  Gringoire,  a  mind  essentially  mixed, 
undetermined,  and  complex,  carrying  everything  to  extremes, 
forever  wavering  betwixt  all  human  propensities,  and  neutral- 
izing them  the  one  by  the  other.  He  frequently  compared 
himself  to  Mahomet's  tomb,  attracted  in  opposite  directions  by 
two  loadstones,  and  perpetually  trembling  between  top  and 
bottom,  between  the  ceiling  and  the  pavement,  between  descent 
and  ascent,  between  the  zenith  and  the  nadir. 

If  Gringoire  were  living  now,  what  a  golden  mean  he  would 
observe  between  the  classic  and  romantic  schools ! 

But  he  was  not  sufficiently  primitive  to  live  three  hundred 
years,  and  't  is  a  pity.  His  absence  leaves  a  void  but  too 
deeply  felt  to-day. 

However,  nothing  puts  a  man  in  a  better  mood  for  following 
people  in  the  street  (especially  when  they  happen  to  be 
women),  a  thing  Gringoire  was  always  ready  to  do,  than  not 
knowing  where  he  is  to  sleep. 

He  accordingly  walked  thoughtfully  along  behind  the  young 
girl,  who  quickened  her  pace  and  urged  on  her  pretty  goat,  as 
she  saw  the  townspeople  were  all  going  home,  and  the  taverns 
—  the  only  shops  open  upon  this  general  holiday  —  were 
closing. 

"  After  all,"  thought  he,  "  she  must  have  a  lodging  some- 
where ;  gipsies  are  generous.  Who  knows  — " 

And  there  were  some  very  pleasant  ideas  interwoven  with  the 
points  of  suspension  that  followed  this  mental  reticence. 

Still,  from  time  to  time,  as  he  passed  the  last  belated  groups 
of  citizens  shutting  their  doors,  he  caught  fragments  of  their 
talk,  which  broke  the  chain  of  his  bright  hypotheses. 

Now,  it  was  two  old  men  chatting  together. 

"  Master  Thibaut  Fernicle,  do  you  know  it  is  cold?  " 
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(Gringoire  had  known  this  since  the  winter  first  set  in.) 

"  Yes,  indeed,  Master  Boniface  Disome !  Are  we  going  to 
have  another  winter  like  the  one  we  had  three  years  ago,  in 
'80,  when  wood  cost  eight  pence  the  measure  ?  " 

"  Bah !  that's  nothing,  Master  Thibaut,  to  the  winter  of 
1407,  when  it  froze  from  St.  Martin's  Day  to  Candlemas,  and 
with  such  fury  that  the  parliamentary  registrar's  pen  froze, 
in  the  Great  Chamber,  between  every  three  words,  which  was  a 
vast  impediment  to  the  registration  of  justice!  " 

Farther  on,  two  neighbour  women  gossiped  at  their  win- 
dows ;  the  candles  in  their  hands  flickered  faintly  through  the 
fog. 

"  Did  3'our  husband  tell  you  of  the  accident,  Mademoiselle 
la  Boudraque?  " 

"  No.     What  was  it,  Mademoiselle  Turquant?  " 

"  The  horse  of  M.  Gilles  Godin,  the  notary  from  the 
Chatelet,  took  fright  at  the  Flemish  and  their  procession,  and 
knocked  down  Master  Philippot  Avrillot,  lay  brother  of  the 
Celestines." 

"Is  that  really  so?" 

"  Indeed  it  is." 

"  And  such  a  plebeian  animal !  It's  a  little  too  much.  If 
it  had  only  been  a  cavalry  horse,  it  would  not  be  so  bad ! " 

And  the  windows  were  closed.  But  Gringoire  had  already 
lost  the  thread  of  his  ideas. 

Luckily,  he  soon  recovered  and  readily  resumed  it,  thanks 
to  the  gipsy  girl,  thanks  to  Djali,  who  still  went  before  him, — 
two  slender,  delicate,  charming  creatures,  whose  tiny  feet, 
pretty  forms,  and  graceful  manners  he  admired,  almost  con- 
founding them  in  his  contemplation;  thinking  them  both 
young  girls  from  their  intelligence  and  close  friendship;  con- 
sidering them  both  goats  from  the  lightness,  agility,  and 
grace  of  their  step. 

But  the  streets  grew  darker  and  more  deserted  every  instant. 
The  curfew  had  long  since  sounded,  and  it  was  only  at  rare 
intervals  that  a  passenger  was  seen  upon  the  pavement  or  a 
light  in  any  window.  Gringoire  had  involved  himself,  by  fol- 
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lowing  in  the  footsteps  of  the  gipsy,  in  that  inextricable 
labyrinth  of  lanes,  cross-streets,  and  blind  alleys,  which 
encircles  the  ancient  sepulchre  of  the  Holy  Innocents,  and 
which  is  much  like  a  skein  of  thread  tangled  by  a  playful 
kitten. 

"  Here  are  streets  with  but  little  logic ! "  said  Gringoirc, 
lost  in  the  myriad  windings  which  led  back  incessantly  to  their 
original  starting-point,  but  amid  which  the  damsel  pursued  a 
path  with  which  she  seemed  very  familiar,  never  hesitating,  and 
walking  more  and  more  swiftly.  As  for  him,  he  would  not 
have  had  the  least  idea  where  he  was,  if  he  had  not  caught  a 
glimpse,  at  the  corner  of  a  street,  of  the  octagonal  mass  of  the 
pillory  of  the  Markets,  whose  pierced  top  stood  out  in  sharp, 
dark  outlines  against  a  window  still  lighted  in  the  Rue 
Verdelet. 

A  few  moments  before,  he  had  attracted  the  young  girl's 
attention;  she  had  several  times  turned  her  head  anxiously  to- 
wards him ;  once  she  had  even  stopped  short,  and  taken  advan- 
tage of  a  ray  of  light  which  escaped  from  a  half-open  bake- 
shop,  to  study  him  earnestly  from  head  to  foot;  then,  having 
cast  that  glance,  Gringoire  saw  her  make  the  little  grimace 
which  he  had  already  noted,  and  then  she  passed  on. 

It  gave  Gringoire  food  for  thought.  There  was  certainly 
a  leaven  of  scorn  and  mockery  in  that  dainty  grimace.  He 
therefore  began  to  hang  his  head,  to  count  the  paving-stones, 
and  to  follow  the  young  girl  at  a  somewhat  greater  distance, 
when  at  the  turn  of  a  street  which  hid  her  from  his  sight,  he 
heard  her  utter  a  piercing  scream. 

He  hastened  on. 

The  street  was  full  of  dark  shadows.  Still,  a  bit  of  tow 
soaked  in  oil,  which  burned  in  an  iron  cage  at  the  foot  of  the 
image  of  the  Holy  Virgin  at  the  street  corner  enabled  Grin- 
goire to  see  the  gipsy  girl  struggling  in  the  arms  of  two  men 
who  were  trying  to  stifle  her  cries.  The  poor  little  goat,  in 
great  alarm,  lowered  its  horns  and  bleated  piteously. 

"  This  way,  gentlemen  of  the  watch !  "  shouted  Gringoire ; 
and  he  rushed  boldly  forward.  One  of  the  men  who  held  the 
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girl  turned  towards  him.  It  was  the  formidable  figure  of 
Quasimodo. 

Gringoire  did  not  take  flight,  but  neither  did  he  advance 
another  step. 

Quasimodo  approached  him,  flung  him  four  paces  away 
upon  the  pavement  with  a  single  back  stroke,  and  plunged 
rapidly  into  the  darkness,  bearing  the  girl,  thrown  over  one 
arm  like  a  silken  scarf.  His  companion  followed  him,  and  the 
poor  goat  ran  behind,  with  its  plaintive  bleat. 

"  Murder !  murder !  "  shrieked  the  unfortunate  gipsy. 

"  Halt,  wretches,  and  let  that  wench  go !  "  abruptly  ex- 
claimed, in  a  voice  of  thunder,  a  horseman  who  appeared  sud- 
denly from  the  next  cross-street. 

It  was  a  captain  of  the  king's  archers,  armed  from  head  to 
foot,  and  broadsword  in  hand. 

He  tore  the  gipsy  girl  from  the  arms  of  the  astounded 
Quasimodo,  laid  her  across  his  saddle,  and  just  as  the  redoubt- 
able humpback,  recovering  from  his  surprise,  rushed  upon  him 
to  get  back  his  prey,  some  fifteen  or  sixteen  archers,  who  were 
close  behind  their  captain,  appeared,  two-edged  swords  in  hand. 
They  were  a  squadron  of  the  royal  troops  going  on  duty  as 
extra  watchmen,  by  order  of  Master  Robert  d'Estouteville, 
provost's  warden  of  Paris. 

Quasimodo  was  surrounded,  siezed,  garotted.  He  roared, 
he-  foamed  at  the  mouth,  he  bit ;  and  had  it  been  daylight,  no 
doubt  his  face  alone,  made  yet  more  hideous  by  rage,  would 
have  routed  the  whole  squadron.  But  by  night  he  was 
stripped  of  his  most  tremendous  weapon, —  his  ugliness. 

His  companion  had  disappeared  during  the  struggle. 

The  gipsy  girl  sat  gracefully  erect  upon  the  officer's  saddle, 
placing  both  hands  upon  the  young  man's  shoulders,  and  gaz- 
ing fixedly  at  him  for  some  seconds,  as  if  charmed  by  his 
beauty  and  the  timely  help  which  he  had  just  rendered 
her. 

Then  breaking  the  silence,  she  said,  her  sweet  voice  sound- 
ing even  sweeter  than  usual: 

"  What  is  your  name,  Mr.  Officer?  " 
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"  Captain  Phoebus  de  Chateaupers,  at  your  service,  my 
pretty  maid !  "  replied  the  officer,  drawing  himself  up. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  she. 

And  while  Captain  Phoebus  twirled  his  moustache,  cut  in 
Burgundian  fashion,  she  slipped  from  the  horse  like  an  arrow 
falling  to  the  earth,  and  fled. 

A  flash  of  lightning  could  not  have  vanished  more  swiftly. 

"  By  the  Pope's  head !  "  said  the  captain,  ordering  Qua- 
simodo's bonds  to  be  tightened,  "  I  had  rather  have  kept  the 
wench." 

"  What  would  you  have,  Captain  ?  "  said  one  of  his  men ; 
"  the  bird  has  flown,  the  bat  remains." 


CHAPTER  V 

THE    BEST    OF    THE    INCONVENIENCES 

/^IRINGOIRE,  still  dizzy  from  his  fall,  lay  stretched  on 
vJf  the  pavement  before  the  figure  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
at  the  corner  of  the  street.  Little  by  little  he  regained  his 
senses ;  at  first  he  was  for  some  moments  floating  in  a  sort  of 
half-drowsy  reverie  which  was  far  from  unpleasant,  in  which 
the  airy  figures  of  the  gipsy  and  her  goat  were  blended  with 
the  weight  of  Quasimodo's  fist.  This  state  of  things  did  not 
last  long.  A  somewhat  sharp  sensation  of  cold  on  that  part 
of  his  body  in  contact  with  the  pavement  roused  him  com- 
pletely, and  brought  his  mind  back  to  realities  once  more. 

"Why  do  I  feel  so  cold?"  said  he,  abruptly.  He  then 
discovered  that  he  was  lying  in  the  middle  of  the  gutter. 

"  Deuce  take  the  humpbacked  Cyclop !  "  he  muttered ;  and 
he  tried  to  rise.  But  he  was  too  (tezzyand  too  much  bruised ; 
he  was  forced  to  remain  where  he  was.  However,  his  hand  was 
free ;  he  stopped  his  nose  and  resigned  himself  to  his  fate. 
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"  The  mud  of  Paris,"  thought  he  ( for  he  felt  very  sure 
that  the  gutter  must  be  his  lodging  for  the  night, 

"And  what  should  we  do  in  a  lodging  if  we  do  not  think?" 

"  the  mud  of  Paris  is  particularly  foul ;  it  must  contain  a  vast 
amount  of  volatile  and  nitrous  salts.  Moreover,  such  is  the 
opinion  of  Master  Nicolas  Flamel  and  of  the  Hermetics  — " 

The  word  "  Hermetics "  suddenly  reminded  him  of  the 
archdeacon,  Claude  Frollo.  He  recalled  the  violent  scene 
which  he  had  just  witnessed, —  how  the  gipsy  struggled  with 
two  men,  how  Quasimodo  had  a  companion;  and  the  morose 
and  haughty  face  of  the  archdeacon  passed  confusedly  through 
his  mind.  "  That  would  be  strange !  "  he  thought.  And  he 
began  to  erect,  upon  these  data  and  this  basis,  the  fantastic 
edifice  of  hypothesis,  that  card-house  of  philosophers;  then 
suddenly  returning  once  more  to  reality,  "  But  there !  I  am 
freezing !  "  he  exclaimed. 

The  situation  was  in  fact  becoming  more  and  more  unbear- 
able. Every  drop  of  water  in  the  gutter  took  a  particle  of 
heat  from  Gringoire's  loins,  and  the  temperature  of  his  body 
and  the  temperature  of  the  gutter  began  to  balance  each  other 
in  a  very  disagreeable  fashion. 

An  annoyance  of  quite  another  kind  all  at  once  beset  him. 

A  band  of  children,  those  little  barefoot  savages  who  have 
haunted  the  streets  of  Paris  in  all  ages  under  the  generic 
name  of  "  gamins,"  and  who,  when  we  too  were  children,  threw 
stones  at  us  every  day  as  we  hastened  home  from  school  be- 
cause our  trousers  were  destitute  of  holes, —  a  swarm  of  these 
young  scamps  ran  towards  the  cross-roads  where  Gringoire 
laj-,  with  shouts  and  laughter  which  seemed  to  show  but  little 
regard  for  their  neighbour's  sleep.  They  dragged  after  them 
a  shapeless  sack,  and  the  mere  clatter  of  their  wooden  shoes 
would  have  been  enough  to  rouse  the  dead.  Gringoire,  who 
was  not  quite  lifeless  yet,  rose  to  a  sitting  position. 

u  Hollo,  Hennequin  Dandeche !  Hollo  there,  Jehan-Pince- 
bourde!"  they  bawled  at  the  top  of  their  voices;  "old  Eus- 
tache  Moubon,  the  junk-man  at  the  corner,  has  just  died;  we've 
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got  his  mattress ;  we're  going  to  build  a  bonfire.  This  is  the 
Flemings'  day !  " 

And  lo,  they  flung  the  mattress  directly  upon  Gringoire, 
near  whom  they  stood  without  seeing  him.  At  the  same  time 
one  of  them  snatched  up  a  wisp  of  straw  which  he  lighted  at 
the  good  Virgin's  lamp. 

"  Christ's  body ! "  groaned  Gringoire,  "  am  I  going  to  be 
too  hot  next?" 

It  was  a  critical  moment.  He  would  soon  be  caught  be- 
twixt fire  and  water.  He  made  a  supernatural  effort, — such 
an  effort  as  a  coiner  of  false  money  might  make  when  about 
to  be  boiled  alive  and  struggling  to  escape.  He  rose  to  his 
feet,  hurled  the  mattress  back  upon  the  little  rascals,  and  fled. 

"  Holy  Virgin! "  screamed  the  boys;  "  the  junk-dealer  has 
returned!" 

And  they  too  took  to  their  heels. 

The  mattress  was  left  mistress  of  the  battlefield.  Belleforet, 
Father  le  Juge,  and  Corrozet  affirm  that  it  was  picked  up  next 
day  with  great  pomp  by  the  clergy  of  the  quarter,  and  placed 
in  the  treasury  of  the  Church  of  the  Holy  Opportunity,  where 
the  sacristan  earned  a  handsome  income  until  1789  by  his 
tales  of  the  wonderful  miracle  performed  by  the  statue  of  the 
Virgin  at  the  corner  of  the  Rue  Mauconseil,  which  had  by  its 
mere  presence,  on  the  memorable  night  of  Jan.  6,  1482,  exor- 
cised the  spirit  of  the  defunct  Eustache  Moubon,  who,  to  out- 
wit the  devil,  had,  in  dying,  maliciously  hidden  his  soul  in  his 
mattress. 


CHAPTER  VI 

THE  BROKEN  JUG 


AFTER  running  for  some  time  as  fast  as  his  legs  would 
carry  him,  without  knowing  whither,  plunging  headlong 
around  many  a  street  corner,  striding  over  many  a  gutter, 
traversing  many  a  lane  and  blind  alley,  seeking  to  find  escape 
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and  passage  through  all  the  windings  of  the  old  streets  about 
the  markets,  exploring  in  his  panic  fear  what  the  elegant  Latin 
of  the  charters  calls  tota  via,  cheminum  et  viaria,  our  poet 
came  to  a  sudden  stop,  partly  from  lack  of  breath,  and  partly 
because  he  was  collared  as  it  were  by  a  dilemma  which  had  just 
dawned  upon  his  mind.  "  It  strikes  me,  Pierre  Gringoire," 
said  he  to  himself,  laying  his  finger  to  his  forehead,  "  that  you 
are  running  as  if  you  had  lost  your  wits.  Those  little  scamps 
were  quite  as  much  afraid  of  you  as  you  were  of  them.  It 
strikes  me,  I  tell  you,  that  you  heard  the  clatter  of  their 
wooden  shoes  as  they  fled  to  the  south,  while  you  took  refuge 
to  the  north.  Now,  one  of  two  things :  either  they  ran  away, 
and  then  the  mattress,  which  they  must  have  forgotten  in 
their  fright,  is  just  the  hospitable  bed  which  you  have  been 
running  after  since  morning,  and  which  Our  Lady  miracu- 
lously sends  you  to  reward  you  for  writing  a  morality  in  her 
honour,  accompanied  by  triumphal  processions  and  mummer- 
ies ;  or  else  the  boys  did  not  run  away,  and  in  that  case  they 
have  set  fire  to  the  mattress;  and  there  you  have  just  exactly 
the  good  fire  that  you  need  to  cheer,  warm,  and  dry  you.  In 
either  case,  whether  as  a  good  fire  or  a  good  bed,  the  mattress 
is  a  gift  from  Heaven.  The  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  at  the  cor- 
ner of  the  Rue  Mauconseil,  may  have  killed  Eustache  Moubon 
for  this  very  purpose ;  and  it  is  sheer  madness  in  you  to  betake 
yourself  to  such  frantic  flight,  like  a  Picard  running  before  a 
Frenchman,  leaving  behind  what  you  are  seeking  before  you ; 
and  you  are  a  fool !  " 

Then  he  retraced  his  steps,  and  fumbling  and  ferreting  his 
way,  snuffing  the  breeze,  and  his  ear  on  the  alert,  he  strove  to 
find  the  blessed  mattress  once  more,  but  in  vain.  He  saw 
nothing  but  intersecting  houses,  blind  alleys,  and  crossings,  in 
the  midst  of  which  he  doubted  and  hesitated  continually,  more 
hindered  and  more  closely  entangled  in  this  confusion  of  dark 
lares  than  he  would  have  been  in  the  very  labyrinth  of  the 
Hotel  des  Tournelles.  At  last  he  lost  patience,  and  exclaimed 
solemnly :  "  Curse  all  these  crossings !  The  devil  himself 
must  have  made  them  in  the  likeness  of  his  pitchfork." 
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This  outburst  comforted  him  somewhat,  and  a  sort  of  red- 
dish reflection  which  he  observed  at  this  instant  at  the  end  of 
a  long,  narrow  lane,  quite  restored  his  wonted  spirits. 
"  Heaven  be  praised !  "  said  he ;  "  yonder  it  is !  There's  my 
mattress  burning  briskly."  And  comparing  himself  to  the 
boatman  foundering  by  night,  he  added  piously :  "  Salve, 
salve,  mar  is  stella!  " 

Did  he  address  this  fragment  of  a  litany  to  the  Holy 
Virgin,  or  to  the  mattress?  That  we  are  wholly  unable  to 
say. 

He  had  taken  but  a  few  steps  down  the  long  lane,  which 
was  steep,  unpaved,  and  more  and  more  muddy  and  sloping, 
when  he  remarked  a  very  strange  fact.  It  was  not  empty : 
here  and  there,  along  its  length,  crawled  certain  vague  and 
shapeless  masses,  all  proceeding  towards  the  light  which  flick- 
ered at  the  end  of  the  street,  like  those  clumsy  insects  which 
creep  at  night  from  one  blade  of  grass  to  another  towards  a 
shepherd's  fire. 

Nothing  makes  a  man  bolder  than  the  sense  of  an  empty 
pocket.  Gringoire  continued  to  advance,  and  had  soon  over- 
took that  larva  which  dragged  itself  most  lazily  along  behind 
the  others.  As  he  approached,  he  saw  that  it  was  nothing  but 
a  miserable  cripple  without  any  legs,  strapped  into  a  bowl, 
and  hopping  along  as  best  he  might  on  his  hands,  like  a 
wounded  spider  which  has  but  two  legs  left.  Just  as  he 
passed  this  kind  of  human  insect,  it  uttered  a  piteous  appeal  to 
him :  "  La  buona  mancia,  signor!  la  buona  mancia!  " 

"  Devil  fly  away  with  you,"  said  Gringoire,  "  and  with  me 
too,  if  I  know  what  you're  talking  about !  " 

And  he  passed  on. 

He  came  up  with  another  of  these  perambulating  masses, 
and  examined  it.  It  was  another  cripple,  both  lame  and  one- 
armed,  and  so  lame  and  so  armless  that  the  complicated  sys- 
tem of  crutches  and  wooden  limbs  which  supported  him  made 
him  look  like  a  mason's  scaffolding  walking  off  by  itself. 
Gringoire,  who  loved  stately  and  classic  similes,  compared  the 
fellow,  in  fancy,  to  Vulcan's  living  tripod. 
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The  living  tripod  greeted  him  as  he  passed,  by  holding  his 
hat  at  the  level  of  Gringoire's  chin,  as  if  it  had  been  a  barber's 
basin,  and  shouting  in  his  ears:  "  Senor  caballero,  para  com- 
prar  un  pedaso  de  pan!  " 

"  It  seems,"  said  Gringoire,  "  that  he  talks  too ;  but  it's  an 
ugly  language,  and  he  is  better  off  than  I  am  if  he  under- 
stands it." 

Then,  clapping  his  hand  to  his  head  with  a  sudden  change 
of  idea :  "  By  the  way,  what  the  devil  did  they  mean  this 
morning  by  their  '  Esmeralda  '  ?  " 

He  tried  to  quicken  his  pace;  but  for  the  third  time  some- 
thing blocked  the  way.  This  something,  or  rather  this  some 
one,  was  a  blind  man,  a  little  blind  man,  with  a  bearded  Jewish 
face,  who,  feeling  about  him  with  a  stick,  and  towed  by  a  big 
dog,  snuffled  out  to  him  with  a  Hungarian  accent :  "  Facitote 
caritatem!  " 

"  That's  right !  "  said  Pierre  Gringoire ;  "  here's  one  at  last 
who  speaks  a  Christian  tongue.  I  must  have  a  very  charitable 
air  to  make  all  these  creatures  come  to  me  for  alms  when  my 
purse  is  so  lean.  My  friend  [and  he  turned  to  the  blind  man], 
I  sold  my  last  shirt  last  week ;  that  is  to  say,  since  you  under- 
stand the  language  of  Cicero,  *  Vendidi  hebdomade  nuper  tran- 
sit a  meam  ultimam  chemlsam! ' 

So  saying,  he  turned  his  back  on  the  blind  man  and  went  his 
way.  But  the  blind  man  began  to  mend  his  steps  at  the  same 
time;  and  lo  and  behold!  the  cripple  and  the  man  bound  into 
the  bowl  hurried  along  after  them  with  a  great  clatter  of  bowl 
and  crutches  over  the  pavement. 

Then  all  three,  tumbling  over  each  other  in  their  haste  at 
the  heels  of  poor  Gringoire,  began  to  sing  their  several 
songs : — 

"  Caritatem!  "  sang  the  blind  man. 

"  La  buona  mancia!  "  sang  the  man  in  the  bowl. 

And  the  lame  man  took  up  the  phrase  with,  "  Un  pedaso  de 
pan!" 

Gringoire  stopped  his  ears,  exclaiming,  "  Oh,  tower  of 
Babel!" 


78  NOTRE-DAME 

He  began  to  run.  The  blind  man  ran.  The  lame  man  ran. 
The  man  in  the  bowl  ran. 

And  then,  the  farther  he  went  down  the  street,  the  more 
thickly  did  cripples,  blind  men,  and  legless  men  swarm  around 
him,  with  armless  men,  one-eyed  men,  and  lepers  with  their 
sores,  some  coming  out  of  houses,  some  from  adjacent  streets, 
some  from  cellar-holes,  howling,  yelling,  bellowing,  all  hob- 
bling and  limping,  rushing  towards  the  light,  and  wallowing 
in  the  mire  like  slugs  after  a  shower. 

Gringoire,  still  followed  by  his  three  persecutors  and  not 
knowing  what  would  happen  next,  walked  timidly  through  the 
rest,  going  around  the  lame,  striding  over  the  cripples,  his  feet 
entangled  in  this  ant-hill  of  deformity  and  disease,  like  that 
English  captain  caught  fast  by  an  army  of  land-crabs. 

He  thought  of  retracing  his  steps ;  but  it  was  too  late.  The 
entire  legion  had  closed  up  behind  him,  and  his  three  beggars 
pressed  him  close.  He  therefore  went  on,  driven  alike  by  this 
irresistible  stream,  by  fear,  and  by  a  dizzy  feeling  which  made 
all  this  seem  a  horrible  dream. 

At  last  he  readied  the  end  of  the  street.  It  opened  into  a 
vast  square,  where  a  myriad  scattered  lights  twinkled  through 
the  dim  fog  of  night.  Gringoire  hurried  forward,  hoping  by 
the  swiftness  of  his  legs  to  escape  the  three  infirm  spectres 
who  had  fastened  themselves  upon  him. 

"  Onde  vas,  hombre?  "  cried  the  lame  man,  throwing  away 
his  crutches,  and  running  after  him  with  the  best  pair  of  legs 
that  ever  measured  a  geometric  pace  upon  the  pavements  of 
Paris. 

Then  the  man  in  the  bowl,  erect  upon  his  feet,  clapped  his 
heavy  iron-bound  bowl  upon  Gringoire's  head,  and  the  blind 
man  glared  at  him  with  flaming  eyes. 

"  Where  am  I  ?  "  asked  the  terrified  poet. 

"  In  the  Court  of  Miracles,"  replied  a  fourth  spectre,  who 
had  just  accosted  them. 

"  By  my  soul !  "  replied  Gringoire ;  "I  do  indeed  behold 
blind  men  seeing  and  lame  men  running;  but  where  is  the 
Saviour?" 
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They  answered  with  an  evil  burst  of  laughter. 
The  poor  poet  glanced  around  him.  He  was  indeed  in  that 
fearful  Court  of  Miracles,  which  no  honest  man  had  ever 
entered  at  such  an  hour;  the  magic  circle  within  whose  lines 
the  officers  of  the  Chatelet,  and  the  provost's  men  who  ventured 
to  penetrate  it,  disappeared  in  morsels;  a  city  of  thieves,  a 
hideous  wart  upon  the  face  of  Paris ;  the  sewer  whence  es- 
caped each  morning,  returning  to  stagnate  at  night,  that 
rivulet  of  vice,  mendicity,  and  vagrancy,  perpetually  over- 
flowing the  streets  of  every  great  capital;  a  monstrous  hive, 
receiving  nightly  all  the  drones  of  the  social  order  with  their 
booty;  the  lying  hospital,  where  the  gipsy,  the  unfrocked 
monk,  the  ruined  scholar,  the  scapegrace  of  every  nation, 
Spanish,  Italian,  and  German,  and  of  every  creed,  Jew,  Chris- 
tian, Mohametan,  and  idolater,  covered  with  painted  sores, 
beggars  by  day,  were  transformed  into  robbers  by  night, — 
in  short,  a  huge  cloak-room,  used  at  this  period  for  the  dress- 
ing and  undressing  of  all  the  actors  in  the  everlasting  comedy 
enacted  in  the  streets  of  Paris  by  theft,  prostitution,  and 
murder. 

It  was  a  vast  square,  irregular  and  ill-paved,  like  every 
other  square  in  Paris  at  that  time.  Fires,  around  which 
swarmed  strange  groups,  gleamed  here  and  there.  People 
came  and  went,  and  shouted  and  screamed.  There  was  a 
/sound  of  shrill  laughter,  of  the  wailing  of  children  and  the 
voices  of  women.  The  hands,  the  heads  of  this  multitude, 
black  against  the  luminous  background,  made  a  thousand  un- 
couth gestures.  At  times,  a  dog  which  looked  like  a  man, 
or  a  man  who  looked  like  a  dog,  passed  over  the  space  of 
ground  lit  up  by  the  flames,  blended  with  huge  and  shapeless 
shadows.  The  limits  of  race  and  species  seemed  to  fade  away 
in  this  city  as  in  some  pandemonium.  Men,  women,  beasts, 
age,  sex,  health,  disease,  all  seemed  to  be  in  common  among 
these  people;  all  was  blended,  mingled,  confounded,  superim- 
posed; each  partook  of  all. 

The  feeble  flickering  light  of  the  fires  enabled  Gringoire  to 
distinguish,  in  spite  of  his  alarm,  all  around  the  vast  square 
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a  hideous  framing  of  ancient  houses  whose  worm-eaten,  worn, 
misshapen  fronts,  each  pierced  by  one  or  two  lighted  garret 
windows,  looked  to  him  in  the  darkness  like  the  huge  heads 
of  old  women  ranged  in  a  circle,  monstrous  and  malign,  watch- 
ing and  winking  at  the  infernal  revels. 

It  was  like  a  new  world,  unknown,  unheard  of,  deformed, 
creeping,  swarming,  fantastic. 

Gringoire,  more  and  more  affrighted,  caught  by  the  three 
beggars,  as  if  by  three  pairs  of  pincers,  confused  by  the  mass 
of  other  faces  which  snarled  and  grimaced  about  him, —  the 
wretched  Gringoire  tried  to  recover  sufficient  presence  of  mind 
to  recall  whether  it  was  Saturday  or  not.  But  his  efforts  were 
in  vain;  the  thread  of  his  memory  and  his  thoughts  was 
broken ;  and  doubting  everything,  hesitating  between  what  he 
saw  and  what  he  felt,  he  asked  himself  the  unanswerable  ques- 
tions :  "  If  I  be  I,  are  these  things  really  so  ?  If  these  things 
be  so,  am  I  really  I?  " 

At  this  instant  a  distinct  cry  arose  from  the  buzzing  mob 
which  surrounded  him :  "  Take  him  to  the  king !  take  him 
to  the  king!" 

"  Holy  Virgin ! "  muttered  Gringoire,  "  the  king  of  this 
region  should  be  a  goat." 

"  To  the  king !  to  the  king !  "  repeated  every  voice. 

He  was  dragged  away.  Each  one  vied  with  the  other  in 
fastening  his  claws  upon  him.  But  the  three  beggars  never 
loosed  their  hold,  and  tore  him  from  the  others,  howling,  "  He 
is  ours !  " 

The  poet's  feeble  doublet  breathed  its  last  in  the  struggle. 

As  they  crossed  the  horrid  square  his  vertigo  vanished. 
After  walking  a  few  steps,  a  sense  of  reality  returned.  He 
began  to  grow  accustomed  to  the  atmosphere  of  the  place.  At 
first,  from  his  poetic  head,  or  perhaps,  quite  simply  and  quite 
prosaically,  from  his  empty  stomach,  there  had  arisen  certain 
fumes,  a  vapour  as  it  were,  which,  spreading  itself  between 
him  and  other  objects,  prevented  him  from  seeing  anything 
save  through  a  confused  nightmare  mist,  through  those  dream- 
like shadows  which  render  every  outline  vague,  distort  every 
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shape,  combine  all  objects  into  exaggerated  groups,  and  en- 
large things  into  chimeras  and  men  into  ghosts.  By  degrees 
this  delusion  gave  way  to  a  less  wild  and  less  deceitful  vision. 
Reality  dawned  upon  him,  blinded  him,  ran  against  him,  and 
bit  by  bit  destroyed  the  frightful  poetry  with  which  he  had  at 
first  fancied  himself  surrounded.  He  could  not  fail  to  see 
that  he  was  walking,  not  in  the  Styx,  but  in  the  mire;  that 
ho  was  pushed  and  elbowed,  not  by  demons  but  by  thieves; 
that  it  was  not  his  soul,  but  merely  his  life  which  was  in  dan- 
ger (since  he  lacked  that  precious  conciliator  which  pleads  so 
powerfully  with  the  bandit  for  the  honest  man, —  a  purse). 
Finally,  examining  the  revels  more  closely  and  with  greater 
calmness,  he  descended  from  the  Witches'  Sabbath  to  the  pot- 
house. 

The  Court  of  Miracles  was  indeed  only  a  pot-house,  but  a 
pot-house  of  thieves,  as  red  with  Wood  as  with  wine. 

The  spectacle  presented  to  his  eyes  when  his  tattered  escort 
at  last  landed  him  at  his  journey's  end  was  scarcely  fitted  to 
bring  him  back  to  poetry,  even  were  it  the  poetry  of  hell.  It 
was  more  than  ever  the  prosaic  and  brutal  reality  of  the  tav- 
ern. If  we  were  not  living  in  the  fifteenth  century,  we  should 
say  that  Gringoire  had  fallen  from  Michael  Angelo  to  Callot. 

Around  a  large  fire  burning  upon  a  great  round  flagstone, 
and  lapping  with  its  flames  the  rusty  legs  of  a  trivet  empty 
for  the  moment,  stood  a  number  of  worm-eaten  tables  here 
and  there,  in  dire  confusion,  no  lackey  of  any  geometrical  pre- 
tensions having  deigned  to  adjust  their  parallelism,  or  at  least 
to  see  that  they  did  not  cross  each  other  at  angles  too  unusual. 
Upon  these  tables  glittered  various  pots  and  jugs  dripping 
^ith  wine  and  beer,  and  around  these  jugs  were  seated  numer- 
ous Bacchanalian  faces,  purple  with  fire  and  wine.  One  big- 
bellied  man  with  a  jolly  face  was  administering  noisy  kisses  to 
a  brawny,  thickset  woman.  A  rubbie,  or  old  vagrant,  whistled 
as  he  loosed  the  bandages  from  his  mock  wound,  and  rubbed 
his  sound,  healthy  knee,  which  had  been  swathed  all  day  in 
ample  ligatures.  Beyond  him  was  a  mumper,  preparing  his 
<k  visitation  from  God  " —  his  sore  leg  —  with  suet  and  ox- 
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blood.  Two  tables  farther  on,  a  sham  pilgrim,  in  complete 
pilgrim  dress,  was  spelling  out  the  lament  of  Sainte-Reine, 
not  forgetting  the  snuffle  and  the  twang.  In  another  place 
a  young  scamp  who  imposed  on  the  charitable  by  pretending 
to  have  been  bitten  by  a  mad  dog,  was  taking  a  lesson  of  an 
old  dummy  chucker  in  the  art  of  frothing  at  the  mouth  by 
chewing  a  bit  of  soap.  By  their  side  a  dropsical  man  was 
reducing  his  size,  making  four  or  five  doxies  hold  their  noses 
as  they  sat  at  the  same  table,  quarrelling  over  a  child  which 
they  had  stolen  during  the  evening, —  all  circumstances  which, 
two  centuries  later,  "  seemed  so  ridiculous  to  the  court,"  as 
Sauval  says,  "  that  they  served  as  diversion  to  the  king,  and 
as  the  opening  to  a  royal  ballet  entitled  '  Night,'  divided  into 
four  parts,  and  danced  at  the  Petit  Bourbon  Theatre." 
"  Never,"  adds  an  eye-witness  in  1653,  "  have  the  sudden 
changes  of  the  Court  of  Miracles  been  more  happily  hit  off. 
Benserade  prepared  us  for  them  by  some  very  fine  verses." 

Coarse  laughter  was  heard  on  every  hand,  with  vulgar 
songs.  Every  man  expressed  himself  in  his  own  way,  carping 
and  swearing,  without  heeding  his  neighbour.  Some  hob- 
nobbed, and  quarrels  arose  from  the  clash  of  their  mugs,  and 
the  breaking  of  their  mugs  was  the  cause  of  many  torn  rags. 

A  big  dog  squattec!  on  his  tail,  gazing  into  the  fire.  Some 
children  took  their  part  in  the  orgies.  The  stolen  child  cried 
and  screamed;  while  another,  a  stout  boy  of  four,  sat  on  a 
high  bench,  with  his  legs  dangling,  his  chin  just  coming  above 
the  table,  and  not  speaking  a  word.  A  third  was  gravely 
smearing  the  table  with  melted  tallow  as  it  ran  from  the  candle. 
Another,  a  little  fellow  crouched  in  the  mud,  almost  lost  in  a 
kettle  which  he  was  scraping  with  a  potsherd,  making  a  noise 
which  would  have  distracted  Stradivarius. 

A  cask  stood  near  the  fire,  and  a  beggar  sat  on  the  cask. 
This  was  the  king  upon  liis  throne. 

The  three  who  held  Gringoire  led  him  up  to  this  cask,  and 
all  the  revellers  were  hushed  for  a  moment,  except  the  caldron 
inhabited  by  the  child. 

Gringoire  dared  not  breathe  or  raise  his  eyes. 
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"  Hombre,  quita  tu  sombrero!  "  said  one  of  the  three  scoun- 
drels who  held  him ;  and  before  he  had  made  up  his  mind 
what  this  meant,  another  snatched  his  hat, —  a  shabby  head- 
piece, to  be  sure,  but  still  useful  on  sunny  or  on  rainy  days. 
Gringoire  sighed. 

But  the  king,  from  the  height  of  his  barrel,  addressed 
him, — 

"Who  is  this  varlet?  " 

Gringoire  started.  The  voice,  although  threatening  in 
tone,  reminded  him  of  another  voice  which  had  that  same 
morning  dealt  the  first  blow  to  his  mystery  by  whining  out 
from  the  audience,  "Charity,  kind  souls!"  He  lifted  his 
head.  It  was  indeed  Clopin  Trouillefou. 

Clopin  Trouillefou,  decked  with  his  royal  insignia,  had  not 
a  tatter  more  or  less  than  usual.  The  wound  on  his  arm  had 
vanished. 

In  his  hand  he  held  one  of  those  whips  with  whit- 
leather  thongs  then  used  by  Serjeants  of  ttn  wand  to  keep 
back  the  crowd,  and  called  "  boullayes."  Upon  his  head  he 
wore  a  circular  coif  closed  at  the  top;  but  it  was  hard  to  say 
whether  it  was  a  child's  pad  or  a  king's  crown,  so  similar  are 
the  two  things. 

Still,  Gringoire,  without  knowing  why,  felt  his  hopes  revive 
when  he  recognized  this  accursed  beggar  of  the  Great  Hall  in 
the  king  of  the  Court  of  Miracles. 

"  Master,"  stuttered  he,  "  My  lord  —  Sire  —  How  shall 
I  address  you  ?  "  he  said  at  last,  reaching  the  culminating 
point  of  his  crescendo,  and  not  knowing  how  to  rise  higher 
or  to  redescend. 

"  My  lord,  your  Majesty,  or  comrade.  Call  me  what  you 
will;  but  make  haste.  What  have  you  to  say  in  your  de- 
fence?" 

"  '  In  your  defence,'  "  thought  Gringoire ;  "  I  don't  like  the 
sound  of  that."  He  resumed  stammeringly,  "  I  am  he  who 
this  morning — ' 

"  By  the  devil's  claws !  "  interrupted  Clopin,  "  your  name, 
v;irlet,  and  nothing  more.  Hark  ye.  You  stand  before  three 
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mighty  sovereigns:  me,  Clopin  Trouillefou,  King  of  Tunis,1 
successor  to  the  Grand  Coere,  the  king  of  rogues,  lord  para- 
mount of  the  kingdom  of  Cant;  Mathias  Hungadi  Spicali, 
Duke  of  Egypt  2  and  Bohemia,  that  3rellow  old  boy  you  see 
yonder  with  a  clout  about  his  head,  Guillaume  Rousseau,  Em- 
peror of  Galilee,3  that  fat  fellow  who  pays  no  heed  to  us,  but 
caresses  that  wanton.  We  are  your  judges.  You  have  en- 
tered the  kingdom  of  Cant,  the  land  of  thieves,  without  being 
a  member  of  the  confraternity ;  you  have  violated  the  privileges 
of  our  city.  You  must  be  punished,  unless  you  be  either 
prig,  mumper,  or  cadger;  that  is,  in  the  vulgar  tongue  of 
honest  folks,  either  thief,  beggar,  or  tramp.  Are  you  any- 
thing of  the  sort?  Justify  yourself;  state  your  character." 

"  Alas !  "  said  Gringoire,  "  I  have  not  that  honour.  I  am 
the  author  — 

"  Enough ! "  cried  Trouillefou,  not  allowing  him  to  finish 
his  sentence.  "  You  must  be  hanged.  Quite  a  simple  matter, 
my  honest  citizens !  As  you  treat  our  people  when  they  enter 
your  domain,  so  we  treat  yours  when  they  intrude  among  us. 
The  law  which  you  mete  out  to  vagabonds,  the  vagabonds  mete 
out  to  you.  It  is  your  own  fault  if  it  be  evil.  It  is  quite 
necessary  that  we  should  occasionally  see  an  honest  man  grin 
through  a  hempen  collar;  it  makes  the  thing  honourable. 
Come,  friend,  Divide  your  rags  cheerfully  among  these  young 
ladies.  I  will  have  you  hanged  to  amuse  the  vagabonds,  and 
you  shall  give  them  your  purse  to  pay  for  a  drink.  If  you 
have  any  mummeries  to  perform,  over  yonder  in  that  mortar 
there's  a  capital  God  the  Father,  in  stone,  which  we  stole  from 
the  Church  of  Saint-Pierre-aux-Bceufs.  You  have  four  min 
utes  to  fling  your  soul  at  his  head." 

This  was  a  terrible  speech. 

"  Well  said,  upon  my  soul !  Clopin  Trouillefou  preaches 
as  well  as  any  pope ! "  exclaimed  the  Emperor  of  Galilee, 
smashing  his  jug  to  prop  up  his  table. 

1  Slang  term  for  king  of  mendicants. 

2  King  of  the  gipsies. 

s  Chief  of  the  gamblers. 
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"  Noble  emperors  and  kings,"  said  Gringoire  with  great 
coolness  (for  his  courage  had  mysteriously  returned,  and  he 
spoke  firmly),  "  you  do  not  consider  what  you're  doing.  My 
name  is  Pierre  Gringoire ;  I  am  the  poet  whose  play  was  per- 
formed this  morning  in  the  Great  Hall  of  the  Palace." 

"  Oh,  is  it  you,  sirrah?  "  said  Clopin.  "  I  was  there,  God's 
wounds !  Well,  comrade,  because  you  bored  us  this  morning, 
is  that  any  reason  why  we  should  not  hang  you  to-night?  " 

"  I  shall  have  hard  work  to  get  off,"  thought  Gringoire. 
But  yet  he  made  one  more  effort.  "  I  don't  see,"  said  he, 
"  why  poets  should  not  be  classed  with  vagabonds.  JEsop 
was  a  vagrant ;  Homer  was  a  beggar ;  Mercury  was  a  thief  — " 

Clopin  interrupted  him :  "  I  believe  you  mean  to  cozen  us 
with  your  lingo.  Good  God!  be  hanged,  and  don't  make  such 
a  row  about  it !  " 

"  Excuse  me,  my  lord  King  of  Tunis,"  replied  Gringoire, 
disputing  every  inch  of  the  ground.  "  Is  it  worth  while  — 
An  instant  -  -  Hear  me  —  You  will  not  condemn  me  un- 
heard—" 

His  melancholy  voice  was  indeed  lost  in  the  uproar  around 
him.  The  little  boy  scraped  his  kettle  more  vigorously  than 
ever;  and,  to  cap  the  climax,  an  old  woman  had  just  placed 
a  frying-pan  full  of  fat  upon  the  trivet,  and  it  crackled  over 
the  flames  with  a  noise  like  the  shouts  of  an  army  of  children 
in  chase  of  some  masquerader. 

However,  Clopin  Trouillefou  seemed  to  be  conferring  for  a 
moment  with  the  Duke  of  Egypt  and  the  Emperor  of  Galilee, 
the  latter  being  entirely  drunk.  Then  he  cried  out  sharply, 
"  Silence,  I  say ! "  and  as  the  kettle  and  the  frying-pan  paid 
no  heed,  but  kept  up  their  duet,  he  leaped  from  his  cask, 
dealt  a  kick  to  the  kettle,  which  rolled  ten  paces  or  more  with 
the  child,  another  kick  to  the  frying-pan,  which  upset  all  the 
fat  into  the  fire,  and  then  gravely  reascended  his  throne,  ut- 
terly regardless  of  the  little  one's  stifled  sobs  and  the  grum- 
bling of  the  old  woman  whose  supper  had  vanished  in  brilliant 
flames. 

Trouillefou  made  a  sign,  and  the  duke,  the  emperor,  the 
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arch  thieves,  and  the  gonnofs  l  ranged  themselves  around  him 
in  the  form  of  a  horseshoe,  Gringoire,  still  roughly  grasped 
by  the  shoulders,  occupying  the  centre.  It  was  a  semicircle 
of  rags,  of  tatters,  of  tinsel,  of  pitchforks,  of  axes,  of  stag- 
gering legs,  of  bare  brawny  arms,  of  sordid,  dull,  stupid  faces. 
In  the  middle  of  this  Round  Table  of  beggary  Clopin  Trouille- 
fou  reigned  pre-eminent,  as  the  doge  of  this  senate,  the  king 
of  this  assembly  of  peers,  the  pope  of  this  conclave, —  pre- 
eminent in  the  first  place  by  the  height  of  his  cask,  then  by  a 
peculiarly  haughty,  savage,  and  tremendous  air,  which  made 
his  eyes  flash,  and  amended  in  his  fierce  profile  the  bestial  type 
of  the  vagrant.  He  seemed  a  wild  boar  among  swine. 

"  Hark  ye,"  he  said  to  Gringoire,  caressing  his  shapeless 
chin  with  his  horny  hand ;  "  I  see  no  reason  why  you  should 
not  be  hanged.  To  be  sure,  you  seem  to  dislike  the  idea,  and 
it's  very  plain  that  you  worthy  cits  are  not  used  to  it ;  you've 
got  an  exaggerated  idea  of  the  thing.  After  all,  we  wish 
you  no  harm.  There  is  one  way  of  getting  you  out  of  the 
difficulty  for  the  time  being.  Will  you  join  us?  " 

My  reader  may  fancy  the  effect  of  this  proposal  upon 
Gringoire,  who  saw  his  life  escaping  him,  and  had  already 
begun  to  lose  his  hold  upon  it.  He  clung  to  it  once  more 
with  vigour. 

"  I  will  indeed,  with  all  my  heart,"  said  he. 

"  Do  you  agree,"  resumed  Clopin,  "  to  enroll  yourself 
among  the  gentry  of  the  chive."  2 

"  Of  the  chive,  exactly,"  answered  Gringoire. 

"  Do  you  acknowledge  yourself  a  member  of  the  rogues' 
brigade  ?  "  continued  the  King  of  Tunis. 

"  Of  the  rogues'  brigade." 

"  A  subject  of  the  kingdom  of  Cant?  " 

"  Of  the  kingdom  of  cant." 

"A  vagrant?" 

1  The  kingdom  of  the  Grand  Coere,  or  king  of  rogues,  was  divided 
into  as  many  districts  as  there  were  provinces  in  France,  each  superin- 
tended by  a  "  gonnof,"  or  expert,  who  trained  the  uninitiated. 

2  Dagger, —  old    English   cant. 
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66  A  vagrant. " 

"At  heart?" 

"  At  heart." 

"  I  would  call  your  attention  to  the  fact,"  added  the  king, 
"  that  you  will  be  hanged  none  the  less." 

"  The  devil !  "  said  the  poet. 

"  Only,"  continued  Clopin,  quite  unmoved,  "  you  will  be 
hanged  later,  with  more  ceremony,  at  the  cost  of  the  good  city 
of  Paris,  on  a  fine  stone  gallows,  and  by  honest  men.  That  is 
some  consolation." 

"  As  you  say,"  responded  Gringoire. 

"  There  are  other  advantages.  As  a  member  of  the  rogues' 
brigade  you  will  have  to  pay  no  taxes  for  pavements,  for  the 
poor,  or  for  lighting  the  streets,  to  all  of  which  the  citizens 
of  Paris  are  subject." 

"  So  be  it,"  said  the  poet ;  "  I  consent.     I  am  a  vagrant, 

a  Canter,  a  member  of  the  rogues'  brigade,  a  man  of  the  chive, 

-  what  you  will ;  and  I  was  all  this  long  ago,  Sir  King  of 

Tunis,  for  I  am  a  philosopher ;  et  omnia  in  philosophia,  omnes 

in  philosopho  continentur,  as  you  know." 

The  King  of  Tunis  frowned. 

"  What   do   you   take  me   for,   mate?     What   Hungarian 
Jew's    gibberish    are    you    giving    us?     I    don't    know    He 
brew.     I'm   no   Jew,   if  I   am   a   thief.     I  don't   even   steal 
now ;   I  am  above  that ;   I  kill.     Cut-throat,  yes ;  cutpurse, 
no." 

Gringoire  tried  to  slip  in  some  excuse  between  these  brief 
phrases  which  anger  made  yet  more  abrupt. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  my  lord.  It  is  not  Hebrew,  it  is 
Latin." 

"  I  tell  you,"  replied  Clopin,  furiously,  "  that  I  am  no 
Jew,  and  that  I  will  have  you  hanged, —  by  the  synagogue, 
I  will !  —  together  with  that  paltry  Judean  cadger  beside  you, 
whom  I  mightily  hope  I  may  some  day  see  nailed  to  a  counter, 
like  the  counterfeit  coin  that  he  is !  " 

So  saying,  he  pointed  to  the  little  Hungarian  Jew  with  the 
beard,  who  had  accosted  Gringoire  with  his  "  Facitote  carita- 
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tern,"  and  who,  understanding  no  other  language,  was  amazed 
at  the  wrath  which  the  King  of  Tunis  vented  upon  him. 

At  last  my  lord  Clopin  became  calm. 

"  So,  varlet,"  said  he  to  our  poet,  "  you  wish  to  become  a 
vagrant  ?  " 

"  Undoubtedly,"  replied  the  poet. 

"  It  is  not  enough  merely  to  wish,"  said  the  surly  Clopin ; 
"  good-will  never  added  an  onion  to  the  soup,  and  is  good  for 
nothing  but  a  passport  to  paradise;  now,  paradise  and  Cant 
arc  two  distinct  things.  To  be  received  into  the  kingdom  of 
Cant,  you  must  prove  that  you  are  good  for  something;  and 
to  prove  this  you  must  fumble  the  snot." 

"  I  will  fumble,"  said  Gringoire,  "  as  much  as  ever  you 
like." 

Clopin  made  a  sign.  A  number  of  Canters  stepped  from 
tlu  circle  and  returned  immediately,  bringing  a  couple  of  po-!s 
finished  ;it  the  lower  end  with  broad  wooden  feet,  which  made 
them  stand  firmly  upon  the  ground;  at  the  upper  end  of  the 
posts  they  arranged  a  crossbeam,  the  whole  forming  a 
pn-tty  portable  gallows,  which  Gringoire  had  the  pleas- 
ure of  seeing  creeled  before  him  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 
Nothing  WHS  wanting,  not  even  the  rope,  which  swung  grace- 
fully  from  the  crossbeam. 

"What  are  they  going  to  do?"  wondered  Gringoire  with 
some  alarm.  A  sound  of  bells  which  he  heard  at  the  same 
moment  put  an  end  to  his  anxiety ;  it  was  a  manikin,  or  pup- 
pet, that  the  vagrants  hung  by  the  neck  to  the  cord, —  a  sort 
of  scarecrow,  dressed  in  red,  and  so  loaded  with  little  bells 
and  hollow  brasses  that  thirty  Castilian  mules  might  have  been 
tricked  out  with  them.  These  countless  tinklers  jingled  for 
dome  time  with  the  swaying  of  the  rope,  then  the  sound  died 
away  by  degrees,  and  finally  ceased  when  the  manikin  had  been 
IT  stored  to  a  state  of  complete  immobility  by  that  law  of  the 
pendulum  which  has  superseded  the  clepsydra  and  the  hour- 
glass. 

i  Search  the  manikin. 
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Then  Clopin,  showing  Gringoire  a  rickety  old  footstool, 
placed  under  the  manikin,  said, — 

"  Climb  up  there !  " 

"  The  devil!  "  objected  Gringoire;  "  I  shall  break  my  neck. 
Your  stool  halts  like  one  of  Martial's  couplets;  one  foot  has 
six  syllables  and  one  foot  has  but  five." 

"  Climb  up !  "  repeated  Clopin. 

Gringoire  mounted  the  stool,  and  succeeded,  though  not 
without  considerable  waving  of  head  and  arms,  in  recovering 
his  centre  of  gravity. 

"  Now,"  resumed  the  King  of  Tunis,  "  twist  your  right  foot 
round  your  left  leg,  and  stand  on  tiptoe  with  your  left  foot." 

"  My  lord,"  said  Gringoire,  "  are  you  absolutely  determined 
to  make  me  break  a  limb?  " 

Clopin  tossed  his  head. 

"  Hark  ye,  mate ;  you  talk  too  much.  I  will  tell  you  in  a 
couple  of  words  what  I  expect  you  to  do :  you  are  to  stand  on 
tiptoe,  as  I  say;  in  that  fashion  you  can  reach  the  manikin's 
pockets ;  you  are  to  search  them ;  you  are  to  take  out  a  purse 
\vhich  you  will  find  there;  and  if  you  do  all  this  without  ring- 
ing a  single  bell,  it  is  well:  you  shall  become  a  vagrant.  We 
shall  have  nothing  more  to  do  but  to  baste  you  with  blows  for 
a  week." 

"  Zounds !  I  shall  take  good  care,"  said  Gringoire.  "  And 
if  I  ring  the  bells?" 

"  Then  you  shall  be  hanged.     Do  you  understand?  " 

"  I  don't  understand  at  all,"  answered  Gringoire. 

"  Listen  to  me  once  more.  You  arc  to  search  the  manikin 
8  nd  steal  his  purse ;  if  but  a  single  bell  stir  in  the  act,  you 
s'lall  be  hanged.  Do  you  understand  that?  " 

"  Good,"  said  Gringoire,  "  I  understand  that.  What 
next?" 

"  If  you  manage  to  get  the  purse  without  moving  the  bells, 
YOU  are  a  vagrant,  and  you  shall  be  basted  with  blows 
lor  seven  days  in  succession.  You  understand  now,  I  sup- 
pose? " 

"  No,  my  lord ;  I  no  longer  understand.     Where  is  the  ad- 
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vantage?  I  shall  be  hanged  in  the  one  case,  beaten  in  the 
other?" 

"  And  as  a  vagrant,"  added  Clopin,  "  and  as  a  vagrant ; 
does  that  count  for  nothing?  It  is  for  your  own  good  that 
we  shall  beat  you,  to  harden  you  against  blows." 

"  Many  thanks,"  replied  the  poet. 

"  Come,  make  haste,"  said  the  king,  stamping  on  his  cask, 
which  re-echoed  like  a  vast  drum. 

"  Fumble  the  snot,  and  be  done  with  it !  .1  warn  you,  once 
for  all,  that  if  I  hear  but  one  tinkle  you  shall  take  the  mani- 
kin's place." 

The  company  of  Canters  applauded  Clopin's  words,  and 
ranged  themselves  in  a  ring  around  the  gallows,  with  such  piti- 
less laughter  that  Gringoire  saw  that  he  amused  them  too 
much  not  to  have  everything  to  fear  from  them.  His  only 
hope  lay  in  the  slight  chance  of  succeeding  in  the  terrible  task 
imposed  upon  him ;  he  decided  to  risk  it,  but  not  without  first 
addressing  a  fervent  prayer  to  the  manikin  whom  he  was  to 
plunder,  and  who  seemed  more  easily  moved  than  the  vagrants. 
The  myriad  little  bells  with  their  tiny  brazen  tongues  seemed 
to  him  like  so  many  vipers  with  gaping  jaws,  ready  to  hiss 
and  sting. 

"  Oh,"  he  murmured,  "  is  it  possible  that  my  life  depends 
upon  the  slightest  quiver  of  the  least  of  these  bells?  Oh," 
he  added  with  clasped  hands,  "  do  not  ring,  ye  bells !  Tinkle 
not,  ye  tinklers !  Jingle  not,  ye  jinglers !  " 

He  made  one  more  attempt  to  melt  Trouillefou. 

"  And  if  a  breeze  spring  up  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  You  will  be  hanged,"  answered  the  other,  without  hesi- 
tating. 

Seeing  that  neither  respite,  delay,  nor  subterfuge  was  pos- 
sible, he  made  a  desperate  effort;  he  twisted  his  right  foot 
round  his  left  leg,  stood  tiptoe  on  his  left  foot,  and  stretched 
out  his  arm,  but  just  as  he  touched  the  manikin,  his  body,  now 
resting  on  one  foot,  tottered  upon  the  stool,  which  had  but 
three ;  he  strove  mechanically  to  cling  to  the  figure,  lost  his 
balance,  and  fell  heavily  to  the  ground,  deafened  and  stunned 
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by  the  fatal  sound  of  the  myriad  bells  of  the  manikin,  which, 
yielding  to  the  pressure  of  his  hand,  first  revolved  upon  its 
own  axis,  then  swung  majestically  to  and  fro  between  the 
posts. 

"  A  curse  upon  it ! "  he  cried  as  he  fell ;  and  he  lay  as  if 
dead,  face  downwards. 

Still  he  heard  the  fearful  peal  above  his  head,  and  the 
devilish  laugh  of  the  vagrants,  and  the  voice  of  Trouillefou, 
as  it  said,  "  Lift  up  the  knave,  and  hang  him  with  a  will." 

He  rose.  The  manikin  had  already  been  taken  down  to 
make  room  for  him. 

The  Canters  made  him  mount  the  stool.  Clopin  stepped 
up  to  him,  passed  the  rope  round  his  neck,  and  clapping  him 
on  the  shoulder,  exclaimed, — 

"  Farewell,  mate.  You  can't  escape  now,  though  you  have 
the  digestion  of  the  Pope  himself." 

The  word  "  mercy  "  died  on  Gringoire's  lips.  He  gazed 
around  him,  but  without  hope;  every  man  was  laughing. 

"  Bellevigne  de  1'Etoile,"  said  the  King  of  Tunis  to  a  huge 
vagrant  who  started  from  the  ranks,  "  climb  upon  the  cross- 
beam." 

Bellevigne  de  1'Etoile  nimbly  climbed  the  crossbeam,  and 
in  an  instant  Gringoire,  raising  his  eyes,  with  terror  beheld 
him  squatting  upon  it,  .above  his  head. 

"  Now,"  continued  Clopin  Trouillefou,  "  when  I  clap  my 
hands,  do  you,  Andry  le  Rouge,  knock  away  the  footstool  from 
under  him;  you,  Francoise  Chante-Prune,  hang  on  to  the 
knave's  feet;  and  you,  Bellevigne,  jump  down  upon  his  shoul- 
ders ;  and  all  three  at  once,  do  you  hear  ?  " 

Gringoire  shuddered. 

"  Are  you  ready  ?  "  said  Clopin  Trouillefou  to  the  three 
Canters  prepared  to  fall  upon  Gringoire.  The  poor  sufferer 
ondured  a  moment  of  horrible  suspense,  while  Clopin  calmly 
pushed  into  the  fire  with  his  foot  a  few  vine-branches  which 
the  flame  had  not  yet  kindled.  "  Are  you  ready  ?  "  he  re- 
peated ;  and  he  opened  his  hands  to  clap.  A  second  more,  and 
all  would  have  been  over. 
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But  he  paused,  as  if  struck  by  a  sudden  thought. 

"  One  moment,"  said  he ;  "I  forgot !  It  is  our  custom 
never  to  hang  a  man  without  asking  if  there  be  any  woman 
who'll  have  him.  Comrade,  it's  your  last  chance.  You  must 
marry  a  tramp  or  the  rope." 

This  gipsy  law,  strange  as  it  may  seem  to  the  render,  is 
still  written  out  in  full  in  the  ancient  English  code,  (See 
"  Burington's  Observations.") 

Gringoire  breathed  again.  This  was  the  second  time  that 
he  had  been  restored  to  life  within  the  half-hour ;  so  he  dared 
not  feel  too  confident. 

"  Hollo !  "  cried  Clopin,  remounting  his  cask ;  "  hollo  there, 
women,  females !  is  there  among  }7ou,  from  the  old  witch  to  her 
cat,  a  wench  who'll  take  this  scurvy  knave?  Hollo,  Colette 
la  Charonne !  Elisabeth  Trouvain !  Simone  Jodouyne !  Marie 
Piedebou !  Thonne  la  Longue !  Berarde  Fanouel !  Michelle 
Genaille !  Claude  Ronge-Oreille !  Mathurine  Girorou !  Hollo ! 
Isabeau  la  Thierrye!  Come  and  look!  a  man  for  nothing! 
who'll  take  him?" 

Gringoire,  in  his  wretched  plight,  was  doubtless  far  from 
tempting.  The  vagabond  women  seemed  but  little  moved  by 
the  offer.  The  luckless  fellow  heard  them  answer :  "  No ! 
no !  hang  him ;  that  will  make  sport  for  us  all." 

Three,  however,  stepped  from  the  crowd  to  look  him  over. 
The  first  was  a  stout,  square-faced  girl.  She  examined  the 
philosopher's  pitiable  doublet  most  attentively.  The  stuff  was 
worn,  and  more  full  of  holes  than  a  furnace  for  roasting  chest- 
nuts. The  girl  made  a  wry  face.  "  An  old  clout ! "  she 
Crumbled,  and,  addressing  Gringoire,  "  Let's  look  at  your 
cloak?" 

"  I  have  lost  it,"  said  Gringoire. 

"Your  hat?" 

"  Some  one  took  it  from  me." 

"Your  shoes?" 

"  The  soles  are  almost  worn  through." 

"  Your  purser  " 

"  Alas !  "  faltered  Gringoire,  "  I  have  not  a  penny." 
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"  Be  hanged  to  you  then,  and  be  thankful ! "  replied  the 
tramp,  turning  her  back  on  him. 

The  second,  old,  weather-beaten,  wrinkled,  and  ugly,  hide- 
ous enough  to  be  conspicuous  even  in  the  Court  of  Miracles, 
walked  round  and  round  Gringoire.  He  almost  trembled  lest 
she  should  accept  him.  But  she  muttered,  "  He's  too  thin,"' 
and  took  her  leave. 

The  third  was  a  young  girl,  quite  rosy  and  not  very  ugly. 
"  Save  me !  "  whispered  the  poor  devil. 

She  looked  at  him  a  moment  with  a  compassionate  air,  then 
looked  down,  began  to  plait  up  her  skirt,  and  seemed  uncer- 
tain. He  watched  her  every  motion ;  this  was  his  last  ray  of 
hope.  "  No,"  said  the  young  woman  at  last ;  "  no !  Guillaume 
longuejoue  would  lick  me,"  and  she  went  back  to  the  crowd. 

"  Comrade,"  said  Clopin  Trouillefou,  "  you're  down  on 
your  luck." 

Then,  standing  erect  upon  his  cask,  he  cried,  "  Will  no  one 
take  this  lot  ?  "  mimicking  the  tone  of  an  auctioneer,  to  the 
great  entertainment  of  all;  "will  no  one  take  it?  Going, 
going,  going ! "  and  turning  to  the  gallows  with  a  nod, 
"Gone!" 

Belle vigne  de  1'Etoile,  Andry  le  Rouge,  and  Francois 
Chant-Prune  approached  Gringoire. 

At  this  instant  a  shout  rose  from  the  thieves :  "  Esme- 
rdda !  Esmeralda !  " 

Gringoire  trembled,  and  turned  in  the  direction  of  the  cry. 
The  crowd  opened  and  made  way  for  a  pure  and  radiant 
flg'ure. 

It  was  the  gipsy  girl. 

"  Esmeralda !  "  said  Gringoire,  astounded,  amidst  his  con- 
tcnding  emotions,  at  the  suddenness  with  which  that  magic 
word  connected  all  the  various  recollections  of  his  day. 

This  rare  creature  seemed  to  exercise  sovereign  sway 
through  her  beauty  and  her  charm  even  in  the  Court  of  Mir- 
acles. Thieves,  beggars,  and  harlots  stood  meekly  aside  to 
let  her  pass,  and  their  brutal  faces  brightened  at  her  glance. 

She  approached  the  victim  with  her  light  step.     Her  pretty 
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Djali   followed  her.     Gringoire  was   more   dead  than   alive. 
She  gazed  at  him  an  instant  in  silence. 

"Are  you  going  to  hang  this  man?"  she  gravely  asked 
Clopin. 

"  Yes,  sister,"  replied  the  King  of  Tunis,  "  unless  you'll 
take  him  for  your  husband." 

She  pouted  her  pretty  lower  lip. 

"  I'll  take  him,"  said  she. 

Gringoire  here  firmly  believed  that  he  had  been  dreaming 
ever  since  morning,  and  that  this  was  the  end  of  the  dream. 

In  fact,  the  sudden  change  of  fortune,  though  charming, 
was  violent. 

The  slip-noose  was  unfastened,  the  poet  was  helped  from 
his  stool.  He  was  obliged  to  seat  himself,  so  great  was  his 
agitation. 

The  Duke  of  Egypt,  without  uttering  a  word,  brought  for- 
ward an  earthen  jug.  The  gipsy  girl  offered  it  to  Gringoire. 
"  Throw  it  down,"  she  said  to  him. 

The  jug  was  broken  into  four  pieces. 

"  Brother,"  then  said  the  Duke  of  Egypt,  laying  his  hands 
on  their  heads,  "  she  is  your  wife ;  sister,  he  is  your  husband. 
For  four  years.  Go !  " 


CHAPTER  VII 

A    WEDDING    NIGHT 

A  FEW  moments  later  our  poet  found  himself  in  a  small 
room  with  a  vaulted  roof,  very  snug,  very  warm,  seated 
before  a  table  which  seemed  to  ask  nothing  better  than  to 
borrow  a  few  stores  from  a  hanging  cupboard  close  by ;  with  a 
good  bed  in  prospect,  and  alone  with  a  pretty  girl.  The  ad- 
venture partook  of  the  nature  of  magic.  He  began  seriously 
to  think  himself  the  hero  of  some  fairy-tale;  now  and  then 
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he  gazed  about  him  as  if  in  search  of  the  fairy  chariot,  drawn 
by  two  winged  steeds,  which  could  alone  have  transported  him 
so  swiftly  from  Tartarus  to  Paradise.  Occasionally  his  eyes 
were  riveted  on  the  holes  in  "Eis~3ouEIet,  to  bring  himself  back 
to  actual  things,  and  lest  he  should  quite  lose  sight  of  land. 
His  reason,  floating  in  imaginary  realms,  had  only  this  thread 
to  cling  to. 

The  young  girl  apparently  took  no  notice  of  him :  she  came 
and  went,  moved  a  stool,  chatted  with  her  goat,  smiled,  and 
pouted.  Finally  she  seated  herself  at  the  table,  and  Grin- 
goire  could  study  her  at  his  leisure. 

You  were  once  a  child,  reader,  and  you  may  be  lucky  enough 
to  be  one  still.  You  must  more  than  once  (and  for  my  part  I 
spent  whole  days  at  it, —  the  best  days  of  my  life)  have  pur- 
sued from  bush  to  bush,  on  the  brink  of  some  brisk  stream, 
in  bright  sunshine,  some  lovely  green  or  azure  dragon-fly, 
which  checked  its  flight  at  sharp  angles,  and  kissed  the  tip  of 
every  twig.  You  will  remember  the  loving  curiosity  with 
which  your  mind  and  your  eye  followed  that  buzzing,  whiz- 
zing little  whirlwind,  with  blue  and  purple  wings,  between 
which  floated  an  intangible  form,  veiled  by  the  very  swiftness 
of  its  motion.  The  airy  creature,  vaguely  seen  amid  the  quiv- 
ering wings,  seemed  to  you  chimerical,  imaginary,  impossible 
to  touch,  impossible  to  see.  But  when  the  dragon-fly  at  last 
rested  on  the  tip  of  a  reed,  and  you  could  examine,  holding 
your  breath  meanwhile,  its  slender  gauzy  wings,  its  long  en- 
amelled robes,  its  crystal  globe-like  eyes,  what  amazement  you 
felt,  and  what  fear  lest  it  should  again  fade  to  a  shadow  and 
the  creature  turn  to  a  chimera !  Recall  these  sensations,  and 
you  will  readily  appreciate  what  Gringoire  felt  as  he  beheld 
in  visible,  palpable  form  that  Esmeralda  of  whom  he  had 
hitherto  had  but  a  glimpse  amidst  the  eddying  dance  and  song, 
and  a  confused  mass  of  people. 

Becoming  more  and  more  absorbed  in  his  reverie,  he 
thought :  "  This,  then,  is  4  Esmeralda  ' !  a  celestial  creature ! 
a  street  dancer !  So  much  and  so  little !  It  was  she  who  put 
the  finishing  stroke  to  my  play  this  morning ;  it  was  she  who 
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saved  my  life  this  evening.  My  evil  genius !  my  good  angel,! 
A  pretty  woman,  upon  my  word!  And  she  must  love  me  to 
distraction  to  take  me  in  this  fashion.  By-the-by,"  said  he, 
rising  suddenly  with  that  sense  of  truth  which  formed  the 
basis  of  his  character  and  his  philosophy,  "  I  don't  quite 
know  how  it  came  about,  but  I  am  her  husband !  " 

With  this  idea  in  mind  and  in  his  eyes,  he  approached  the 
young  girl  in  so  military  and  lover-like  a  fashion  that  she 
shrank  away  from  him. 

"  What  do  you  want  ?  "  she  said. 

"  Can  you  ask  me,  adorable  Esmeralda  ?  "  replied  Gringoire 
in  such  impassioned  tones  that  he  himself  was  astounded  at 
his  own  accents. 

The  gipsy  girl  stared  at  him.  "  I  don't  know  what  you 
mean." 

"  Oh,  come  now ! "  added  Gringoire,  becoming  more  and 
more  excited,  and  thinking  that  after  all  he  was  only  dealing 
with  the  ready-made  virtue  of  the  Court  of  Miracles ;  "  am  I 
not  yours,  sweet  friend?  Are  you  not  mine?  " 

And,  quite  innocently,  he  clasped  her  by  the  waist. 

The  girl's  bodice  slipped  through  his  hands  like  a  snake's 
skin.  She  leaped  from  one  end  of  the  little  cell  to  the  other, 
stooped,  and  rose  with  a  tiny  dagger  in  her  hand,  before 
Gringoire  had  time  to  see  whence  this  dagger  came, —  proud, 
angry,  with  swelling  lips,  dilated  nostrils,  cheeks  red  as  crab- 
apples,  and  eyes  flashing  lightning.  At  the  same  time  the 
white  goat  placed  itself  before  her,  and  presented  a  battle- 
front  to  Gringoire,  bristling  with  two  pretty,  gilded,  and  very 
sharp  horns.  All  this  took  place  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 

The  damsel  had  turned  wasp,  and  asked  nothing  better  than 
to  sting. 

Our  philosopher  stood  abashed,  glancing  alternately  at  the 
girl  and  the  goat  in  utter  confusion.  "  Holy  Virgin !  "  he 
exclaimed  at  last,  when  surprise  allowed  him  to  speak,  "  here's 
a  determined  pair !  " 

The  gipsy  girl  broke  the  silence  in  her  turn.  "  You  must 
be  a  very  bold  rascal !  " 
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"  Forgive  me,  mademoiselle,"  said  Gringoire  with  a  smile. 
u  But  why  did  you  marry  me,  then?  " 

"  Was  I  to  let  them  hang  you?  " 

"  So,"  replied  the  poet,  somewhat  disappointed  in  his  amor- 
ous hopes,  "  you  had  no  other  idea  in  wedding  me  than  to  save 
me  from  the  gibbet  ?  " 

w  And  what  other  idea  should  I  have  had?  " 

Gringoire  bit  his  lips.  "Well,"  said  he,  "  I  am  not  quite 
such  a  conquering  hero  as  I  supposed.  But  then,  what  \\YUS 
the  use  of  breaking  that  poor  jug?  " 

But  Esmeralda's  dagger  and  the  goat's  horns  still  remained 
on  the  defensive. 

"  Mademoiselle  Esmeralda,"  said  the  poet,  "  let  us  come  to 
terms.  1  am  not  clerk  of  the  Chatelet,  and  I  shall  not  pick 
a  quarrel  with  you  for  carrying  concealed  weapons  in  Paris, 
i!  the  face  of  the  provost's  orders  and  prohibition.  Yet  you 
ivust  know  that  Noel  Lescrivain  was  sentenced  to  pay  ten 
Paris  pence  only  a  week  ago  for  wearing  a  broadsword.  Now, 
that  is  none  of  my  business,  and  I  will  come  to  the  point.  I 
s  wear  to  you,*  by  all  my  hopes  of  paradise,  that  I  will  not 
come  near  you  without  your  sovereign  leave  and  permission ; 
but  give  me  some  supper." 

To  tell  the  truth,  Gringoire,  like  Despreaux,  was  "  very  lit- 
tle of  a  Don  Juan."  He  was  not  one  of  the  chivalric,  mus- 
koteering  kind  who  take  girls  by  storm.  In  the  matter  of 
love,  as  in  all  other  matters,  he  was  always  for  temporizing 
and  compromising;  and  a  good  supper,  in  friendly  society, 
struck  him,  especially  when  he  was  hungry,  as  an  excellent 
interlude  between  the  prologue  and  the  issue  of  an  intrigue. 

The  gipsy  made  no  answer.     She  gave  her  usual  scornful 
little  pout,  cocked  her  head  like  a  bird,  then  burst  out  laugh 
ii  g,  and  the  dainty  dagger  disappeared  as  it  came,  Gringoire 
b(-ing  still  unable  to  discover  where  the  bee  hid  her  sting. 

A  moment  later,  a  rye  loaf,  a  slice  of  bacon,  a  few  withered 
apples,  and  a  jug  of  beer  were  on  the  table.  Gringoire  began 
to  eat  greedily.  Judging  by  the  fierce  clatter  of  his  iron  fork 
against  his  earthen-plate,  all  his  love  had  turned  to  hunger. 
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The  young  girl  seated  near  him  looked  on  in  silence,  evi- 
dently absorbed  in  other  thoughts,  at  which  she  occasionally 
smiled,  while  her  gentle  hand  caressed  the  intelligent  head  of 
the  goat  as  it  rested  idly  against  her  knee. 

A  yellow  wax  candle  lit  up  this  scene  of  voracity  and 
reverie. 

However,  the  first  cravings  of  hunger  appeased,  Gringoire 
felt  somewhat  ashamed  to  find  that  there  was  but  one  apple 
left.  "  You  don't  eat,  Mademoiselle  Esmeralda?  " 

She  answered  by  a  shake  of  the  head,  and  her  pensive  gaze 
was  fixed  on  the  arched  roof  of  the  cell. 

"  What  the  deuce  is  she  thinking  about  ?  "  thought  Grin- 
goire ;  and,  looking  to  see  what  she  was  looking  at :  "  It  can't 
be  the  wry  face  of  that  stone  dwarf  carved  upon  yonder  key- 
stone which  so  absorbs  her  attention.  What  the  devil!  I'm 
sure  I  can  stand  the  comparison !  " 

He  raised  his  voice :     "  Mademoiselle !  " 

She  did  not  seem  to  hear  him. 

He  spoke  still  louder :     "  Mademoiselle  Esmeralda !  " 

Labour  lost.  The  girl's  mind  was  elsewhere,  and  Grin- 
goire's  voice  had  no  power  to  call  it  back.  Luckily  the  goat 
interfered,  by  softly  pulling  her  mistress  by  the  sleeve. 

"  What  do  you  want,  Djali?  "  said  the  gipsy,  hastily,  as  if 
roused  suddenly. 

"  The  creature  is  hungry,"  said  Gringoire,  delighted  to 
open  the  conversation. 

Esmeralda  began  to  crumple  some  bread,  which  Djali  nib- 
bled daintily  from  the  hollow  of  her  hand. 

However,  Gringoire  gave  her  no  time  to  resume  her  reverie. 
He  risked  a  delicate  question :  — 

"  Then  you  don't  want  me  for  your  husband  ?  " 

The  young  girl  looked  steadily  at  him,  and  replied,  "  No.'? 

"  For  your  lover  ?  "  continued  Gringoire. 

She  pouted,  and  answered,  "  No." 

"  For  your  friend  ?  "  went  on  Gringoire. 

She  looked  at  him  fixedly  once  more,  and  after  an  instant's 
reflection,  said,  "  Perhaps." 
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This  "  perhaps,"  so  dear  to  philosophers,  emboldened  Grin- 
go ire. 

"  Do  you  know  what  friendship  is  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  gipsy ;  "  it  is  to  be  brother  and  sister ; 
two  souls  which  meet  without  mingling,  two  fingers  of  one 
hand." 

•'And  love?"  continued  Gringoire. 

'6  Oh,  love !  "  said  she,  and  her  voice  trembled  and  her  eye 
brightened.  "  That  is  to  be  two  and  yet  but  one.  A  man 
and  a  woman  blended  into  an  angel.  It  is  heaven  itself." 

The  street  dancer  assumed  a  beauty,  as  she  spoke,  which 
struck  Gringoire  strangely,  and  seemed  to  him  in  perfect  har- 
mony with  the  almost  Oriental  exaltation  of  her  words.  Her 
pure  rosy  lips  half  smiled;  her  serene  and  innocent  brow  was 
clouded  for  the  moment  by  her  thought,  as  when  a  mirror  is 
dimmed  by  a  breath;  and  from  her  long,  dark,  drooping  lashes 
flashed  an  ineffable  light,  which  lent  her  profile  that  ideal 
sweetness  which  Raphael  has  since  found  at  the  mystic  meet- 
ing-point of  the  virgin,  the  mother,  and  the  saint. 

Nevertheless,  Gringoire  kept  on, — 

"  What  must  one  be  to  please  you,  then?  " 

"  He  must  be  a  man." 

6;  And  I,"  said  he,—"  what  am  I?  " 

"  A  man  with  a  helmet  on  his  head,  a  sword  in  his  hand,  and 
golden  spurs  on  his  heels." 

<;  Good!  "  said  Gringoire;  "  dress  makes  the  man.  Do  you 
love  any  one  ?  " 

<;As  a  lover?" 

6;  As  a  lover." 

She  looked  pensive  for  a  moment;  then  she  said  with  a 
peculiar  expression,  "  I  shall  know  soon." 

"  Why  not  to-night?  "  said  the  poet,  tenderly;  "  why  not 
me?" 

She  cast  a  serious  glance  at  him. 

';  I  can  only  love  a  man  who  can  protect  me." 

Gringoire  flushed,  and  was  silent.  It  was  evident  that  the 
young  girl  alluded  to  the  slight  assistance  which  he  had 
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afforded  her  in  the  critical  situation  in  which  she  had  found 
herself  a  couple  of  hours  previous.  This  memory,  blotted  out 
by  the  other  adventures  of  the  evening,  returned  to  him.  He 
struck  his  brow. 

"  By-the-bye,  mademoiselle,  I  ought  to  have  begun  there. 
Forgive  me  my  foolish  distractions.  How  did  you  manage 
to  escape  from  Quasimodo's  claws?  " 

This  question  made  the  gipsy  shudder. 

"  Oh,  the  horrid  hunchback !  "  she  cried,  hiding  her  face  in 
her  hands. 

And  she  shivered  as  if  icy  cold. 

"  Horrid,  indeed,"  said  Gringoire,  not  dropping  the  sub- 
ject; "  but  how  did  you  contrive  to  escape  him?  " 

Esmeralda  smiled,  sighed,  and  was  silent. 

"  Do  you  know  why  he  pursued  you?  "  continued  Grin- 
goire, trying  to  get  an  answer  by  a  roundabout  way. 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  the  girl.  And  she  added  quickly, 
"  But  you  followed  me  too;  why  did  you  follow  me?  " 

"  In  good  faith,"  replied  Gringoire,  "  I  have  forgotten." 

There  was  a  pause.  Gringoire  slashed  the  table  with  his 
knife.  The  girl  smiled,  and  seemed  to  be  gazing  at  some- 
thing through  the  wall.  All  at  once  she  began  to  sing  in  a 
voice  which  was  scarcely  articulate, — 

"  Quando   las   pintadas   aves 
Mudas  estan,  y  la  tierra  — " 

She  broke  off  abruptly,  and  began  to  fondle  Djali. 

"  That's  a  pretty  creature  of  yours,"  said  Gringoire. 

"  It  is  my  sister,"  she  replied. 

"  Why  do  they  call  you  '  Esmeralda  ?  '  "  the  poet  ventured 
to  ask. 

"  I've  no  idea." 

"But  why  do  they?" 

She  drew  from  her  bosom  a  small  oblong  bag  fastened  to 
her  neck  by  a  string  of  beads  made  of  some  sweet-scented 
gum.  This  bag  gave  forth  a  strong  smell  of  camphor ;  it  was 
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made  of  green  silk,  and  had  in  the  centre  a  large  bit  of  green 
gHss,  in  imitation  of  an  emerald. 

"  Perhaps  it  is  on  account  of  that,"  said  she. 

Gringoire  tried  to  take  the  bag.      She  drew  back. 

"Don't  touch  it!  It's  an  amulet.  You  will  injure  the 
charm,  or  the  charm  you." 

The  poet's  curiosity  was  more  and  more  eagerly  aroused. 

;<  Who  gave  it  to  you  ?  " 

She  put  her  finger  to  her  lip  and  hid  the  amulet  in  her 
bosom.  He  tried  her  with  other  questions,  but  she  scarcely 
answered  him. 

"  What  does  the  word  '  Esmeralda  '  mean?  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  she. 

"  To  what  language  does  it  belong?  " 

"  I  think  it  is  a  gipsy  word." 

"  So  I  suspected,"  said  Gringoire;  "you  are  not  a  native 
of  France?" 

"  I  know  nothing  about  it." 

"  Are  your  parents  living?  " 

She  began  to  sing,  to  an  ancient  air :  — 

"A  bird  is  my  mother, 
My  father  another. 
Nor  boat  nor  bark  need  I 
As  over  the  sea  I  fly; 
A  bird  is  my  mother, 
My  father  another." 

"  Very  good,"  said  Gringoire.  "  At  what  age  did  you 
come  to  France?  " 

u  When  I  was  very  small." 

"To  Paris?" 

"  Last  year.  Just  as  we  entered  the  Papal  Gate,  I  saw  the 
reed  warbler  skim  through  the  air ;  it  was  the  last  of  August. 
I  said:  It  will  be  a  hard  winter." 

"  So  it  has  been,"  said  Gringoire,  charmed  at  this  begin- 
ning of  conversation ;  "  I  have  spent  it  in  blowing  on  my 
fingers  to  keep  them  warm.  So  you  have  the  gift  of  proph- 
ecy? " 
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She  fell  back  into  her  laconicism. 

"  No." 

"  Is  that  man  whom  you  call  the  Duke  of  Egypt,  the  head 
of  your  tribe  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  But  it  was  he  who  married  us,"  timidly  remarked  the  poet. 

She  made  her  usual  pretty  grimace. 

"  I  don't  even  know  your  name." 

"My  name?  You  shall  have  it,  if  you  wish:  Pierre 
Gringoire." 

"  I  know  a  nicer  one,"  said  she. 

"  Cruel  girl !  "  replied  the  poet.  "  Never  mind,  you  shall 
not  vex  me.  Stay;  perhaps  you  will  love  me  when  you  know 
me  better;  and  then  you  told  me  your  history  so  confidingly 
that  I  owe  you  somewhat  of  mine.  You  must  know,  then, 
that  my  name  is  Pierre  Gringoire,  and  that  I  am  the  son  of 
the  notary  of  Gonesse.  My  father  was  hanged  by  the  Bur- 
gundians  and  my  mother  ripped  up  by  the  Picards,  at  the  time 
of  the  siege  of  Paris,  now  twenty  years  ago.  At  the  age  of 
six  years,  therefore,  I  was  left  an  orphan,  with  no  sole  to  my 
foot  but  the  pavement  of  Paris.  I  don't  know  how  I  man- 
aged to  exist  from  six  to  sixteen.  A  fruit-seller  would  give 
me  a  plum,  a  baker  would  throw  me  a  crust ;  at  nightfall  I 
would  contrive  to  be  caught  by  the  watch,  who  put  me  in 
prison,  and  there  I  found  a  bundle  of  straw.  All  this  did  not 
hinder  me  from  growing  tall  and  thin,  as  you  see.  In  winter 
time  I  warmed  myself  in  the  sun,  under  the  portico  of  the 
Hotel  de  Sens,  and  I  thought  it  very  absurd  that  the  bale- 
fires of  St.  John  should  be  deferred  until  the  dog-days.  At 
the  age  of  sixteen  I  wished  to  learn  a  trade.  I  tried  every- 
thing in  turn.  I  became  a  soldier,  but  I  was  not  brave 
enough.  I  turned  monk,  but  I  was  not  pious  enough;  and 
then,  I'm  no  drinker.  In  despair,  I  became  a  carpenter's  ap- 
prentice, but  I  was  not  strong  enough.  I  had  more  liking 
for  the  schoolmaster's  trade ;  true,  I  did  not  know  how  to 
read,  but  that  was  no  hindrance.  After  a  time,  I  discovered 
that  I  locked  some  necessary  quality  for  everything;  and  sec- 
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ing  that  I  was  good  for  nothing,  I  became  a  poet  and  composer 
of  rhymes,  of  my  own  free  will.  That  is  a  trade  that  one 
can  always  take  up  when  one  is  a  vagabond;  and  it  is  better 
than  stealing,  as  certain  thievish  young  friends  of  mine  ad- 
vised. By  good  luck,  I  one  fine  day  encountered  Don  Claude 
Frollo,  the  reverend  archdeacon  of  Notre-Dame.  He  took  an 
interest  in  me,  and  it  is  to  him  I  owe  it  that  I  am  now  a 
genuine  man  of  letters,  knowing  Latin,  from  Cicero's  Offices 
to  the  necrology  of  the  Celestine  Fathers,  and  being  ignorant 
of  neither  scholastics,  poetry,  nor  rhythm,  that  sophism  of 
sophisms.  I  am  the  author  of  the  miracle-play  performed 
to-day  with  great  triumph,  and  before  a  great  concourse  of 
people,  in  the  hall  of  the  Palace.  I  have  also  written  a  book 
which  will  make  six  hundred  pages,  on  the  wonderful  comet 
of  1465,  which  drove  one  man  mad.  I  have  also  had  other 
successes.  Being  somewhat  of  an  engineer,  I  worked  on  Jean 
Maugue's  great  bomb,  which  you  know  burst  on  Charenton 
Bridge  the  day  that  it  was  to  be  tested,  and  killed  twenty-four 
of  the  curious  spectators.  You  see  that  I  am  by  no  means  a 
bad  match.  I  know  a  great  many  sorts  of  delightful  tricks 
which  I  will  teach  your  goat;  for  instance,  how  to  take  off 
the  Bishop  of  Paris,  that  accursed  Parisian  whose  mills  be- 
spatter all  those  who  pass  over  the  Millers'  Bridge.  And 
then,  my  miracle-play  will  bring  me  in  plenty  of  ready  money 
if  they  pay  me.  Finally,  I  am  at  your  service,  I  and  my  wit 
and  my  science  and  my  learning, — -  ready  to  live  with  you, 
lady,  as  it  may  please  you :  soberly  or  merrily ;  as  husband 
and  wife  if  you  see  fit;  as  brother  and  sister  if  you  prefer." 

Gringoire  ceased,  awaiting  the  effect  of  this  speech  upon 
the  young  girl.  Her  eyes  were  bent  on  the  floor. 

'* '  Phoebus,'  "  she  said  in  an  undertone.  Then,  turning  to 
the  poet,  "  '  Bbcebus ; '  what  does  that  mean  ?  " 

(rringoire,  scarcely  comprehending  the  connection  between 
his  words  and  this  question,  was  nothing  loath  to  display  his 
erudition.  He  answered,  drawing  himself  up, — 

"  It  is  a  Latin  word  signifying  '  sun.' ' 

4i  *  Sun  '?  "  she  repeated. 
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"  It  is  the  name  of  a  certain  handsome  archer  who  was  a 
god,"  added  Gringoire. 

"  A  god !  "  repeated  the  gipsy ;  and  there  was  something 
pensive  and  passionate  in  her  tone. 

At  this  moment,  one  of  her  bracelets  became  unfastened 
and  fell.  Gringoire  stooped  quickly  to  pick  it  up ;  when 
he  rose,  the  girl  and  the  goat  had  disappeared.  He  heard 
a  bolt  slide  across  a  small  door,  doubtless  communicating  with 
a  neighbouring  cell,  which  was  fastened  on  the  other  side. 

"  At  least,  I  hope  she  has  left  me  a  bed !  "  said  our  philoso- 
pher. 

He  walked  around  the  room.  There  was  nothing  fit  to 
sleep  upon  except  a  long  wooden  chest;  and  even  that  had  a 
carved  lid,  which  gave  Gringoire  a  feeling,  when  he  stretched 
himself  out  upon  it,  very  like  that  experienced  by  Microme- 
gas  l  when  he  slept  at  full  length  upon  the  Alps. 

"  Come,"  said  he,  making  himself  as  comfortable  as  he 
could,  "  I  must  submit  to  fate.  But  this  is  an  odd  wedding 
night.  It  is  a  pity;  there  was  something  simple  and  ante- 
diluvian about  this  marriage  with  a  broken  jug,  which  I 
liked." 

i  A  character  in  a  tale  by  Voltaire. 
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CHAPTER  I 

NOTRE-DAME 

THE  Church  of  Notre-Dame  at  Paris  is  doubtless  still  a 
sublime  and  majestic  building.  But,  much  beauty  as 
it  may  retain  in  its  old  age,  it  is  not  easy  to  repress  a  sigh, 
to  restrain  our  anger,  when  we  mark  the  countless  deface- 
ments and  mutilations  to  which  men  and  Time  have  subjected 
that  venerable  monument,  without  respect  for  Charlemagne, 
who  laid  its  first  stone,  or  Philip  Augustus,  who  laid  its  last. 

Upon  the  face  of  this  aged  queen  of  French  cathedrals,  be- 
side every  wrinkle  we  find  a  scar.  "  Tempus  edax,  homo 
edacior;  "  which  I  would  fain  translate  thus :  "  Time  is  blind, 
but  man  is  stupid." 

Had  we  leisure  to  study  with  the  reader,  one  by  one,  the 
various  marks  of  destruction  graven  upon  the  ancient  church, 
the  work  of  Time  would  be  the  lesser,  the  worse  that  of  Men, 
especially  of  "  men  of  art,"  since  there  are  persons  who  have 
styled  themselves  architects  during  the  last  two  centuries. 

And  first  of  all,  to  cite  but  a  few  glaring  instances,  there- 
are  assuredly  few  finer  pages  in  the  history  of  architecture 
than  that  fa9ade  where  the  three  receding  portals  with  their 
pointed  arches,  the  carved  and  denticulated  plinth  with  its 
twenty-eight  royal  niches,  the  huge  central  rose-window 
flanked  by  its  two  lateral  windows  as  is  the  priest  by  his 
deacon  and  subdeacon,  the  lofty  airy  gallery  of  trifoliated 
arcades  supporting  a  heavy  platform  upon  its  slender  columns, 
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and  lastly  the  two  dark  and  massive  towers  with  their  pent- 
house roofs  of  slate,  harmonious  parts  of  a  magnificent  whole, 
one  above  the  other,  five  gigantic  stages,  unfold  themselves  to 
the  eye,  clearly  and  as  a  whole,  with  their  countless  details  of 
sculpture,  statuary,  and  carving,  powerfully  contributing  to 
the  calm  grandeur  of  the  whole;  as  it  were,  a  vast  symphony 
in  stone;  the  colossal  work  of  one  man  and  one  nation,  one 
and  yet  complex,  like  the  Iliad  and  the  old  Romance  epics,  to 
which  it  is  akin;  the  tremendous  sum  of  the  joint  contribu- 
tions of  all  the  forces  of  an  entire  epoch,  in  which  every  stone 
reveals,  in  a  hundred  forms,  the  fancy  of  the  workman  dis- 
ciplined by  the  genius  of  the  artist, —  a  sort  of  human  crea- 
tion, in  brief,  powerful  and  prolific  as  the  Divine  creation, 
whose  double  characteristics,  variety  and  eternity,  it  seems  to 
have  acquired. 

And  what  we  say  of  the  fa9ade,  we  must  also  say  of  the 
whole  church ;  and  what  we  say  of  the  cathedral  church  of 
Paris  must  also  be  said  of  all  the  Christian  churches  of  the 
Middle  Ages.  Everything  is  harmonious  which  springs  from 
that  spontaneous,  logical,  and  well-proportioned  art.  To 
measure  a  toe,  is  to  measure  the  giant. 

Let  us  return  to  the  fa9ade  of  Notre-Dame  as  we  see  it  at 
the  present  day,  when  we  make  a  pious  pilgrimage  to  admire 
the  solemn  and  mighty  cathedral,  which,  as  its  chroniclers  de- 
clare, inspires  terror :  "  Quoe  mole  sua  terrorem  incutit 
spectantibus." 

This  fa£ade  now  lacks  three  important  things:  first  the 
eleven  steps  which  formerly  raised  it  above  the  level  of  the 
ground ;  next,  the  lower  series  of  statues  which  filled  the  niches 
over  the  doors ;  and  lastly,  the  upper  row  of  the  twenty-eight 
most  ancient  kings  of  France,  which  adorned  the  gallery  of 
the  first  story,  from  Childebert  down  to  Philip  Augustus,  each 
holding  in  his  hand  "  the  imperial  globe." 

The  stairs  were  destroyed  by  Time,  which,  with  slow  and 
irresistible  progress,  raised  the  level  of  the  city's  soil ;  but  while 
this  flood-tide  of  the  pavements  of  Paris  swallowed  one  by 
one  the  eleven  steps  which  added  to  the  majestic  height  of  the 
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ed'fice,  Time  has  perhaps  given  to  the  church  more  than  it 
took  away,  for  it  is  Time  which  has  painted  the  front  with 
th;it  sober  hue  of  centuries  which  makes  the  antiquity  of 
churches  their  greatest  beauty. 

But  who  pulled  down  the  two  rows  of  statues?  Who  left 
those  empty  niches?  Who  carved  that  new  and  bastard 
pointed  arch  in  the  very  centre  of  the  middle  door?  Who 
dared  to  insert  that  clumsy,  tasteless  wooden  door,  carved  in 
thc>  style  of  Louis  XV.,  side  by  side  with  the  arabesques  of 
Biscornette?  Who  but  men,  architects,  the  artists  of  our  day? 

And  if  we  step  into  the  interior  of  the  edifice,  who  over- 
threw that  colossal  figure  of  Saint  Christopher,  proverbial 
airong  statues  by  the  same  right  as  the  Great  Hall  of  the 
Palace  among  halls,  as  the  spire  of  Strasburg  among  steeples? 
Ard  those  myriad  statues  which  peopled  every  space  between 
tlu  columns  of  the  choir  and  the  nave,  kneeling,  standing,  on 
horseback,  men,  women,  children,  kings,  bishops,  men-at-arms, 
—  of  stone,  of  marble,  of  gold,  of  silver,  of  copper,  nay,  even 
of  wax, —  who  brutally  swept  them  away  ?  It  was  not  the 
hand  of  Time. 

And  who  replaced  the  old  Gothic  altar,  with  its  splendid 
burden  of  shrines  and  reliquaries,  by  that  heavy  marble  sar- 
cophagus adorned  with  clouds  and  cherubs,  looking  like  a  poor 
copy  of  the  Val-de-Grace  or  the  Hotel  des  Invalides?  Who 
was  stupid  enough  to  fasten  that  clumsy  stone  anachronism 
into  the  Carlo vingian  pavement  of  Hercandus?  Was  it  not 
Louis  XIV.,  fulfilling  the  vow  of  Louis  XIII.? 

And  who  set  cold  white  panes  in  place  of  that  stained  glass 
of  gorgeous  hue,  which  led  the  wondering  gaze  of  our  fathers 
to  roam  uncertain  'twixt  the  rose-window  of  the  great  door 
and  the  ogives  of  the  chancel?  And  what  would  a  precentor 
of  the  sixteenth  century  say  if  he  could  see  the  fine  coat  of 
yellow  wash  with  which  our  Vandal  archbishops  have  smeared 
their  cathedral?  He  would  remember  that  this  was  the  colour 
wit  a  which  the  executioner  formerly  painted  those  buildings 
juoged  "  infamous ;  "  he  would  recall  the  hotel  of  the  Petit- 
Bourbon,  bedaubed  with  yellow  in  memory  of  the  Constable's 
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treason ;  "  a  yellow  of  so  fine  a  temper,"  says  Sauval,  "  and 
so  well  laid  on,  that  more  than  a  hundred  years  have  failed 
to  wash  out  its  colour."  He  would  fancy  that  the  sacred 
spot  had  become  accursed,  and  would  turn  and  flee. 

And  if  we  climb  higher  in  the  cathedral,  without  pausing 
to  note  a  thousand  barbarous  acts  of  every  kind,  what  has 
become  of  that  delightful  little  steeple  which  rested  upon  the 
point  of  intersection  of  the  transept,  and  which,  no  less  fragile 
and  no  less  daring  than  its  neighbour,  the  spire  of  the  Sainte- 
Chapelle  (also  destroyed),  rose  yet  nearer  heaven  than  the 
towers,  slender,  sharp,  sonorous,  and  daintily  wrought?  An 
architect  of  good  taste  (1787)  amputated  it,  and  thought 
it  quite  enough  to  cover  the  wound  with  that  large  leaden 
plaster  which  looks  like  the  lid  of  a  stewpan.  Thus  was  the 
marvellous  art  of  the  Middle  Ages  treated  in  almost  every 
land,  but  particularly  in  France.  We  find  three  sorts  of 
injury  upon  its  ruins,  these  three  marring  it  to  different 
depths:  first,  Time,  which  has  made  insensible  breaches  here 
and  there,  mildewed  and  rusted  the  surface  everywhere;  then, 
political  and  religious  revolutions,  which,  blind  and  fierce  by 
nature,  fell  furiously  upon  it,  rent  its  rich  array  of  sculpture 
and  carving,  shivered  its  rose-windows,  shattered  its  neck- 
laces of  arabesques  and  quaint  figures,  tore  down  its  statues, 
—  sometimes  because  of  their  mitre,  sometimes  because  of 
their  crown ;  lastly,  changing  fashion,  ever  more  grotesque  and 
absurd,  from  the  anarchic  and  splendid  deviations  of  the 
Renaissance  down  to  the  necessary  decline  of  architecture, 
fashion  did  more  harm  than  revolutions.  Fashion  cut  into 
the  living  flesh,  attacked  the  very  skeleton  and  framework  of 
art;  it  chopped  and  hewed,  dismembered,  slew  the  edifice,  in 
its  form  as  well  as  in  its  symbolism,  in  its  logic  no  less  than 
in  its  beauty.  But  fashion  restored, —  a  thing  which  neither 
time  nor  revolution  ever  pretended  to  do.  Fashion,  on  the 
plea  of  "  good  taste,"  impudently  adapted  to  the  wounds  of 
Gothic  architecture  the  paltry  gewgaws  of  a  day, —  marble 
ribbons,  metallic  plumes,  a  veritable  leprosy  of  egg-shaped 
mouldings,  of  volutes,  wreaths,  draperies,  spirals,  fringes, 
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stone  flames,  bronze  clouds,  lusty  cupids,  and  bloated  cherubs, 
which  began  to  ravage  the  face  of  art  in  the  oratory  of 
Catherine  de  Medicis,  and  destroyed  it,  two  centuries  later, 
tortured  and  distorted,  in  the  Dubarry's  boudoir. 

There  are  thus,  to  sum  up  the  points  to  which  we  have 
alluded,  three  sorts  of  scars  now  disfiguring  Gothic  architec- 
ture,—  wrinkles  and  warts  upon  the  epidermis  (these  are  the 
work  of  time)  ;  wounds,  brutal  injuries,  bruises,  and  fractures 
(these  are  the  work  of  revolution  from  Luther  to  Mirabeau)  ; 
mutilations,  amputations,  dislocations  of  the  frame,  "  restora- 
tions "  (these  are  the  Greek,  Roman,  Barbaric  work  of  pro- 
fessors according  to  Vitruvius  and  Vignole).  Academies  have 
murdered  the  magnificent  art  which  the  Vandals  produced. 
To  centuries,  to  revolutions  which  at  least  laid  waste  with  im- 
partiality and  grandeur,  are  conjoined  the  host  of  scholastic 
architects,  licensed  and  sworn,  degrading  all  they  touch  with 
the  discernment  and  selection  of  bad  taste,  substituting  the 
tinsel  of  Louis  XV.  for  Gothic  lace-work,  for  the  greater 
glory  of  the  ^Parthenon.  This  is  the  donkey's  kick  at  the 
dying  lion.  It  is  the  old  oak,  decaying  at  the  crown,  pierced, 
bitten,  and  devoured  by  caterpillars. 

How  different  from  the  time  when  Robert  Cenalis,  com- 
paring Notre-Dame  at  Paris  to  the  famous  temple  of  Diana 
at  Ephesus,  "  so  loudly  boasted  by  the  ancient  pagans,"  which 
immortalized  Erostrates,  held  the  cathedral  of  the  Gauls  to  be 
"  more  excellent  in  length,  breadth,  height,  and  structure!  "  1 

Notre-Dame  at  Paris  is  not,  however,  what  can  be  called 
a  complete,  definite  monument,  belonging  to  a  class.  It  is 
neither  a  Roman  nor  a  Gothic  church.  The  edifice  is  not  a 
typical  one.  It  has  not,  like  the  abbey  at  Tournus,  the 
sobe:'  massive  breadth,  the  round  expansive  arch,  the  icy  bare- 
ness, the  majestic  simplicity  of  those  buildings  based  on  the 
semicircular  arch.  It  is  not,  like  the  cathedral  at  Bourges, 
the  magnificent,  airy,  multiform,  bushy,  sturdy,  efflorescent 
product  of  the  pointed  arch.  It  is  impossible  to  class  it  with 

i  Gallican  History,  book  ii.  period  iii.  fo.  130,  p.  1. 
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that  antique  order  of  dark,  mysterious,  low-studded  churches, 
apparently  crushed  by  the  semicircular  arch, —  almost  Egyp- 
tian, save  for  the  ceiling;  all  hieroglyphic,  all  sacerdotal,  all 
symbolic,  more  loaded  in  their  ornamentation  with  lozenges 
and  zig-zags  than  with  flowers,  with  flowers  than  with  animals, 
with  animals  than  with  men:  less  the  work  of  the  architect 
than  of  the  bishop :  the  first  transformation  of  the  art,  bear- 
ing the  deep  impress  of  theocratic  and  military  discipline, 
taking  root  in  the  Lower  Empire,  and  ceasing  with  William 
the  Conqueror.  It  is  impossible  to  place  our  cathedral  in  that 
other  family  of  lofty,  aerial  churches,  rich  in  stained  glass 
and  sculpture ;  of  pointed  forms  and  daring  attitudes ;  be- 
longing to  the  commoners  and  plain  citizens,  as  political  sym- 
bols; free,  capricious,  lawless,  as  works  of  art;  the  second 
transformation  of  architecture,  no  longer  hieroglyphic,  un- 
changeable, sacerdotal,  but  artistic,  progressive,  and  popular, 
beginning  with  the  close  of  the  Crusades  and  ending  with 
Louis  XI.  Notre-Dame  at  Paris  is  not  of  purely  Roman 
race  like  the  former,  nor  of  purely  Arab  breed  like  the  latter. 

It  is  a  building  of  the  transition  period.  The  Saxon 
architect  had  just  reared  the  pillars  of  the  nave,  when  the 
pointed  arch,  brought  back  from  the  Crusades,  planted  itself 
as  conqueror  upon  those  broad  Roman  capitals  which  were 
never  meant  to  support  anything  but  semicircular  arches. 
The  pointed  arch,  thenceforth  supreme,  built  the  rest  of  the 
church.  And  still,  inexperienced  and  shy  at  first,  it  swelled, 
it  widened,  it  restrained  itself,  and  dared  not  yet  shoot  up 
into  spires  and  lancets,  as  it  did  later  on  in  so  many  marvellous 
cathedrals.  It  seemed  sensible  of  the  close  vicinity  of  the 
heavy  Roman  columns. 

Moreover,  these  buildings  of  the  transition  from  Roman  to 
Gothic  are  no  less  valuable  studies  than  the  pure  types.  They 
express  a  gradation  of  the  art  which  would  otherwise  be  lost. 
They  represent  the  ingrafting  of  the  pointed  arch  upon  the 
semicircular. 

Notre-Dame  at  Paris,  in  particular,  is  a  curious  example  of 
this  variety.  Every  face,  every  stone  of  the  venerable  monu- 
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ment  is  a  page  not  only  of  the  history  of  the  country,  but 
also  of  the  history  of  science  and  art.  Thus,  to  allude  only 
to  leading  details,  while  the  little  Porte  Rouge  attains  almost 
the  extreme  limit  of  the  Gothic  refinements  of  the  fifteenth 
century,  the  pillars  of  the  nave,  in  their  size  and  gravity  of 
style,  go  back  to  the  Carlovingian  Abbey  of  Saint-Germain 
dcs  Pres.  One  would  say  that  there  was  an  interval  of  six 
centuries  between  that  door  and  those  pillars.  Even  the  Her- 
mei  ics  find  among  the  symbols  of  the  great  door  a  satisfactory 
epitome  of  their  science,  of  which  the  Church  of  St.  Jacques 
de  la  Boucherie  formed  so  complete  a  hieroglyph.  Thus,  the 
Roman  abbey,  the  philosophers'  church,  Gothic  art,  Saxon 
art,  the  clumsy  round  pillar,  which  recalls  Gregory  VII.,  the 
hermetic  symbolism  by  which  Nicolas  Flamel  paved  the  way 
for  Luther,  papal  unity,  schism,  Saint-Germain  des  Pres, 
Saint- Jacques  de  la  Boucherie,  are  all  confounded,  combined, 
and  blended  in  Notre-Dame.  This  central  and  generative 
church  is  a  kind  of  Chimera  among  the  old  churches  of  Paris; 
it  has  the  head  of  one,  the  limbs  of  another,  the  trunk  of  a 
third,  something  of  all. 

We  repeat  it;  these  hybrid  constructions  are  by  no  means 
the  least  interesting  to  the  artist,  the  antiquary,  and  the  his- 
torian. They  show  us  to  how  great  an  extent  architecture 
is  a  primitive  thing,  in  that  they  demonstrate  (as  the  jC^jdor 
pean  remains,  the  pyramids  of  Egypt,  the  vast  pagodas  of 
India  demonstrate)  that  the  greatest  products  of  architecture 
are  not  so  much  individual  as  they  are  social  works;  rather 
the  children  of  nations  in  labour  than  the  inspired  efforts  of 
men  of  genius ;  the  legacy  of  a  race ;  the  accumulated  wealth 
of  centuries ;  the  residuum  of  the  successive  evaporations  of 
human  society, —  in  a  word,  a  species  of  formation.  Every 
wave  of  time  adds  its  alluvium,  every  race  leaves  a  fresh  layer 
on  the  monument,  every  individual  brings  his  stone.  Thus 
the  beavers  work,  thus  work  the  bees,  thus  works  man.  The 
great  symbol  of  architecture,  Babel,  is  a  beehive. 

Great  buildings,  like  great  mountains,  are  the  work  of 
centuries.  Art  is  often  transformed  while  they  are  still  pend- 
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ing, —  pendent  opera  Interrupta;  they  go  on  quietly,  in  har- 
mony with  the  changes  in  the  art.  The  new  form  of  art 
takes  up  the  monument  where  it  finds  it,  becomes  a  part  of  it, 
assimilates  it  to  itself,  develops  it  according  to  its  fancy,  and 
finishes  it  if  it  can.  The  thing  is  done  without  effort,  with- 
out reaction,  in  accordance  with  a  natural  and  tranquil  law. 
— ^  It  is  like  a  budding  graft,  like  circulating  sap,  like  renewed 
vegetation.  Certainly,  there  is  matter  for  many  big  books, 
and  often  for  the  universal  history  of  humanity,  in  these  suc- 
cessive weldings  of  various  forms  of  art  at  various  levels  upon 
one  and  the  same  structure.  The  man,  the  artist,  and  the 
individual  are  obliterated  in  these  huge  anonymous  piles ;  they 
represent  the  sum  total  of  human  intelligence.  Time  is  the 
architect,  the  nation  is  the  mason. 

Considering  here  Christian  European  architecture  only,  that 
younger  sister  of  the  grand  piles  of  the  Orient,  we  may  say 
that  it  strikes  the  eye  as  a  vast  formation  divided  into 
three  very  distinct  zones  or  layers,  one  resting  upon  the  other ; 
the  Roman  zone,1  the  Gothic  zone,  the  zone  of  the  Renais- 
sance, which  may  be  called  the  Greco-Roman.  The  Romans 
stratum,  which  is  the  oldest  and  the  lowest,  is  occupied  by  the 
semicircular  arch,  which  reappears,  together  with  the  Greek 
column,  in  the  modern  and  uppermost  stratum  of  the  Renais- 
sance. The  pointed  arch  is  between  the  two.  The  build- 
ings belonging  to  any  one  of  these  three  strata  are  perfectly 
distinct,  uniform,  and  complete.  Such  are  the  Abbey  of 
Jumieges,  the  Cathedral  of  Rheims,  the  Church  of  the  Holy 
Cross  at  Orleans.  But  the  three  zones  are  blended  and  min- 
gled at  the  edges,  like  the  colours  in  the  solar  spectrum. 
Hence,  we  have  certain  complex  structures,  buildings  of  grada- 
tion and  transition,  which  may  be  Roman  at  the  base,  Gothic 
in  the  middle,  and  Greco-Roman  at  the  top.  This  is  caused 

i  The  same  which  is  also  known,  according  to  place,  climate,  and  spe- 
cies, as  Lombard,  Saxon,  and  Byzantine.     These  are  the  four  sister  forms 
of  architecture,  each  having  its  peculiar  character,  but  all  springing  from 
the  same  principle,  the  semicircular  arch, — 
"  Fades  non  omnibus  una, 

Non  diversa  tamen  qualem"  etc. 
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by  the  fact  that  it  took  six  hundred  years  to  build  such  a 
fabric.  This  variety  is  rare.  The  donjon-keep  at  Etampes 
is  a  specimen.  But  monuments  of  two  formations  are  more 
frequent.  Such  is  Notre-Dame  at  Paris,  a  structure  of  the 
pointed  arch,  its  earliest  columns  leading  directly  to  that 
Roman  zone,  of  which  the  portal  of  Saint-Denis  and  the  nave 
of  Saint-Germain  des  Pres  are  perfect  specimens.  Such  is 
the  charming  semi-Gothic  chapter-house  of  Bocherville,  where 
the  Roman  layer  reaches  midway.  Such  is  the  cathedral  of 
Rouen,  which  would  be  wholly,  Gothic  if  the  tip  of  its  central 
spire  did  not  dip  into  the  zone  of  the  Renaissance.1 

However,  all  these  gradations  and  differences  affect  the 
surface  only  of  an  edifice.  Art  has  but  changed  its  skin. 
The  construction  itself  of  the  Christian  church  is  not  affected 
by  them.  The  interior  arrangement,  the  logical  order  of  the 
parts,  is  still  the  same.  Whatever  may  be  the  carved  and 
nicely  wrought  exterior  of  a  cathedral,  we  always  find  beneath 
it,  if  only  in  a  rudimentary  and  dormant  state,  the  Roman 
basilica.  It  rises  forever  from  the  ground  in  harmony  with 
the  same  law.  There  are  invariably  two  naves  intersecting 
each  other  in  the  form  of  a  cross,  the  upper  end  being  rounded 
into  a  chancel  or  choir;  there  are  always  side  aisles,  for  pro- 
cessions and  for  chapels,  a  sort  of  lateral  galleries  or  walks, 
into  which  the  principal  nave  opens  by  means  of  the  spaces 
between  the  columns.  This  settled,  the  number  of  chapels, 
doors,  steeples,  and  spires  may  be  modified  indefinitely  ac- 
cording to  the  fancy  of  the  century,  the  people,  and  the  art. 
The  performance  of  divine  service  once  provided  for  and  as- 
sured, architecture  acts  its  own  pleasure.  Statues,  stained 
glass,  rose-windows,  arabesques,  denticulations,  capitals,  and 
bas-reliefs, —  it  combines  all  these  flowers  of  the  fancy  ac- 
cording to  the  logarithm  that  suits  it  best.  Hence  the  im- 
mense variety  in  the  exteriors  of  those  structures  within  which 
dwell  such  unity  and  order.  The  trunk  of  the  tree  is  fixed; 
the  foliage  is  variable. 

1  This  part  of  the  spire,  which  was  of  timber,  happens  to  be  the  very 
part  which  was  burned  by  lightning  in  1823. 
8 
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CHAPTER  II 


IN  the  last  chapter  we  strove  to  restore  the  wonderful 
Church  of  Notre-Dame  at  Paris  for  the  reader's  pleasure. 
We  briefly  pointed  out  the  greater  part  of  the  charms  which 
it  possessed  in  the  fifteenth  century  and  which  it  now  lacks; 
but  we  omitted  the  chief  beauty, —  the  view  of  Paris  then  to  be 
had  from  the  top  of  its  towers. 

It  was,  indeed,  when  after  long  fumbling  in  the  gloomy 
spiral  staircase  which  pierces  perpendicularly  the  thick  wall 
of  the  steeples  you  finally  emerged  suddenly  upon  one  of  the 
two  lofty  platforms  bathed  in  sunshine  and  daylight, —  it  was, 
indeed,  a  fine  picture  which  lay  unrolled  before  you  on  every 
hand;  a  spectacle  sui  generis,  as  those  of  our  readers  can 
readily  imagine  who  have  been  so  fortunate  as  to  see  one  of 
the  few  Gothic  cities  still  left  entire,  complete,  and  homo- 
geneous, such  as  Nuremberg  in  Bavaria,  and  Vittoria  in 
Spain;  or  even  smaller  examples,  if  they  be  but  well  pre- 
served, like  Vitre  in  Brittany,  and  Nordhausen  in  Prussia. 

The  Paris  of  three  hundred  and  fifty  years  ago,  the  Paris 
of  the  fifteenth  century,  had  already  attained  to  vast  dimen- 
sions. We  modern  Parisians  are  apt  to  deceive  ourselves  in 
regard  to  the  ground  which  we  imagine  we  have  gained  since 
then.  Paris  has  not  grown  much  more 'than  a  third  larger 
since  the  days  of  Louis  XI.  It  has  certainly  lost  far  more  in 
beauty  than  it  has  gained  in  size. 

Paris  was  born,  as  every  one  knows,  on  that  island  of  the 
City  which  is  shaped  like  a  cradle.  The  shores  of  that  island 
were  her  first  enclosure,  the  Seine  her  first  moat.  Paris  re- 
mained for  several  centuries  in  the  state  of  an  island,  with 
two  bridges,  one  on  the  north,  the  other  on  the  south,  and 
two  bridge-heads,  at  once  her  gates  and  her  fortresses:  the 
Grand-Chatelet  on  the  right  bank,  the  Petit-Chatelet  on  the 
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left.  With  the  first  line  of  kings,  being  pressed  for  room  in 
he::  island,  back  of  which  she  no  longer  could  return,  Paris 
crossed  the  water.  Then,  beyond  the  two  Chatelets,  the  first 
enclosing  line  of  walls  and  towers  began  to  encroach  upon 
the  country  region  on  either  side  the  Seine.  Some  traces  of 
this  ancient  boundary  wall  still  existed  in  the  last  century; 
now,  nothing  but  the  memory  of  it  survives,  and  here  and 
there  a  local  tradition,  like  the  Porte  des  Baudets  or  Baudoyer, 
Pcrta  Bagauda.  Little  by  little  the  flood  of  houses,  per- 
petually driven  from  the  centre  of  the  city,  overflowed,  made 
breaches  in,  and  wore  away  this  enclosure.  Philip  Augustus 
mt.de  a  new  embankment,  and  confined  Paris  within  a  circular 
chain  of  great  towers,  tall  and  solid.  For  more  than  a  hun- 
dred years  the  houses  pressed  one  upon  the  other,  accumulated 
and  raised  their  level  within  this  basin,  like  water  in  a  reser- 
voir. They  began  to  grow  higher;  they  added  story  to 
story;  they  climbed  one  upon  the  other;  they  leaped  up  in 
height  like  any  repressed  fluid,  vying  each  with  the  other  in 
raising  its  head  above  its  neighbour's  to  get  a  little  air.  The 
stieets  became  deeper  and  narrower;  every  vacant  space  was 
filled  up  and  disappeared.  The  houses  at  last  leaped  the 
wall  of  Philip  Augustus,  scattered  merrily  over  the  plain 
irregularly  and  all  awry,  like  so  many  school-boys  let  loose. 
There  they  strutted  proudly  about,  cut  themselves  gardens 
from  the  fields,  and  took  their  ease.  By  1367  the  city  had 
extended  so  far  into  the  suburbs  that  a  new  boundary  wall 
was  needed,  particularly  on  the  right  bank  of  the  river; 
Claries  V.  built  it.  But  a  city  like  Paris  is  in  a  perpetual 
state  of  growth.  It  is  only  such  cities  which  ever  become 
capitals.  They  are  funnels  into  which  flow  all  the  geo- 
graphical, political,  and  intellectual  watersheds  of  a  country, 
all  the  natural  tendencies  of  a  nation ;  wells  of  civilization,  as 
it  were,  and  also  sewers,  into  which  trade,  commerce,  intellect, 
population,  all  the  vigour,  all  the  life,  all  the  soul  of  a  nation 
unceasingly  filter  and  collect,  drop  by  drop,  century  after 
century.  Charles  V.'s  boundary  wall  followed  in  the  footsteps 
of  that  of  Philip  Augustus.  By  the  end  of  the  fifteenth 
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century,  it  was  overtaken,  left  behind,  and  the  suburbs  ad- 
vanced yet  farther.  In  the  sixteenth,  the  wall  seemed  to 
recede  visibly,  and  to  be  more  and  more  deeply  buried  in  the 
old  city,  so  thickly  did  the  new  town  spring  up  outside  it. 
Thus,  in  the  fifteenth  century,  to  stop  there,  Paris  had  already 
worn  out  the  three  concentric  circles  of  walls,  which  in  the 
time  of  Julian  the  Apostate  were,  as  we  may  say,  in  the 
germ,  in  the  Grand-Chat elet  and  the  Petit-Chatelet.  The 
mighty  city  rent  asunder  its  four  girdles  of  ramparts  in  suc- 
cession, like  a  child  outgrowing  his  last  year's  clothes.  Under 
Louis  XL,  groups  of  the  ruined  towers  belonging  to  the  old 
enclosure  rose  here  and  there  from  the  sea  of  houses  like 
hill-tops  after  a  flood, —  archipelagoes,  as  it  were,  of  the  old 
Paris  submerged  beneath  the  new. 

Since  then  Paris  has,  unfortunately  for  us,  undergone 
another  transformation,  but  has  crossed  only  one  more  wall, 
that  of  Louis  XV., —  that  miserable  rampart  of  lath  and 
plaster,  worthy  of  the  king  who  built  it,  worthy  of  the  poet 
who  celebrated  it  in  a  verse  defying  translation :  — 

1  Le  mur  murant  Paris  rend  Paris  murmurant." 

In  the  fifteenth  century,  Paris  was  still  divided  into  three 
quite  distinct  and  separate  cities,  each  possessing  its  own 
physiognomy,  peculiar  features,  manners,  customs,  privileges, 
and  history, —  the  City,  the  University,  and  the  Town.  The 
City,  which  occupied  the  island,  was  the  oldest,  the  smallest, 
and  the  mother  of  the  other  two,  crowded  in  between  them 
(if  we  may  be  allowed  the  comparison)  like  a  little  old  woman 
between  two  tall,  handsome  daughters.  '  The  University  cov- 
ered the  left  bank  of  the  Seine,  from  the  Tourne.lle  to  the 
Tour  de  Nesle, —  points  corresponding  in  the  Paris  of  to-day 
to  the  Wine-market  and  the  Mint.  Its  precincts  infringed 
boldly  upon  the  region  where  Julian  built  his  baths.  St. 
Genevieve's  Mount  was  included  in  this  division.  The  cul- 
minating point  of  this  curve  of  walls  was  the  Porte  Papale; 
that  is,  just  about  where  the  Pantheon  now  stands.  The 
Town,  which  was  the  largest  of  the  three  parts  of  Paris,  held 
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possession  of  the  right  bank  of  the  river.  Its  quay,  broken 
and  interrupted  at  various  points,  ran  along  the  Seine,  from 
the  Tour  de  Billy  to  the  Tour  du  Bois;  that  is,  from  the 
present  site  of  the  Public  Granaries  to  the  present  site  of  the 
Ti  ileries.  These  four  points,  at  which  the  river  intersected 
the  precincts  of  the  capital;  the  Tournelle  and  the  Tour  de 
Nesle  on  the  left,  the  Tour  de  Billy  and  the  Tour  du  Bois 
on  the  right,  were  called  the  "  Four  Towers  of  Paris,"  by  way 
of  distinction.  The  Town  extended  even  farther  into  the  coun- 
try than  the  University.  The  extreme  limits  of  the  Town 
(in  the  time  of  Charles  V.)  were  the  Portes  Saint-Denis  and 
Saint-Martin,  the  situation  of  which  has  not  been  changed. 

As  we  have  just  observed,  each  of  these  three  great  divisions 
of  Paris  was  a  city  in  itself,  but  a  city  too  individual  to  be 
complete, —  a  city  which  could  not  dispense  with  the  aid  of 
the  other  two.  Thus,  they  were  utterly  unlike  in  aspect. 
Churches  abounded  in  the  City,  palaces  in  the  Town,  and 
colleges  in  the  University.  To  pass  over  the  minor  eccen- 
tricities of  old  Paris  and  the  caprices  of  those  persons  holding 
right  of  road,  we  may  make  the  general  statement  —  speaking 
only  of  the  great  masses  in  the  chaos  of  communal  jurisdic- 
tions—  that  the  island  was  subject  to  the  bishop,  the  right 
bank  of  the  river  to  the  provost,  and  the  left  bank  to  the 
reel  or;  the  Provost  or  Mayor  of  Paris,  a  royal  and  not  a 
municipal  officer,  having  authority  over  them  all.  The  City 
contained  Notre-Dame,  the  Town  the  Louvre  and  the  Hotel 
de  Ville,  and  the  University  the  College  of  the  Sorbonne. 
The  Town  contained  the  Markets,  the  City  the  Hospital,  the 
University  the  Pre-aux-Clercs.  For  any  offence  committed 
by  a  student  on  the  left  bank  of  the  river,  he  was  tried  upon 
the  island  at  the  Palace  of  Justice,  or  law  courts,  and  pun- 
ished on  the  right  bank,  at  Montfaucon,  unless  the  rector, 
finding  the  University  strong  and  the  king  weak,  interfered; 
for  it  was  one  of  the  privileges  of  the  students  to  be  hanged 
in  their  own  domain. 

(The   majority   of  these  privileges,   it  may   be  noted  in 
passing, —  and  there  were  many  more  desirable  than  this, — 


118  NOTRE-DAME 

had  been  extorted  from  various  kings  by  riots  and  revolts. 
This  is  the  traditional  course  of  things:  a  French  proverb 
declares  that  the  king  only  grants  what  the  people  wrest  from 
him.  There  is  an  ancient  charter  which  states  the  fact  with 
much  simplicity ;  speaking  of  loyalty,  it  says :  "  Civibus 
fidelitas  in  reges,  qucs  tamen  aliquoties  seditionibus  interrupta, 
multa  peperit  privilegia"  ) 

In  the  fifteenth  century,  the  Seine  washed  the  shores  of 
five  islets  within  the  precincts  of  Paris :  the  He  Louviers,  where 
there  were  then  trees,  and  where  there  is  now  nothing  but 
wood;  the  He  aux  Vaches  and  the  He  Notre-Dame,  both  de- 
serted, save  for  a  single  structure,  both  held  in  fee  by  the 
bishop  (in  the  seventeenth  century,  these  two  islands  were 
made  into  one,  now  known  as  the  He  Saint-Louis ) ;  and  lastly, 
the  City,  and  at  its  extreme  end  the  islet  of  the  Passeur  aux 
Vaches,  since  submerged  beneath  the  platform  of  the  Pont- 
Neuf .  The  City  had  then  five  bridges :  three  on  the  right, — 
the  Pont  Notre-Dame  and  Pont  au  Change,  of  stone,  the 
Pont  aux  Meuniers,  of  wood ;  two  on  the  left  side, —  the  Petit- 
Pont,  of  stone,  the  Pont  Saint-Michel,  of  wood :  all  built  over 
with  houses.  The  University  had  six  gates,  built  by  Philip 
Augustus;  starting  from  the  Tournelle,  there  were  the  Porte 
Saint-Victor,  the  Porte  Bordelle,  the  Porte  Papale,  the  Porte 
Saint-Jacques,  the  Porte  Saint-Michel,  the  Porte  Saint-Ger- 
main. The  Town  had  six  gates,  built  by  Charles  V. ;  starting 
from  the  Tour  de  Billy,  there  were  the  Porte  Saint- Antoine, 
the  Porte  du  Temple,  the  Porte  Saint-Martin,  the  Porte  Saint- 
Denis,  the  Porte  Montmartre,  and  the  Porte  Saint-Honore. 
All  these  gates  were  strong,  and  handsome  also,  which  does 
not  detract  from  strength.  A  broad,  deep  moat,  whose  waters 
ran  rapidly  during  winter  floods,  washed  the  foot  of  the  walls 
all  around  Paris,  the  Seine  providing  the  water.  At  night 
the  gates  were  closed,  the  river  barred  at  each  end  of  the  town 
by  great  iron  chains,  and  Paris  slept  in  peace. 

A  bird's-eye  view  of  these  three  boroughs  —  the  City,  the 
University,  and  the  Town  —  presented  an  inextricable  network 
of  streets  strangely  entangled.  But  still,  even  at  first  sight, 
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it  was  apparent  that  these  three  fragments  of  a  city  formed 
but  one  body.  One  saw  at  once  two  long  parallel  streets, 
without  break  or  deviation,  running  almost  in  a  straight  line, 
and  traversing  the  three  towns  from  end  to  end,  from  north  to 
south,  perpendicular  to  the  Seine,  connecting  them,  uniting 
them,  infusing,  pouring,  and  incessantly  decanting  the  people 
of  the  one  into  the  precincts  of  the  other,  and  making  of  the 
three  but  one.  One  of  these  two  streets  led  from  the  Porte 
Saint-Jacques  to  the  Porte  Saint-Martin;  it  was  known  as 
Rue  Saint-Jacques  in  the  University,  Rue  de  la  Juiverie  in 
the  City,  Rue  Saint-Martin  in  the  Town ;  it  crossed  the  water 
twice  under  the  name  of  the  Petit-Pont  and  the  Pont  Notre- 
Dame. 

The  other,  known  as  Rue  de  la  Harpe  on  the  left  bank 
of  the  river,  Rue  de  la  Barillerie  on  the  island,  Rue  Saint- 
Denis  on  the  right  bank,  Pont  Saint-Michel  over  one  arm 
of  the  Seine,  Pont  au  Change  over  the  other,  ran  from  the 
Porte  Saint-Michel  in  the  University  to  the  Porte  Saint- 
Denis  in  the  Town.  And  yet,  under  all  these  various  names, 
they  were  still  the  same  two  streets,  the  two  parent  streets, 
the  two  original  streets,  the  two  arteries  of  Paris.  All  the 
other  veins  of  the  triple  town  proceeded  from  or  emptied  into 
them. 

Independently  of  these  two  diametrical  main  streets,  travers- 
ing the  entire  breadth  of  Paris,  and  common  to  the  whole  cap- 
ital, the  University  and  Town  had  each  its  individual  street, 
traversing  its  length,  parallel  to  the  Seine,  and  crossing  the 
two  arterial  streets  at  right  angles.  Thus,  in  the  Town, 
one  could  go  in  a  straight  line  from  the  Porte  Saint-Antoine 
to  the  Porte  Saint-Honore ;  in  the  University,  from  the  Porte 
Sail  it- Victor  to  the  Porte  Saint-Germain.  These  two  great 
roads,  crossing  the  two  first  mentioned,  made  the  canvas  upon 
which  was  wrought  the  knotted  and  tangled  Daedalian  web  of 
the  streets  of  Paris.  By  careful  study  of  the  unintelligible 
design  of  this  network,  one  might  also  distinguish  —  like  two 
sheaves  of  wheat  stretching,  one  into  the  University,  the  other 
into  the  Town  —  two  bunches  of  great  streets  leading  from 
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the  bridges  to  the  gates.  Something  of  this  geometric  plan 
still  exists. 

We  shall  now  attempt  to  give  some  idea  of  the  general  view 
seen  from  the  top  of  the  towers  of  Notre-Dame. 

To  the  spectator  who  reached  this  pinnacle  in  a  breathless 
condition,  all  was  at  first  a  dazzling  sea  of  roofs,  chimneys, 
streets,  bridges,  squares,  spires,  and  steeples.  Everything 
burst  upon  his  vision,  at  once, —  the  carved  gable,  the  steep 
roof,  the  turret  hanging  from  the  angles  of  the  walls,  the 
eleventh-century  stone  pyramid,  the  fifteenth-century  slate 
obelisk,  the  round  bare  tower  of  the  donjon-keep,  the  square 
elaborately  wrought  tower  of  the  church,  the  great,  the  small, 
the  massive,  and  the  light.  The  eye  wandered  for  a  time, 
plunging  deep  down  into  this  labyrinth,  where  there  was  no 
one  thing  destitute  of  originality,  purpose,  genius,  and  beauty, 
nothing  uninspired  by  art,  from  the  tiniest  house  with  carved 
and  painted  front,  outside  timbers,  surbased  door,  and  over- 
hanging stories,  to  the  royal  Louvre,  which  then  had  a  colon- 
nade of  towers.  But  the  principal  masses  to  be  seen  when 
the  eye  became  wonted  to  this  medley  of  buildings  were  as 
follows :  — 

First,  the  City.  "  The  island  of  the  City,"  as  says  Sau- 
val,  who,  in  spite  of  his  nonsense,  sometimes  hits  upon  a 
happy  phrase, — "  the  island  of  the  City  is  shaped  like  a  huge 
ship  buried  in  the  mud  and  stranded  in  the  current  towards 
the  middle  of  the  Seine."  We  have  just  explained  that  in  the 
fifteenth  century  this  ship  was  moored  to  the  shores  of  the 
stream  by  five  bridges.  This  likeness  to  a  vessel  also  struck 
the  heraldic  scribes;  for  it  is  thence,  and  not  from  the  Nor- 
man siege,  say  Favyn  and  Pasquier,  that  the  ship  blazoned 
on  the  ancient  shield  of  Paris  is  taken.  To  him  who  can 
decipher  it,  the  science  of  heraldry  is  another  algebra,  the 
science  of  heraldry  is  a  language.  The  whole  history  of  the 
second  half  of  the  Middle  Ages  is  written  out  in  heraldry,  as 
is  the  history  of  the  first  half  in  the  symbolism  of  the  Roman 
Church.  The  hieroglyphs  of  feudalism  follow  those  of  the- 
ocracy. 
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The  City,  then,  first  fell  upon  the  eye  with  its  stern  to  the 
east  and  its  prow  to  the  west.  Facing  the  prow,  the  spectator 
saw  a  countless  collection  of  ancient  roofs,  above  which  rose, 
broad  and  round,  the  leaden  bolster  of  the  Sainte-Chapelle, 
like  an  elephant's  back  laden  with  its  tower.  Only  in  this 
case  the  tower  was  the  most  daring,  the  most  daintily  wrought, 
the  most  delicately  carved  spire  that  ever  gave  glimpses  of 
the  sky  through  its  lace-like  cone.  In  front  of  Notre-Dame, 
close  at  hand,  three  streets  emptied  into  the  space  in  front 
of  the  cathedral, —  a  beautiful  square  lined  with  old  houses. 
Over  the  southern  side  of  this  square  hung  the  wrinkled  and 
frowning  front  of  the  Hospital,  or  Hotel-Dieu,  and  its  roof, 
which  seemed  covered  with  warts  and  pimples.  Then  to  the 
left,  to  the  right,  to  the  east,  to  the  west,  throughout  the  City 
limits,  narrow  as  they  were,  rose  the  steeples  of  its  one-and- 
twenty  churches  of  every  age,  of  every  form  and  every  size, 
from  the  low,  worm-eaten  Roman  campanile  of  Saint-Denis 
du  Pas  (career  Glaucmi)  to  the  slender  spires  of  Saint-Pierre 
aux  Boeufs  and  Saint-Landry.  Behind  Notre-Dame  were  re- 
vealed, on  the  north,  the  cloisters  with  their  Gothic  galleries; 
on  the  south,  the  semi-Roman  palace  of  the  bishop ;  on  the  east, 
the  borders  of  the  Terrain,  a  plot  of  waste  land.  Amid  this 
accumulation  of  houses,  by  the  tall  mitres  made  of  openwork 
stone,  which  crowned  the  highest  windows  of  the  palace,  then 
placed  even  in  the  very  roof,  the  eye  could  also  distinguish  the 
hotel  given  by  the  town  in  the  reign  of  Charles  VI.  to  Juvenal 
des  Ursins;  a  little  farther  away,  the  tarred  booths  of  the 
Pnlus  Market ;  elsewhere,  again,  the  new  chancel  of  Saint-Ger- 
main le  Vieux,  pieced  out  in  1458  with  a  bit  of  the  Rue  aux 
Frbves;  and  then,  at  intervals,  a  square  crowded  with  people; 
a  pillory  set  up  at  some  street  corner;  a  fine  fragment  of  the 
pavement  of  Philip  Augustus, —  superb  flagging  laid  in  the 
middle  of  the  road,  and  furrowed  to  prevent  horses  from  slip- 
ping, which  was  so  ill  replaced  in  the  sixteenth  century  by  the 
wretched  flints  and  pebbles  known  as  the  "  pavement  of  the 
Lc  ague ;  "  a  deserted  back  yard  with  one  of  those  open  turret 
staircases  which  were  common  in  the  fifteenth  century,  and 
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an  example  of  which  may  still  be  seen  in  the  Rue  des  Bour- 
donnais.  Finally,  to  the  right  of  the  Sainte-Chapelle,  towards 
the  west,  the  Palace  of  Justice  reared  its  group  of  towers  on 
the  water's  edge.  The  tall  trees  of  the  king's  gardens,  which 
covered  the  western  end  of  the  City,  hid  the  lie  du  Passeur. 
As  for  the  water,  from  the  top  of  the  towers  of  Notre-Dame 
it  was  barely  visible  on  either  side  of  the  City:  the  Seine  was 
concealed  by  bridges,  the  bridges  by  houses. 

And  if  the  spectator  looked  beyond  those  bridges,  the  roofs 
of  which  were  of  a  greenish  tint,  mouldy  before  their  time  by 
the  damp  vapours  rising  from  the  water,  if  he  turned  to  the 
left  in  the  direction  of  the  University,  the  first  building  which 
attracted  him  was  a  broad,  low  group  of  towers,  the  Petit- 
Chatelet,  whose  wide-mouthed  porch  swallowed  up  the  end  of 
the  Petit-Pont;  then,  if  his  eye  followed  the  shore  from  east 
to  west,  from  the  Tournelle  to  the  Tour  de  Nesle,  he  saw  a 
long  line  of  houses  with  carved  beams  and  stained-glass  win- 
dows, overhanging  the  pavement  story  upon  story,  an  endless 
zig-zag  of  homely  gables,  often  interrupted  by  the  mouth  of 
some  street,  and  sometimes  also  by  the  front  or  the  projecting 
corner  of  a  huge  stone  mansion,  spreading  out  its  courtyards 
and  gardens,  its  wings  and  its  main  buildings,  quite  at  its 
ease  amid  this  mob  of  narrow  crowded  houses,  like  a  great  lord 
in  a  rabble  of  rustic  clowns.  There  were  five  or  six  of  these 
mansions  on  the  quay,  from  the  house  of  Lorraine,  which 
shared  the  great  monastery  enclosure  next  the  Tournelle  with 
the  Bernardines,  to  the  family  mansion  of  the  de  Nesles,  the 
main  tower  of  which  bounded  Paris  on  that  side,  and  whose 
painted  roofs  for  three  months  in  the  year  slivered  the  scarlet 
disk  of  the  setting  sun  with  their  dark  triangles. 

This  side  of  the  Seine,  moreover,  was  the  less  commercial 
of  the  two;  students  were  noisier  and  more  numerous  than 
labourers,  and,  properly  speaking,  the  quay  extended  only 
from  the  Pont  Saint-Michel  to  the  Tour  de  Nesle.  The  rest 
of  the  river-bank  was  now  a  bare  beach,  as  beyond  the 
Bernardine  monastery,  and  then  again  a  mass  of  houses  washed 
by  the  water,  as  between  the  two  bridges. 
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There  was  a  vast  clamour  of  washerwomen;  they  shouted, 
chattered,  and  sang  from  morning  till  night  along  the  shore, 
and  beat  the  linen  hard,  as  they  do  in  our  day.  This  is  not 
the  least  part  of  the  gaiety  of  Paris. 

The  University  presented  a  huge  mass  to  the  eye.  From 
one  end  to  the  other  it  was  a  compact  and  homogeneous  whole. 
The  myriad  roofs,  close-set,  angular,  adherent,  almost  all  com- 
posed of  the  same  geometrical  elements,  looked  from  above 
like  a  crystallization  of  one  substance.  The  fantastic  hol- 
lows of  the  streets  divided  this  pasty  of  houses  into  tolerably 
equal  slices.  The  forty-two  colleges  were  distributed  about 
quite  evenly,  there  being  some  in  every  quarter.  The  de- 
lightfully varied  pinnacles  of  these  fine  structures  were  the 
product  of  the  same  art  as  the  simple  roofs  which  they 
crowned,  being  really  but  a  multiplication  of  the  square  or 
cube  of  the  same  geometrical  figure.  In  this  way  they  made 
the  sum  total  more  intricate  without  rendering  it  confused,  and 
completed  without  overloading  the  general  effect.  Geometry 
is  harmony.  Certain  handsome  mansions  here  and  there 
stood  out  superbly  among  the  picturesque  garrets  on  the 
left  bank  of  the  river, —  the  Nevers  house,  the  house  of  Rome, 
tht-  Rheims  house,  which  have  all  disappeared;  the  Hotel  de 
Cluny,  still  standing  for  the  consolation  of  artists,  and  the 
tower  of  which  was  so  stupidly  lowered  some  years  since. 
Tl  at  Roman  palace  near  Cluny,  with  its  beautiful  arches, 
was  formerly  the  Baths  of  Julian.  There  were  also  a  num- 
ber of  abbeys  of  a  beauty  more  religious,  a  grandeur  more 
severe,  than  the  mansions,  but  no  less  splendid,  no  less  spacious. 
Those  first  attracting  the  eye  were  the  monastery  of  the 
Bernardines,  with  its  three  spires;  Sainte-Genevieve,  whose 
square  tower,  still  standing,  makes  us  regret  the  rest  so  much; 
the  Sorbonne,  half  college,  half  monastery,  of  which  the  fine 
nave  still  remains;  the  elegant  quadrangular  cloister  of  the 
M<- thurin  friars;  its  neighbour,  the  cloister  of  St.  Benedict, 
within  the  walls  of  which  a  theatre  has  been  knocked  up  in  the 
interval  between  the  seventh  and  eighth  editions  of  this  book ; 
the  Franciscan  abbey,  with  its  three  enormous  gables  side  by 
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side ;  the  house  of  the  Austin  friars,  whose  graceful  spire  was, 
after  the  Tour  de  Nesle,  the  second  lofty  landmark  on  this  side 
of  Paris,  looking  westward.  The  colleges,  which  are  in  fact  the 
connecting  link  between  the  convent  and  the  world,  formed 
the  central  point  in  the  series  of  buildings  between  secular 
and  religious  houses,  with  a  severity  full  of  elegance,  their 
sculptures  being  less  meaningless  than  those  of  the  palaces, 
their  architecture  not  so  sober  as  that  of  the  monasteries. 
Unfortunately,  scarcely  anything  is  left  of  these  monuments 
in  which  Gothic  art  hit  so  happy  a  medium  between  richness 
and  economy;  the  churches  (and  they  were  many  and  splendid 
in  the  University  quarter,  representing  every  period  of  archi- 
tecture, from  the  semicircular  arches  of  St.  Julian  to  the 
painted  arches  of  St.  Severius)  predominated  over  everything 
else;  and,  like  one  harmony  the  more  in  that  mass  of  har- 
monies, they  broke  through  the  varied  sky-line  of  gables  ever 
and  anon  with  their  sharp  spires,  their  open  steeples,  and 
their  slender  pinnacles,  whose  line  was  but  a  magnificent  ex- 
aggeration of  the  steep  pitch  of  the  roofs. 

The  ground  on  which  the  University  stood  was  hilly.  St. 
Genevieve's  Mount  formed  a  huge  wen  to  the  southeast;  and 
it  was  a  sight  well  worth  seeing,  to  look  down  from  the  top 
of  Notre-Dame  upon  that  crowd  of  narrow,  winding  streets 
(now  the  Latin  Quarter),  and  those  close  clusters  of  houses 
which,  scattered  in  every  direction  from  the  summit  of  the 
height,  seemed  hurrying  haphazard  and  almost  perpendicu- 
larly down  its  sides  to  the  water's  edge,  some  apparently 
falling,  others  climbing  up  again,  all  clinging  together  for 
mutual  support.  The  constant  ebb  and  flow  of  a  myriad  black 
dots  crossing  and  recrossing  each  other  on  the  pavement  lent 
a  shimmering  and  indistinct  look  to  everything:  these  were 
the  people  seen  from  a  height  and  a  distance. 

Lastly,  in  the  spaces  between  these  roofs,  these  spires,  these 
unnumbered  and  irregular  structures  which  curved  and  twisted 
and  indented  the  outline  of  the  University  in  so  odd  a  fashion, 
might  be  seen  at  intervals  a  big  bit  of  mossy  wall,  a  thick 
round  tower,  or  an  embattled  city  gate,  representing  the 
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fortress :  this  was  the  wall  of  Philip  Augustus.  Beyond  were 
the  green  fields,  and  beyond  these  ran  the  roads,  along  which 
stretched  a  few  suburban  houses,  becoming  fewer  in  number  as 
the  distance  increased.  Some  of  these  suburbs  were  of  con- 
siderable importance:  there  was  first,  starting  from  the  Tour- 
nelle,  the  borough  of  Saint- Victor,  with  its  single  arched  bridge 
across  the  Bievre ;  its  abbey,  where  one  might  read  the  epitaph 
of  Louis  the  Fat, —  epitaphium  Ludovici  Grossi;  and  its 
church  with  an  octagonal  steeple  flanked  by  four  eleventh-cen- 
tury belfries  (there  is  a  similar  one  at  Etampes,  which  has 
not  yet  been  destroyed)  ;  then  the  borough  of  Saint-Marceau, 
which  possessed  three  churches  and  a  convent;  then,  leaving 
the  Gobelins  factory  and  its  four  white  walls  on  the  left,  came 
the  suburb  of  Saint-Jacques,  with  the  beautiful  carved  cross  in 
the  market-place;  the  Church  of  Saint- Jacques  du  Haut-Pas, 
which  was  then  Gothic,  pointed  and  delightful;  Saint-Mag- 
loire,  with  a  fine  fourteenth-century  nave,  which  Napoleon 
turned  into  a  hayloft;  Notre-Dame  des  Champs,  where  there 
were  Byzantine  mosaics;  lastly,  leaving  in  the  open  country 
the  Carthusian  monastery,  a  rich  edifice  of  the  same  date  as 
the  Palace  of  Justice,  with  its  little  private  gardens,  and  the 
ill-  famed  ruins  of  Vauvert,  the  eye  fell,  to  the  westward,  upon 
the  three  Roman  spires  of  Saint-Germain  des  Pres.  The  bor- 
ough of  Saint-Germain,  even  then  a  large  parish,  included  fif- 
teen or  twenty  streets  in  the  rear ;  the  sharp  spire  of  Saint-Sul- 
piee  formed  one  of  the  boundaries  of  the  borough.  Close  be- 
side it  might  be  seen  the  square  enclosure  of  the  Saint-Germain 
fair-ground,  where  the  market  now  stands;  then  the  abbot's 
pillory,  a  pretty  little  round  tower  neatly  capped  with  a  leaden 
cone;  the  tile-kiln  was  farther  on,  as  were  the  Rue  du  Four, 
leading  to  the  town  ovens,  the  mill  on  its  knoll,  and  the  hos- 
pital for  lepers, —  a  small  isolated  building  shunned  by  all. 
But  the  thing  which  particularly  attracted  and  held  attention 
was  the  abbey  itself.  It  is  certain  that  this  monastery  which 
held  high  rank  both  as  a  church  and  as  a  manor,  this  abba- 
tial  palace  where  the  bishops  of  Paris  held  themselves  happy 
to  be  allowed  to  pass  a  night,  that  refectory  to  which  the  archi- 
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tect  had  given  the  air,  the  beauty,  and  the  splendid  rose-win- 
dow of  a  cathedral,  that  elegant  Lady  Chapel,  that  vast  dor- 
mitory, those  great  gardens,  that  portcullis,  that  drawbridge, 
the  battlements  which  intrenched  upon  the  verdure  of  the  sur- 
rounding fields,  the  courtyards  glittering  with  man-at-arms 
mingled  with  golden  copes,  all  grouped  and  combined  around 
the  three  tall  spires  with  their  semicircular  arches,  firmly 
planted  upon  a  Gothic  chancel,  made  a  magnificent  figure  on 
the  horizon. 

When  at  length,  after  close  study  of  the  University,  the 
spectator  turned  towards  the  right  bank  of  the  river,  towards 
the  Town,  the  character  of  the  view  changed  abruptly.  The 
Town,  in  fact,  though  much  larger  than  the  University,  was 
less  of  a  unity.  At  the  first  glance  it  seemed  to  be  divided 
into  several  strangely  distinct  masses.  First,  to  the  east,  in 
that  part  of  the  town  which  still  retains  the  name  of  the 
Marais,  derived  from  the  marsh  in  which  Camulogenes  mired 
Caesar,  there  were  a  number  of  palaces.  The  buildings  ex- 
tended to  the  water's  edge.  Four  mansions,  so  close  together 
as  to  be  almost  connected, —  the  homes  of  the  Jouy,  Sens, 
Barbeau  families,  and  the  queen's  residence, —  mirrored  their 
slated  roofs,  broken  by  slender  turrets,  in  the  Seine.  These 
four  buildings  occupied  the  region  between  the  Rue  des  No- 
naindieres  and  the  Celestine  Abbey,  whose  spire  formed  a 
graceful  contrast  to  their  line  of  battlements  and  gables. 
Certain  moss-grown  structures,  overhanging  the  water  in  front 
of  these  sumptuous  mansions,  did  not  hide  the  fine  outlines 
of  their  fa9ades,  their  broad  square  windows  with  stone  case- 
ments, their  porches  with  pointed  arches  overloaded  with 
statues,  the  sharp  clear-cut  edges  of  their  walls,  and  all  those 
dainty  architectural  accidents  which  make  Gothic  art  seem  as 
if  it  began  a  fresh  series  of  combinations  with  every  new 
building.  Behind  these  palaces,  stretched  on  every  hand,  here 
broken,  palisaded,  and  crenelated  like  a  citadel,  here  concealed 
amid  tall  trees  like  a  monastery,  the  vast  and  varied  wall 
around  that  marvellous  Hotel  Saint-Pol,  where  the  king  had 
sufficient  space  to  lodge  luxuriously  twenty-two  princes  of 
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the  rank  of  the  Dauphin  and  the  Duke  of  Burgundy,  with 
their  servants  and  suites,  to  say  nothing  of  great  lords,  and 
the  Emperor  himself  when  he  visited  Paris,  and  the  lions, 
which  had  a  separate  residence  in  the  royal  establishment. 
Let  us  say  here  that  the  apartment  of  a  prince  at  this  period 
comprised  no  less  than  eleven  rooms,  from  the  audience  cham- 
ber to  the  oratory,  not  to  mention  the  galleries,  baths,  stove- 
rocms,  and  other  "  superfluous  places  "  with  which  each  apart- 
ment was  provided;  not  to  mention  the  private  gardens  for 
each  guest  of  the  king;  not  to  mention  the  kitchens,  cellars, 
offices,  and  general  refectories  of  the  house ;  the  servants'  quar- 
tern, where  there  were  twenty-two  offices,  from  the  bakehouse 
to  the  wine-cellars;  the  games  of  various  sorts,  mall,  tennis, 
riding  at  the  ring,  etc. ;  aviaries,  fish-ponds,  poultry-yards, 
stables,  cow-houses,  libraries,  arsenals,  and  foundries.  Such 
was  a  royal  palace  of  that  period,  a  Louvre,  a  Hotel  Saint- 
Pol, —  a  city  within  a  city. 

From  the  tower  where  in  fancy  we  stand,  the  Hotel  Saint- 
Pol,  almost  half  concealed  by  the  four  great  mansions  just 
mentioned,  was  yet  very  vast  and  very  wonderful  to  behold. 
AH  hough  skilfully  joined  to  the  main  building  by  long  glazed 
and  columned  galleries,  the  three  residences  which  Charles  V. 
had  added  to  his  palace  were  readily  to  be  distinguished:  the 
Hotel  du  Petit-Muce,  with  the  open-work  balustrade  so  grace- 
fully bordering  its  roof;  the  house  of  the  Abbot  of  St.  Maur, 
having  the  aspect  of  a  stronghold,  a  great  tower,  bastions, 
loop-holes,  iron  cowls,  and  over  the  wide  Saxon  gateway,  the 
abbot's  escutcheon  between  the  two  grooves  for  the  draw- 
bridge; the  residence  of  the  Count  d'Etampes,  whose  donjon- 
ke(  p,  in  ruins  at  the  top,  was  round  and  notched  like  a  cock's 
conb;  here  and  there  three  or  four  low  bushy  old  oak-trees 
gnw  close  together,  looking  like  huge  cauliflowers;  swans 
sported  in  the  clear  waters  of  the  fish-ponds,  rippled  with 
light  and  shade;  numerous  courtyards  afforded  picturesque 
glimpses;  the  Hotel  des  Lions,  with  its  low  pointed  arches 
resting  upon  short  Saxon  pillars,  its  iron  portcullises  and  its 
never-ending  roar;  rising  above  all  this,  the  scaly  spire  of 
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the  Ave-Maria ;  to  the  left,  the  house  of  the  provost  of  Paris, 
flanked  by  four  delicately  designed  turrets ;  in  the  centre,  in  the 
background,  the  Hotel  Saint-Pol  itself,  properly  so  called, 
with  its  myriad  fa9ades,  its  successive  embellishments  from 
Charles  V.'s  day  down,  the  hybrid  excrescences  with  which  the 
caprice  of  architects  had  loaded  it  during  the  lapse  of  two  cen- 
turies, with  all  the  chancels  of  its  chapels,  all  the  gables  of  its 
galleries,  its  endless  weathercocks,  and  its  two  tall  adjacent 
towers,  whose  conical  roofs,  bordered  with  battlements  at  their 
base,  looked  like  cocked  hats. 

Still  climbing  the  various  stages  of  this  amphitheatre  of 
palaces  rising  in  the  distance,  after  crossing  a  deep  ravine 
cut  through  the  house-roofs  of  the  Town,  which  marked  the 
passage  of  the  Rue  Saint-Antoine,  the  eye  fell  upon  the 
D'Angouleme  mansion,  a  vast  structure  built  at  different 
periods,  and  containing  very  new  and  shining  portions,  which 
harmonized  with  the  general  effect  no  better  than  a  red  patch 
with  a  blue  doublet.  Still,  the  oddly  steep,  high  roof  of  the 
modern  palace,  bristling  with  carved  gutters,  covered  with 
sheets  of  lead  over  which  rolled  sparkling  incrustations  of 
gilded  copper  in  a  thousand  fanciful  arabesques, —  the  curi- 
ously damascened  roof  soared  airily  and  gracefully  aloft  in 
the  midst  of  the  dark  ruins  of  the  ancient  edifice,  whose  an- 
tique towers,  bulging  like  casks,  from  old  age,  were  bowed 
down  by  the  weight  of  years  and  rent  asunder  from  top  to 
bottom.  Behind  them  rose  the  forest  of  spires  of  the  Palace 
of  the  Tournelles.  No  view  in  the  world,  not  even  from 
Chambord  or  the  Alhambra,  could  be  more  magical,  more  airy, 
more  enchanting  than  this  wilderness  of  spires,  steeples,  chim- 
neys, vanes,  winding  staircases,  wrought  lanterns  which  looked 
as  if  struck  out  with  a  die,  pavilions  and  spindle-shaped  tur- 
rets, or  tournelles,  all  varying  in  form,  height,  and  position. 
It  might  well  be  compared  to  a  gigantic  stone  chess-board. 

That  group  of  enormous  inky-black  towers,  one  melting 
into  trie  other,  and  as  it  were  bound  together  by  a  circular 
moat;  that  donjon-keep  more  thickly  pierced  with  loopholes 
than  with  windows;  that  drawbridge  forever  raised  and  that 
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portcullis  forever  down,  to  the  right  of  the  Tournelles,  is  the 
Bastille.  Those  black  muzzles  peering  from  the  battlements, 
and  which  from  this  distance  might  pass  for  gutter-spouts, 
ar>3  cannon. 

Within  gunshot,  below  the  terrible  edifice,  is  the  Porte  Saint- 
Antoine,  quite  hidden  between  its  two  towers. 

Beyond  the  Tournelles,  as  far  as  the  wall  of  Charles  V., 
stretched  an  expanse  of  beds  of  shrubs  and  flowers,  and  vel- 
vety lawns,  the  royal  parks,  amidst  which  the  JJteedalus  gar- 
de i,  given  by  Louis  XI.  to  Coictier,  was  easily  to  be  distin- 
guished by  its  labyrinth  of  trees  and  winding  walks.  The 
doctor's  laboratory  rose  from  the  maze  like  a  great  solitary  col- 
umn with  a  tiny  house  for  capital.  In  this  small  dwelling 
drciad  predictions  of  astrology  were  concocted. 

The  Place  Royale  now  stands  upon  this  spot. 

As  we  have  just  observed,  the  region  of  the  Palace  —  some 
idea  of  which  we  have  striven  to  give  the  reader,  although  al- 
luding to  its  principal  features  only  —  filled  up  the  angle 
formed  on  the  east  by  the  Seine  and  the  boundary  wall  of 
Charles  V.  The  heart  of  the  Town  was  occupied  by  a  group 
of  common  houses.  There  the  three  bridges  leading  from  the 
City  discharged  themselves  upon  the  right  bank ;  and  bridges 
lead  to  the  building  of  houses  rather  than  of  palaces.  This 
collection  of  ordinary  houses,  crowded  together  like  cells  in  a 
hive,  was  not  without  a  beauty  of  its  own.  The  roofs  of  a 
great  city  have  a  certain  grandeur,  like  the  waves  of  the  sea. 
In  the  first  place,  the  streets,  crossed  and  intertangled,  formed 
a  hundred  droll  figures ;  around  the  markets,  they  looked 
like  a  myriad-rayed  star.  The  Rues  Saint-Denis  and  Saint 
Martin,  with  their  endless  ramifications,  climbed  the  hill  side 
by  side,  like  two  great  trees  with  intermingling  branches ;  and 
the  a  crooked  lines,  like  the  Rues  de  la  Platrerie,  de  la  Verrerie, 
de  Ja  Tixeranderie,  etc.,  twisted  and  wound  in  and  out  among 
the  whole.  There  were  also  fine  structures  piercing  through 
the  fixed  swell  of  this  sea  of  gables.  At  the  end  of  the 
Pout  aux  Changeurs,  behind  which  the  Seine  foamed  beneath 
the  wheels  of  the  Pont  aux  Meuniers,  there  was  the  Chatelet, 
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no  longer  a  Roman  tower,  as  in  the  days  of  Julian  the  Apos- 
tate, but  a  feudal  tower  of  the  thirteenth  century,  and  con- 
structed of  a  stone  so  hard  that  three  hours'  work  with  the 
pick  would  not  remove  a  piece  the  size  of  a  man's  fist;  there 
was  the  superb  square  bell-tower  of  Saint-Jacques  de  la  Bou- 
cherie,  all  its  angles  softened  by  sculptures,  even  then  worthy 
of  admiration,  although  it  was  not  finished  in  the  fif- 
teenth century.  (It  lacked  particularly  those  four  monsters 
which  even  yet,  perched  on  the  corners  of  its  roof,  look  like 
four  sphinxes  giving  modern  Paris  the  riddle  of  the  ancient 
Paris  to  solve.  Rault  the  sculptor  put  them  up  in  1526, 
and  he  was  paid  only  twenty  francs  for  his  pains!)  There 
was  the  Pillar  House,  opening  on  the  Greve,  of  which  we 
have  already  given  the  reader  some  idea;  there  was  Saint- 
Gervais,  which  a  porch  "  in  good  taste  "  has  since  spoiled ; 
Saint-Mery,  whose  old  pointed  arches  were  a  close  approach 
to  the  semicircular;  Saint- Jean,  whose  magnificent  spire  had 
passed  into  a  proverb;  there  were  at  least  twenty  other  edi- 
fices, which  did  not  disdain  to  bury  their  marvels  in  this  wilder- 
ness of  deep,  dark,  and  narrow  streets.  Add  to  this  the 
carved  stone  crosses,  even  more  abundant  at  cross-roads  than 
gibbets;  the  Cemetery  of  the  Innocents,  whose  wall,  a  fine 
specimen  of  architecture,  was  visible  from  a  distance,  over 
the  house-tops;  the  market  pillory,  the  top  of  which  peeped 
between  two  chimneys  in  the  Rue  de  la  Cossonnerie ;  the  "  lad- 
der "  of  the  Croix-du-Trahoir  at  the  cross-roads,  always  black 
with  people;  the  circular  booths  of  the  Corn-market;  the  re- 
mains of  the  ancient  wall  of  Philip  Augustus,  visible  here  and 
there,  lost  among  the  houses,  towers  overgrown  with  ivy, 
ruined  gates,  crumbling,  shapeless  fragments  of  masonry ;  the 
quay  with  its  countless  shops  and  its  bloody  knackers'  yards ; 
the  Seine,  covered  with  boats,  from  the  Port  au  Foin  to  For- 
1'Eveque, —  and  you  will  have  a  dim  idea  of  what  the  central 
portion  of  the  town  was  in  1482. 

Together  with  these  two  quarters, —  the  one  of  princely 
mansions,  the  other  of  ordinary  houses, —  the  third  element 
in  the  view  of  the  Town  was  a  long  belt  of  abbeys  bordering 
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almost  its  entire  circumference  from  east  to  west,  and  forming 
a  second  inner  circle  of  convents  and  chapels  in  addition  to  the 
circle  of  fortifications  enclosing  Paris.  Thus,  close  beside  the 
Tcurnelles  Park,  between  the  Rue  Saint-Antoine  and  the  old 
Rue  du  Temple,  there  was  Sainte-Catherine  with  its  immense 
grounds,  bounded  only  by  the  city  walls.  Between  the  old 
and  the  new  Rue  du  Temple  there  was  the  Temple, —  a  gloomy 
group  of  towers,  tall,  straight,  lonely  in  the  midst  of  a  vast 
battlemented  enclosure.  Between  the  Rue  Neuve  du  Temple 
and  the  Rue  Saint-Martin  there  was  the  Abbey  of  Saint-Mar- 
tin, in  its  gardens,  a  superb  fortified  church,  whose  engirdling 
towers,  whose  coronet  of  spires,  only  yielded  in  strength  and 
splendour  to  those  of  Saint-Germain  des  Pres.  Between  the 
Rues  Saint-Martin  and  Saint-Denis  were  the  precincts  of  the 
Convent  of  the  Trinity.  Lastly,  between  the  Rue  Saint-Denis 
and  the  Rue  Montorgueil  was  the  Convent  of  the  Daughters 
of  God.  Close  by  might  be  seen  the  rotting  roofs  and  un- 
paved  district  of  the  Court  of  Miracles.  This  was  the  only 
profane  link  in  this  pious  chain  of  convents. 

Lastly,  the  fourth  division  clearly  outlined  in  the  con- 
glomeration of  house-tops  on  the  right  bank  of  the  river,  and 
occupying  the  western  angle  formed  by  the  boundary  wall  and 
the  shore  down  stream,  was  still  another  cluster  of  palaces  and 
elegant  residences,  nestling  in  the  shadow  of  the  Louvre. 
The  old  Louvre  of  Philip  Augustus,  that  overgrown  structure 
around  whose  great  tower  were  grouped  twenty-three  towers 
almost  as  large,  to  say  nothing  of  smaller  turrets,  seemed  from 
a  distance  to  be  framed  in  the  Gothic  summits  of  the  Hotel 
d'Alen9on  and  of  the  Petit-Bourbon.  This  hydra  of  towers, 
the  giant  guardian  of  Paris,  with  its  twenty-four  heads  al- 
ways reared  aloft,  with  its  monstrous  cruppers  covered  with 
lead  or  scaly  with  slates,  all  dimpling  and  rippling  with  metal- 
lic reflections,  made  a  surprising  finish  to  the  outline  of  the 
Town  on  the  west. 

An  immense  mass,  therefore, —  what  the  Romans  called  an 
insvla, —  of  plain,  homely  houses,  flanked  on  either  hand  by 
blocks  of  palaces,  crowned,  the  one  by  the  Louvre,  the  other 
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by  the  Tournelles,  bounded  on  the  north  by  a  long  line  of 
abbeys  and  cultivated  fields,  blending  and  mingling  together 
as  one  gazed  at  them;  above  these  countless  buildings,  whose 
tiled  and  slated  roofs  stood  out  in  such  strange  outlines  one 
against  the  other,  the  crimped,  twisted,  ornamented  steeples  of 
the  forty-four  churches  of  the  right  bank  of  the  river; 
myriads  of  crooked  streets,  bounded  on  one  side  by  a  line  of 
high  walls  with  square  towers  (that  of  the  University  had 
round  towers),  on  the  other  by  the  Seine  intersected  by 
bridges,  and  bearing  along  a  wilderness  of  boats, —  such  was 
the  Town  in  the  fifteenth  century. 

Outside  the  walls,  some  few  suburbs  crowded  to  the  gates; 
but  there  were  not  so  many  houses,  nor  were  they  so  close  to- 
gether, as  in  the  University  quarter.  There  were,  behind  the 
Bastille,  some  twenty  huts,  built  close  around  the  Cross  of 
Faubin  with  its  curious  carvings,  and  the  Abbey  of  Saint- 
Antoine  des  Champs  with  its  buttresses ;  then  came  Popin- 
court,  hidden  in  wheat-fields;  then  Courtille,  a  jolly  village  of 
taverns ;  the  borough  of  Saint-Laurent,  with  its  church,  whose 
steeple  at  a  distance  seemed  to  be  a  part  of  the  pointed  towers 
of  the  Porte  Saint-Martin;  the  Faubourg  Saint-Denis,  with 
the  vast  enclosure  of  Saint-Ladre;  outside  the  Porte  Mont- 
martre,  Grange-Bateliere,  surrounded  by  white  walls;  behind 
it,  with  its  chalky  slopes,  Montmartre,  which  then  held  almost 
as  many  churches  as  windmills,  and  which  has  kept  only 
the  mills, —  for  society  now  prefers  material  to  spiritual  bread. 
Lastly,  beyond  the  Louvre  the  Faubourg  Saint-Honore,  even 
then  of  considerable  extent,  stretched  away  into  the  fields,  and 
Little  Britain  looked  green  in  the  distance,  and  the  Pig-mar- 
ket was  plainly  visible,  in  the  midst  of  it  the  horrible  caldron 
for  boiling  alive  coiners  of  counterfeit  money.  Between 
Courtille  and  Saint-Laurent  the  eye  noted,  on  the  summit  of 
a  height  situated  in  the  midst  of  bare  plains,  a  sort  of  struc- 
ture looking  from  a  distance  like  a  ruined  colonnade  standing 
upon  bare  foundations.  It  was  neither  a  Parthenon  nor  a 
temple  to  Olympian  Jove ;  it  was  Montfaucoiiu 

Now,  if  ffie~lisFoT~so"many  buildings,  brief  as  we  have  tried 
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to  make  it,  has  not  destroyed,  as  fast  as  we  constructed  it,  in 
the  reader's  mind  the  general  outlines  of  old  Paris,  we  will 
sura  up  our  description  in  a  few  words.  In  the  centre,  the 
island  of  the  City,  shaped  like  a  huge  turtle,  and  protruding 
its  bridges,  scaly  with  tiles,  like  feet,  from  under  its  grey 
shell  of  roofs.  To  the  left,  the  close,  compact,  crowded,  mono- 
lithic trapezium  of  the  University ;  to  the  right,  the  vast  semi- 
circle of  the  Town,  where  houses  and  gardens  were  much  more 
mingled, —  the  three  districts,  City,  University,  and  Town, 
veined  with  countless  streets.  In  and  out,  through  the  whole, 
ran  the  Seine, — "  the  nourishing  Seine,"  as  Father  du  Breuil 
calls  it, —  obstructed  with  islands,  bridges,  and  boats;  all 
around  an  immense  plain,  green  with  a  thousand  different 
crops,  and  sprinkled  with  lovely  villages:  to  the  left,  Issy, 
Vanvres,  Vaugirard,  Montrouge,  Gentilly  with  its  round  tower 
and  its  square  tower,  etc. ;  to  the  right,  a  score  of  others,  from 
Conflans  to  Ville-l'Eveque ;  on  the  horizon,  a  line  of  hills  ar- 
ranged in  a  circle  like  the  rim  of  the  basin.  Finally,  in  the 
distance,  to  the  eastward,  Vincennes  and  its  seven  quadrangu- 
lar towers;  to  the  south,  Bicetre,  and  its  pointed  turrets;  to 
the  north,  Saint-Denis  and  its  spire;  to  the  west,  Saint-Cloud 
and  its  donjon.  Such  was  Paris  as  seen  from  the  top  of  the 
towers  of  Notre-Dame  by  the  ravens  who  lived  in  1482. 

And  yet  it  was  of  this  city  that  Voltaire  said  that  "  before 
the  time  of  Louis  XIV.  it  possessed  but  four  handsome  pub- 
lic buildings  " :  the  dome  of  the  Sorbonne,  the  Val-de-Grace, 
the  modern  Louvre,  and  the  fourth  I  have  forgotten, —  possi- 
bly the  Luxembourg.  Fortunately,  Voltaire  wrote  "  Can- 
did e  "  all  the  same,  and  is  still,  in  spite  of  this  criticism,  of 
all  men  who  have  succeeded  one  another  in  the  long  series  of 
humanity,  the  one  who  was  most  perfect  master  of  sardonic 
laughter.  This  proves,  moreover,  that  one  may  be  a  great 
genius  and  yet  understand  nothing  of  other  people's  art. 
Did  not  Moliere  think  he  honoured  Raphael  and  Michael  An- 
gelo  when  he  called  them  "  those  Mignards  of  their  age  "? 

Let  us  return  to  Paris  and  the  fifteenth  century. 

It  was  not  only  a  beautiful  city;  it  was  a  uniform,  consist- 
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ent  city,  an  architectural  and  historic  product  of  the  Middle 
Ages,  a  chronicle  in  stone.  It  was  a  city  formed  of  two 
strata  only, —  the  bastard  Roman  and  the  Gothic;  for  the 
pure  Roman  stratum  had  long  since  disappeared,  except  in 
the  Baths  of  Julian,  where  it  still  broke  through  the  thick 
crust  of  the  Middle  Ages.  As  for  the  Celtic  stratum,  no 
specimen  was  now  to  be  found  even  in  the  digging  of  wells. 

Fifty  years  later,  when  the  Renaissance  added  to  this  severe 
and  yet  varied  unity  the  dazzling  luxury  of  its  fantasy  and 
its  systems,  its  riotous  wealth  of  Roman  semicircular  arches, 
Greek  columns,  and  Gothic  foundations,  its  tender  and  ideal 
sculpture,  its  peculiar  taste  for  arabesques  and  acanthus- 
leaves,  its  architectural  paganism,  contemporary  with  Luther, 
Paris  was  perhaps  still  more  beautiful,  although  less  har- 
monious to  the  eye  and  intellect.  But  this  splendid  moment 
was  of  brief  duration,  the  Renaissance  was  not  impartial ;  not 
content  with  building  up,  it  desired  to  pull  down:  true,  it 
needed  space.  Thus  Gothic  Paris  was  complete  for  an  in- 
stant only.  Saint- Jacques  de  la  Boucherie  was  scarcely  fin- 
ished when  the  destruction  of  the  old  Louvre  began. 

Since  then  the  great  city  has  grown  daily  more  and  more 
deformed.  Gothic  Paris,  which  swallowed  up  the  Paris  of  the 
bastard  Roman  period,  vanished  in  its  turn;  but  who  can  say 
what  manner  of  Paris  has  replaced  it? 

There  is  the  Paris  of  Catherine  de  Medicis,  at  the  Tuil- 
eries ;  1  the  Paris  of  Henry  II.,  at  the  Hotel  de  Ville,  or  Town 

i  It  is  with  grief  mingled  with  indignation  that  we  hear  that  there  is 
a  scheme  for  enlarging,  altering,  reconstructing,  that  is  destroying,  this 
beautiful  palace.  Modern  architects  are  too  clumsy  to  touch  the  delicate 
work  of  the  Renaissance.  We  still  hope  that  they  may  not  dare  attempt 
the  task.  Besides,  the  demolition  of  the  Tuileries  now,  would  be  not 
only  a  brutal  deed  at  which  a  drunken  Vandal  might  well  blush,  it  would 
be  an  act  of  treason.  The  Tuileries  is  not  merely  an  artistic  masterpiece 
of  the  sixteenth  century,  it  is  a  page  in  the  history  of  the  nineteenth  cen- 
tury. This  palace  no  longer  belongs  to  the  king,  but  to  the  people.  Let 
us  leave  it  as  it  is.  The  French  revolution  has  twice  marked  its  brow. 
In  one  fa?ade  are  the  bullets  of  August  10;  in  the  other,  the  bullets  of 
'July  29.  It  is  sacred. 

PARIS,  April  7,  1831. 
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Hall, —  two  buildings  still  in  the  best  taste ;  the  Paris  of 
Henry  IV.,  at  the  Place  Royale, —  brick  fronts,  with  stone 
corners  and  slated  roofs,  tricoloured  houses ;  the  Paris  of  Louis 
XIII.,  at  the  Val-de-Grace, —  a  squat,  dumpy  style  of  archi- 
tecture, basket-handle  vaults,  something  corpulent  about  the 
columns,  something  crook-backed  about  the  dome;  the  Paris 
of  Louis  XIV.,  at  the  Invalides, —  grand,  rich,  gilded,  and 
coLl;  the  Paris  of  Louis  XV.,  at  Saint-Sulpice, —  volutes, 
knots  of  ribbon,  clouds,  vermicelli,  and  chiccory,  all  in  stone; 
the  Paris  of  Louis  XVI.,  at  the  Pantheon, —  a  poor  copy  of 
St.  Peter's  at  Rome  (the  building  has  settled  awkwardly, 
wh;ch  has  not  corrected  its  lines)  ;  the  Paris  of  the  Republic 
at  the  Medical  School, —  a  poor  bit  of  Greek  and  Roman  taste, 
no  more  like  the  Coliseum  or  the  Parthenon  than  the  Constitu- 
tion of  the  year  III.  is  like  the  laws  of  Minos ;  it  is  known  in 
architecture  as  "  the  Messidor  style ;  "  the  Paris  of  Napoleon, 
at  the  Place  Vendome :  this  is  sublime, —  a  bronze  column 
ma Je  from  captured  cannon ;  the  Paris  of  the  Restoration,  at 
the  Exchange, —  a  very  white  colonnade  supporting  a  very 
smooth  frieze ;  the  whole  thing  is  square,  and  cost  twenty  mil- 
lion francs. 

For  each  of  these  characteristic  structures  we  find  a  certain 
number  of  houses,  similar  in  taste,  style,  and  attitude,  scat- 
tered through  different  quarters  of  the  city,  and  easily  to  be 
recognized  and  dated  by  a  trained  observer.  Any  one  who 
has  the  art  of  seeing  can  trace  the  spirit  of  a  century  and  the 
physiognomy  of  a  king  even  in  a  door-knocker. 

Paris  of  the  present  day,  therefore,  has  no  general  char- 
acter of  its  own.  It  is  a  collection  of  specimens  of  various 
ages,  and  the  best  ones  have  disappeared.  The  capital  in- 
creases in  houses  only,  and  what  houses !  At  the  rate  at 
which  Paris  moves,  it  will  be  renewed  every  fifty  years.  Thus 
the  historic  significance  of  its  architecture  dies  daily.  Monu- 
ments of  art  are  becoming  more  and  more  rare,  and  it  seems 
as  if  we  saw  them  swallowed  up  by  degrees,  lost  among  the 
horses.  Our  fathers  had  a  Paris  of  stone;  our  children  will 
ha^e  a  Paris  of  plaster. 
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As  for  the  modern  monuments  of  new  Paris,  we  would  gladly 
forbear  to  speak  of  them.  This  is  not  because  we  do  not  ad- 
mire them  as  they  deserve.  M.  Soufflot's  Sainte-Genevieve  is 
assuredly  the  best  fancy  cake  that  was  ever  made  of  stone. 
The  Palace  of  the  Legion  of  Honour  is  also  a  very  elegant 
piece  of  confectionery.  The  dome  of  the  Corn-market  is  an 
English  jockey-cap  on  a  large  scale.  The  towers  of  Saint- 
Sulpice  are  two  big  clarionets,  and  that  is  a  very  good  shape 
in  its  way ;  the  telegraph  :vir<e,  twisting  and  wriggling,  makes 
a  pretty  diversity  upon  their  roof.  Saint-Roch  has  a  door- 
way only  comparable  in  magnificence  to  that  of  the  church  of 
Saint-Thomas  d'Aquin.  It  has  also  a  Calvary  in  high  re- 
lief in  a  cellar,  and  a  sun  made  of  gilded  wood.  These  are 
very  marvellous  matters.  The  lantern  in  the  labyrinth  of  the 
Botanical  Garden,  too,  is  very  ingenious.  As  for  the  Ex- 
change, which  has  a  Greek  colonnade,  Roman  semicircular 
arches  over  its  doors  and  windows,  and  a  great  elliptic  vault 
of  the  period  of  the  Renaissance,  it  is  undoubtedly  a  very  cor- 
rect and  very  pure  piece  of  architecture :  the  proof  being,  that 
it  is  crowned  with  an  attic  such  as  Athens  never  saw, —  a  beau- 
tiful straight  line  gracefully  broken  here  and  there  by  chim- 
ney-pots. Let  us  add,  that  if  it  be  the  rule  that  the  archi- 
tectural design  of  a  building  should  be  adapted  to  its  purpose, 
so  that  this  purpose  shall  be  self-evident  from  one  look  at  the 
edifice,  we  cannot  too  much  wonder  at  a  public  building  which 
might  be  indifferently  a  royal  palace,  a  House  of  Commons, 
a  town-hall,  a  college,  a  riding-school,  a  warehouse,  a  court- 
Louse,  a  museum,  a  barrack,  a  tomb,  a  temple,  or  a  theatre. 
And,  after  all,  it  is  an  Exchange!  Moreover,  a  building 
should  be  appropriate  to  the  climate.  This  is  evidently  built 
for  our  cold  and  rainy  sky.  It  has  a  roof  almost  as  flat  as  if 
it  were  in  the  Orient,  so  that  in  winter,  when  it  snows,  the 
roof  can  be  swept;  and  it  is  evident  that  roofs  were  made  to 
be  swept.  As  for  that  purpose  to  which  we  alluded  just  now, 
it  fulfils  it  marvellously  well;  it  is  an  Exchange  in  France,  as 
it  would  have  been  a  temple  in  Greece.  True,  the  architect 
took  great  pains  to  hide  the  face  of  the  clock,  which  would 
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have  destroyed  the  purity  of  the  fine  lines  of  the  front;  but, 
to  make  amends  for  this,  there  is  that  colonnade  which  runs 
round  the  building,  and  under  which,  on  high  holidays  or  reli- 
gious festivals,  the  theories  of  stock-brokers  and  jobbers  may 
be  solemnly  unfolded. 

These  are  doubtless  very  superb  structures.  Add  any  num- 
ber of  fine  streets,  entertaining  and  diversified  like  the  Rue 
de  Rivoli,  and  I  am  not  without  hope  that  Paris,  seen  from 
a  balloon,  may  yet  present  that  richness  of  outline,  that  wealth 
of  detail,  that  diversity  of  aspect,  that  union  of  the  grandiose 
and  simple,  of  the  unexpected  and  the  beautiful,  which  charac- 
terize a  checker-board. 

Nevertheless,  admirable  as  Paris  of  the  present  day  may 
seen  to  you,  recall  Paris  of  the  fifteenth  century ;  reconstruct 
it  in  imagination;  gaze  at  the  sky  through  that  amazing 
thicket  of  spires,  steeples,  and  towers;  let  the  Seine  flow 
through  the  centre  of  the  vast  city,  interrupt  its  course  with 
islands,  let  it  curve  around  the  arches  of  its  bridges  in  broad 
pools  of  green  and  yellow  more  variable  than  a  serpent's 
skin ;  draw  distinctly  on  the  blue  horizon  the  Gothic  profile  of 
old  Paris;  let  its  outlines  shimmer  in  the  fog  which  clings 
about  its  many  chimneys;  drown  it  in  profound  darkness,  and 
watch  the  strange  play  of  lights  and  shadows  in  this  gloomy 
labjrinth  of  buildings;  throw  a  moonbeam  upon  it  which 
shall  reveal  it  dimly  and  lift  the  great  heads  of  the  towers 
above  the  fog ;  or  recall  that  dark  picture,  light  up  the  myriad 
sharp  angles  of  spire  and  gable  as  they  lurk  in  the  shadow, 
and  make  them  all  stand  out,  more  indented  than  a  shark's 
jaw.  against  the  coppery  sunset  sky, —  and  then  compare  the 
two. 

And  if  you  would  receive  an  impression  from  the  old  city 
which  the  modern  one  can  never  give  you,  climb,  some  holiday 
morning,  say  at  sunrise  on  Easter  or  Whitsunday, —  climb  to 
some  high  point  whence  you  overlook  the  whole  town,  and 
listen  to  the  call  of  the  chimes.  See,  at  a  signal  from  the  sky, 
—  for  it  is  the  sun  that  gives  it, —  those  countless  churches 
quiver  simultaneously.  At  first  a  scattered  tolling  passes 
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from  church  to  church,  as  when  musicians  give  notice  that 
they  are  about  to  begin.     Then,  all  at  once,  see, —  for  at  cer- 
tain moments  it  seems  as  if  the  ear  had  also  its  vision, —  see 
as  it  were  a  column  of  sound,  a  vapour  of  harmony  rise  at 
one  and  the  same  moment  from   every  tower.     At  first  the 
vibrations  of  each  bell  ascend  straight,  pure,  and  as  it  were 
apart  from  the  rest,  into  the  clear  morning  sky;  then,  little 
by  little,  as  they  increase,  they  melt  into  one  another,   are 
blended,  united,  and  combined  into  one  magnificent  harmony. 
It  ceases  to  be  anything  but  a  mass  of  sonorous  vibrations 
incessantly  set  loose  from  countless  spires,  floating,  undulat- 
ing, bounding,   whirling  over  the  city,   and  prolonging  the 
deafening  circle   of  its  oscillations   far  beyond  the  horizon. 
Yet  that  sea  of  harmonies  is  not  a  chaos.      Deep  and  wide  as 
it  may  be,  it  has  not  lost  its  transparency ;  you  may  see  each 
group  of  notes,  as  it  escapes  from  the  several  chimes  of  bells, 
take  its  own  meandering  course.     You  may  follow  the  dia- 
logue, by  turns  solemn  and  shrill,  between  the  small  bell  and 
the  big  bell;  you  may  see  the  octaves  bound  from  spire  to 
spire ;  you  watch  them  spring  winged,  light,  and  sibilant  from 
the  silver  bell,  fall  maimed  and  halting  from  the  wooden  bell ; 
you  admire  in  their  midst  the  rich  gamut  perpetually  run- 
ning up  and  down  the  seven  bells  of  Saint-Eustache ;  you  be- 
hold quick,  clear  notes  dart  through  the  whole  in  three  or 
four  luminous  zig-zags,  and  then  vanish  like  lightning  flashes. 
Yonder  is  the  Abbey  of  Saint-Martin,  shrill  and  cracked  of 
voice;  here  is  the  surly,  ominous  voice  of  the  Bastille;  at  the 
other  end  the  great  tower  of  the  Louvre,  with  its  counter- 
tenor.    The  royal  peal  of  the  Palace  flings  resplendent  trills 
on  every  hand,  without  a  pause ;  and  upon  them  fall  at  regu- 
lar intervals   dull  strokes   from  the   belfry   of  Notre-Dame, 
which  strike  sparks  from  them  as  the  hammer  from  the  anvil. 
At  intervals  you  see  passing  tones  of  every  form,  coming  from 
the  triple  peal  of  Saint-Germain  des  Pres.      Then  again,  from 
time  to  time  this  mass  of  sublime  sounds  half  opens  and  makes 
way  for  the   stretto  of  the  Ave-Maria,  which  twinkles  and 
flashes  like  a  starry  plume.     Below,  in  the  very  heart  of  the 
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harmony,  you  vaguely  catch  the  inner  music  of  the  churches 
as  it  escapes  through  the  vibrating  pores  of  their  vaulted 
rooi's.  Certainly,  this  is  an  opera  worth  hearing.  Usually, 
the  noise  which  rises  up  from  Paris  by  day  is  the  talking  of 
the  city ;  by  night,  it  is  the  breathing  of  the  city ;  but  this, — 
this  is  the  singing  of  the  city.  Hearken  then  to  this  tutti  of 
the  steeples;  over  all  diffuse  the  murmur  of  half  a  million 
men,  the  never-ending  murmur  of  the  river,  the  endless  sigh- 
ing of  the  wind,  the  grave  and  distant  quartet  of  the  four  for- 
ests ranged  upon  the  hills  in  the  horizon  like  huge  organ- 
cases  ;  drown,  as  in  a  demi-tint,  all  that  would  otherwise  be  too 
harsh  and  shrill  in  the  central  chime, —  and  then  say  if  you 
know  of  anything  on  earth  richer,  more  joyous,  more  mellow, 
more  enchanting  than  this  tumult  of  bells  and  chimes;  than 
this  furnace  of  music;  than  these  ten  thousand  brazen  voices 
singing  together  through  stone  flutes  three  hundred  feet  in 
length;  than  this  city  which  is  but  an  orchestra;  than  this 
symphony  which  roars  like  a  tempest. 


BOOK  IV 
CHAPTER  I 

KIND    SOULS 

IT  was  some  sixteen  years  previous  to  the  date  of  this  story, 
on  a  fine  morning  of  the  first  Sunday  after  Easter, 
known  in  France  as  Quasimodo  Sunday,  that  a  living  creature 
was  laid,  after  Mass,  in  the  Church  of  Notre-Dame,  upon  the 
bedstead  fixed  in  the  square  outside,  to  the  left  of  the  en- 
trance, opposite  that  "  great  image "  of  Saint  Christopher, 
which  the  carven  stone  figure  of  Master  Antoine  des  Essarts, 
knight,  had  contemplated  on  his  knees  until  the  year  1413, 
when  it  was  thought  proper  to  pull  down  both  saint  and  be- 
liever. Upon  this  bed  it  was  customary  to  expose  foundlings 
to  public  charity.  Whoever  chose  to  take  them,  did  so.  In 
front  of  the  bedstead  was  a  copper  basin  for  alms. 

The  sort  of  living  creature  lying  on  the  board  upon  this 
Sunday  morning,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  1467,  seemed  to  ex- 
cite in  a  high  degree  the  curiosity  of  the  somewhat  numerous 
group  of  people  who  had  gathered  around  the  bed.  This 
group  was  largely  composed  of  members  of  the  fair  sex. 
They  were  almost  all  old  women. 

In  the  foremost  rank,  and  bending  over  the  bed,  were  four 
who  by  their  grey  hoods  and  gowns  seemed  to  belong  to  some 
religious  community.  I  know  no  reason  why  history  should 
not  hand  down  to  posterity  the  names  of  these  four  discreet 
and  venerable  dames.  They  were  Agnes  la  Herme,  Jehanne 
de  la  Tarme,  Henriette  la  Gaultiere,  and  Gauchere  la  Violette, 
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all  four  widows,  all  four  good  women  from  the  Etienne  Hau- 
dry  Chapel,  who  had  come  out  for  the  day  by  their  superior's 
pei-mission,  and  conformably  to  the  statutes  of  Pierre  d'Ailly, 
to  hear  the  sermon. 

However,  if  these  worthy  Haudriettes  were,  for  the  time 
being,  obeying  the  statutes  of  Pierre  d'Ailly,  they  were  cer- 
tainly wilfully  violating  those  of  Michel  de  Brache  and  the 
Cardinal  of  Pisa,  which  so  barbarously  condemned  them  to 
silence. 

"What  on  earth  is  it,  sister?"  said  Agnes  to  Gauche  re, 
gazing  at  the  little  foundling  as  it  shrieked  and  writhed  upon 
its  bed,  terrified  by  so  many  observers. 

"  What  is  the  world  coming  to,"  said  Jehanne,  "  if  that  is 
the  way  the  children  look  nowadays  ?  " 

u  I  don't  know  much  about  children,"  added  Agnes ;  "  but 
it  must  surely  be  a  sin  to  look  at  this  thing." 

"  It's  no  child,  Agnes." 

"  It's  a  deformed  monkey,"  remarked  Gauchere. 

"  It's  a  miracle,"  continued  Henriette  la  Gaultiere. 

"  Then,"  observed  Agnes,  "  it's  the  third  since  Laetare  Sun- 
da}'  ;  for  it's  not  a  week  since  we  had  the  miracle  of  the  mocker 
of  pilgrims  divinely  punished  by  Our  Lady  of  Aubervilliers, 
and  that  was  the  second  miracle  of  the  month." 

<;  This  foundling,  as  they  call  it,  is  a  regular  monster  of 
abomination,"  added  Jehanne. 

"  He  howls  fit  to  deafen  a  chorister,"  said  Gauchere.  "  Will 
you  hold  your  tongue,  you  little  screamer !  " 

"  To  think  that  the  Bishop  of  Rheims  should  send  this  mon- 
strosity to  the  Bishop  of  Paris,"  went  on  La  Gaultiere,  clasp- 
ing her  hands. 

'*  I  believe,"  said  Agnes  la  Herme,  "  that  it's  a  beast,  an 
animal,  a  cross  between  a  Jew  and  a  pig;  something,  in  fact, 
which  is  not  Christian,  and  should  be  burned  or  drowned." 

'*  I'm  sure  I  hope,"  exclaimed  La  Gaultiere,  "  that  no  one 
will  offer  to  take  it." 

'*  Oh,  good  gracious !  "  cried  Agnes,  "  I  pity  those  poor 
nurses  in  the  Foundling  Hospital  at  the  end  of  the  lane,  as 
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you  go  down  to  the  river,  just  next  door  to  his  lordship  the 
bishop,  if  this  little  monster  is  given  to  them  to  suckle.  I'd 
rather  nurse  a  vampire." 

"  What  a  simpleton  you  are,  poor  La  Herme ! "  cried  Je- 
hanne ;  "  don't  you  see,  sister,  that  this  little  wretch  is  at 
least  four  years  old,  and  that  he  would  have  less  appetite  for 
your  breast  than  for  a  piece  of  roast  meat." 

In  fact,  "  the  little  monster  "  ( for  we  ourselves  should  find 
it  hard  to  describe  him  otherwise)  was  no  new-born  baby.  He 
was  a  very  bony  and  very  uneasy  little  bundle,  tied  up  in  a 
linen  bag  marked  with  the  monogram  of  M.  Guillaume  Char- 
tier,  then  Bishop  of  Paris,  with  a  head  protruding  from  one 
end.  This  head  was  a  most  misshapen  thing;  there  was  noth- 
ing to  be  seen  of  it  but  a  shock  of  red  hair,  an  eye,  a  mouth, 
and  teeth.  The  eye  wept,  the  mouth  shrieked,  and  the  teeth 
seemed  only  waiting  a  chance  to  bite.  The  whole  body  kicked 
and  struggled  in  the  bag,  to  the  amazement  of  the  crowd, 
which  grew  larger  and  changed  continually  around  it. 

Dame  Aloise  de  Gondelaurier,  a  rich  and  noble  lady,  lead- 
ing a  pretty  girl  of  some  six  years  by  the  hand,  and  trailing 
a  long  veil  from  the  golden  horn  of  her  headdress,  stopped  as 
she  passed  the  bed,  and  glanced  for  an  instant  at  the  miserable 
creature,  while  her  lovely  little  daughter  Fleur-de-Lys  de  Gon- 
delaurier, arrayed  in  silk  and  velvet,  spelled  out  with  her 
pretty  little  finger  the  permanent  inscription  fastened  to  the 
bedstead :  "  For  Foundlings." 

•  "  Really,"  said  the  lady,  turning  away  in  disgust,  "  I 
thought  they  only  put  children  here ! " 

She  turned  her  back,  throwing  into  the  basin  a  silver 
coin  which  jingled  loudly  among  the  copper  pence,  and 
made  the  four  good  women  from  the  Etienne  Haudry  Home 
stare. 

A  moment  later,  the  grave  and  learned  Robert  Mistrieolle, 
prothonotary  to  the  king,  passed  with  a  huge  missal  under 
one  arm  and  his  wife  under  the  other  (Damoiselle  Guillemette 
la  Mairesse),  being  thus  armed  on  either  hand  with  his  spirit- 
ual and  his  temporal  advisers. 


NOTRE-DAME  143 

"  A  foundling,"  said  he,  after  examination,  "  found  appa- 
rently on  the  shores  of  the  rjver__Phlegethon !  " 

"  It  sees  with  but  one  eye,"  remarked  Damoiselle  Guille- 
mc  tte ;  "  there  is  a  wart  over  the  other." 

"  That  is  no  wart,"  replied  Master  Robert  Mistricolle ; 
"  that  is  an  egg  which  holds  just  such  another  demon,  who 
also  bears  another  little  egg  containing  another  demon,  and  so 
on  ad  infinitum." 

"  How  do  you  know?  "  asked  Guillemette  la  Mairesse. 

;<  I  know  it  for  very  good  reasons,"  answered  the  pro- 
thonotary. 

"  Mr.  Prothonotary,"  inquired  Gauchere  la  Violette,  "  what 
do  you  predict  from  this  pretended  foundling?  " 

u  The  greatest  misfortunes,"  replied  Mistricolle. 

*'  Ah,  good  heavens ! "  said  an  old  woman  in  the  audience ; 
"  no  wonder  we  had  such  a  great  plague  last  year,  and  that 
they  say  the  English  are  going  to  land  at  Harfleur !  " 

"'  Perhaps  it  will  prevent  the  queen  from  coming  to  Paris 
in  September,"  added  another ;  "  and  trade  's  so  bad  al- 
ready ! ' 

"It  is  my  opinion,"  cried  Jehanne  de  la  Tarme,  "  that  it 
would  be  better  for  the  people  of  Paris  if  this  little  sorcerer 
here  were  laid  on  a  fagot  rather  than  a  board," 

'6  A  fine  flaming  fagot !  "  added  the  old  woman. 

"  That  would  be  more  prudent,"  said  Mistricolle. 

For  some  moments  a  young  priest  had  been  listening  to  the 
arguments  of  the  Haudriettes  and  the  sententious  decrees  of 
the  prothonotary.  His  was  a  stern  face,  with  a  broad  brow 
and  penetrating  eye.  He  silently  put  aside  the  crowd,  ex- 
amined the  "  little  sorcerer,"  and  stretched  his  hand  over  him. 
It  was  high  time;  for  all  the  godly  old  women  were  already 
licking  their  lips  at  the  thought  of  the  "  fine  flaming  fagot." 

"  I  adopt  this  child,"  said  the  priest. 

He  wrapped  it  in  his  cassock  and  bore  it  away.  The  spec- 
tators looked  after  him  with  frightened  eyes.  A  moment  later 
he  had  vanished  through  the  Porte  Rouge,  which  then  led 
from  the  church  to  the  cloisters. 
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When  their  first  surprise  was  over,  Jehanne  de  la  Tarme 
whispered  in  La  Gaultiere's  ear, — 

"  I  always  told  you,  sister,  that  that  young  scholar  Mon- 
sieur Claude  Frollo  was  a  wizard." 


CHAPTER  II 

CLAUDE  FROI/LO 

TNDEED,  Claude  Frollo  was  no  ordinary  character.  He 
L  belonged  to  one  of  those  middle-class  families  called  in- 
differently, in  the  impertinent  language  of  the  last  century, 
the  better  class  of  citizens,  or  petty  nobility.  This  family 
had  inherited  from  the  brothers  Paclet  the  estate  of  Tire- 
chappe,  which  was  held  of  the  Bishop  of  Paris,  and  the  twen- 
ty-one houses  belonging  to  which  had  been  the  subject  of  so 
many  suits  before  the  judge  of  the  bishop's  court  during  the 
thirteenth  century.  As  holder  of  this  fief,  Claude  Frollo  was 
one  of  the  one  hundred  and  forty-one  lords  and  nobles  claim- 
ing quit-rents  in  Paris  and  its  suburbs ;  and  his  name  was  long 
to  be  seen  inscribed,  in  that  capacity,  between  those  of  the 
Hotel  de  Tancarville,  belonging  to  Master  Fra^ois  le  Rez, 
and  the  College  of  Tours,  in  the  cartulary  deposited  for  safe 
keeping  at  Saint-Martin  des  Champs. 

Claude  Frollo  had  from  early  childhood  been  destined  by 
his  parents  to  enter  the  ranks  of  the  clergy.  He  was  taught 
to  read  in  Latin ;  he  was  trained  to  look  down  and  speak  low. 
While  still  very  young  his  father  put  him  at  the  convent 
School  of  Torchi  in  the  University.  There  he  grew  up  on  the 
missal  and  the  lexicon. 

He  was  moreover  a  sad,  serious,  sober  child,  who  loved 
study  and  learned  quickly.  He  never  shouted  at  play,  took 
little  part  in  the  riotous  frolics  of  the  Rue  du  Fouarre,  knew 
not  what  it  was  to  "  dare  alapas  et  capillos  laniare,"  and  had 
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no  share  in  the  mutiny  of  1463,  which  historians  gravely  set 
down  as  the  "  sixth  disturbance  at  the  University."  It  seldom 
occurred  to  him  to  tease  the  poor  scholars  of  Montaigu  about 
their  capotes, —  the  little  hoods  from  which  they  took  their 
name, —  or  the  bursars  of  the  College  of  Dormans  about  their 
shaven  pates,  and  their  motley  garb  of  grey,  blue,  and  violet 
cloth,  "  azurini  colons  et  bruni,"  as  the  charter  of  Cardinal  des 
Quatre-Couronnes  words  it. 

But,  on  the  other  hand,  he  was  faithful  to  the  great  and 
little  schools  in  the  Rue  Saint-Jean  de  Beauvais.  The  first 
scholar  to  be  seen  by  the  Abbot  of  Saint-Pierre  de  Val,  as  he 
begun  his  lecture  on  canon  law,  was  always  Claude  Frollo, 
glued  to  a  column  in  the  Saint-Vendregesile  School,  di- 
rectly opposite  the  speaker's  chair,  armed  with  his  inkhorn, 
chewing  his  pen,  scribbling  on  his  threadbare  knee,  and  in 
winter  blowing  on  his  fingers  to  keep  them  warm.  The  first 
auditor  whom  Master  Miles  d'Isliers,  doctor  of  decretals  saw 
hurrying  up  all  out  of  breath  every  Monday  morning  at  the 
opening  of  the  doors  of  the  Chef-Saint-Denis  School,  was 
Claude  Frollo.  Accordingly,  at  the  age  of  sixteen  the  young 
scholar  was  quite  able  to  argue  matters  of  mystical  theology 
with  a  father  of  the  Church,  of  canonical  theology  with  a 
father  of  the  Councils,  and  of  scholastic  theology  with  a  doctor 
of  the  Sorbonne. 

Theology  mastered,  he  plunged  into  decretals.  After  the 
"  Master  of  Sentences,"  he  fell  upon  the  "  Capitularies  of 
Charlemagne ; "  and  devoured  in  turn,  in  his  appetite  for 
knowledge,  decretal  after  decretal, —  those  of  Theodore, 
Bishop  of  Hispala;  those  of  Bouchard,  Bishop  of  Worms; 
those  of  Yves,  Bishop  of  Chartres ;  then  the  decree  of  Gratian, 
which  followed  the  "  Capitularies  of  Charlemagne;  "  then  the 
collection  of  Gregory  IX.;  then  the  epistle  "  Super  Specula," 
of  Honorius  III.  He  gained  a  clear  idea  of,  he  became  fa- 
miliar with,  that  vast  and  bewildering  period  when  civil  law 
and  canon  law  were  struggling  and  labouring  amid  the  chaos 
of  the  Middle  Ages, —  a  period  beginning  with  Bishop  Theo- 
dore in  618,  and  ending  with  Pope  Gregory  in 
10 
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Decretals  digested,  he  turned  to  medicine  and  the  liberal 
arts.  He  studied  the  science  of  herbs,  the  science  of  salves ; 
he  became  skilled  in  fevers  and  bruises,  in  wounds  and  sores. 
Jacques  d'Espars  would  have  given  him  the  degree  of  doctor 
of  medicine ;  Richard  Hellain,  that  of  surgeon.  He  also  took 
all  the  degrees  in  all  the  other  arts.  He  studied  languages, 
Latin,  Greek,  and  Hebrew, —  a  triple  shrine  then  but  little 
worshipped.  His  was  a  genuine  thirst  for  acquiring  and 
treasuring  the  facts  of  science.  At  eighteen,  he  had  done 
with  the  four  faculties;  life  seemed  to  the  youth  to  have  but 
one  purpose, —  to  gain  knowledge. 

It  was  about  this  time  that  the  excessive  heat  of  the  sum- 
mer of  1466  caused  an  epidemic  of  the  plague,  which  carried 
off  more  than  forty  thousand  souls  in  the  viscounty  of  Paris, 
and  among  others,  says  Jehan  de  Troyes,  "  Master  Arnoul, 
astrologian  to  the  king,  who  was  a  very  virtuous,  wise,  and 
pleasant  man."  A  rumour  spread  through  the  University 
that  the  Rue  Tirechappe  was  especially  subject  to  the  disease. 
There  Claude's  parents  lived,  in  the  heart  of  their  estate. 
The  young  scholar  hastened  in  alarm  to  the  paternal  man- 
sion. On  entering,  he  found  that  his  father  and  mother  had 
died  the  night  before.  A  baby  brother  was  still  living,  and 
lay  crying  in  his  cradle.  He  was  all  that  was  left  to  Claude 
of  his  family.  The  youth  took  the  child  in  his  arms  and 
walked  thoughtfully  away.  Hitherto,  he  had  lived  for  sci- 
ence only ;  he  now  began  to  live  in  the  present. 

This  catastrophe  marked  an  epoch  in  his  existence.  An 
orphan,  the  eldest,  the  head  of  a  family  at  the  age  of  nine- 
teen, he  was  rudely  recalled  from  scholastic  dreams  to  actual 
realities.  Then,  moved  by  pity,  he  was  filled  with  love  and 
devotion  for  this  child,  his  brother ;  and  a  human  affection  was 
a  strange  sweet  thing  to  him  who  had  loved  nothing  but  books 
before. 

This  affection  grew  to  a  singular  degree;  in  so  virgin  a 
soul  it  was  like  a  first  love.  Parted  in  infancy  from  his  par- 
ents, whom  he  scarcely  knew,  cloistered  and  as  it  were  im- 
mured among  his  books,  eager  to  study  and  to  learn  every- 
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thing,  hitherto  paying  exclusive  attention  to  his  intellect, 
which  delighted  in  literature,  the  poor  student  had  had  no 
time  to  learn  that  he  had  a  heart.  This  little  fatherless,  moth- 
erless brother,  this  baby  dropped  unawares  from  heaven  into 
his  ,irms,  made  a  new  man  of  him.  He  saw  that  there  were 
other  things  in  the  world  than  the  speculations  of  the  Sor- 
bonne  and  the  verses  oj  Honqer;  that  man  required  affection ; 
that  life  without  tenderness  and  without  love  was  only  a  noisy, 
miserable,  unfeeling  machine.  Only  he  fancied  —  for  he  was 
at  the  age  when  illusions  are  still  replaced  by  illusions  only  — 
that  the  ties  of  family  and  kindred  were  all  that  was  necessary, 
and  that  a  little  brother  to  love  was  enough  to  fill  up  a  whole 
life. 

He  therefore  yielded  to  his  love  for  little  Jehan  with  the 
passion  of  a  character  wrhich  was  already  energetic,  ardent, 
and  concentrated.  The  poor  frail  creature,  a  pretty,  fair- 
haired,  rosy,  curly-locked  child,  an  orphan  with  none  to  look 
to  for  support  but  another  orphan,  stirred  him  to  the  very 
soul;  and  like  the  serious  thinker  that  he  was,  he  began  to 
meditate  about  Jehan  with  infinite  compassion.  He  thought 
and  cared  for  him  as  for  something  very  fragile  and  very 
precious.  He  was  more  than  a  brother  to  the  boy;  he  became 
a  mother  to  him. 

Little  Jehan  was  not  yet  weaned  when  he  lost  his  mother; 
Claude  put  him  out  to  nurse.  Besides  the  estate  of  Tire- 
chappe,  he  had  inherited  from  his  father  the  fief  of  Moulin, 
which  was  held  of  the  square  tower  of  Gentilly ;  it  consisted  of 
a  mill  upon  a  hill,  near  the  Chateau  de  Winchestre  (now 
Bicetre).  The  miller's  wife  was  just  then  nursing  a  fine  child ; 
it  was  not  far  from  the  University.  Claude  himself  carried 
little  Jehan  thither. 

Henceforth,  feeling  that  he  had  a  burden  to  bear,  he  took 
life  very  soberly.  The  thought  of  his  little  brother  became 
not  only  the  refreshment,  but  the  object  of  his  studies.  He 
resolved  to  devote  himself  wholly  to  the  future  of  one  for 
whom  he  must  be  answerable  to  God,  and  to  have  no  other 
wife,  no  other  child,  than  the  happiness  and  prosperity  of  his 
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brother.  He  accordingly  became  more  than  ever  attached  to 
his  clerical  calling.  His  merits,  his  learning,  his  position  as 
the  direct  vassal  of  the  Bishop  of  Paris,  opened  wide  all  the 
doors  of  the  Church  to  him.  At  the  age  of  twenty,  by  a 
special  dispensation  from  the  Holy  See,  he  was  a  priest,  and 
served  as  the  youngest  of  the  chaplains  of  Notre-Dame  at  the 
altar  called,  from  the  lateness  of  the  Mass  said  at  it,  altare 
pigrorum. 

There,  more  than  ever  buried  in  his  dear  books,  which  he 
only  left  to  make  a  hasty  visit  to  the  mill,  this  mixture  of  wis- 
dom and  austerity,  so  rare  at  his  age,  soon  made  him  respected 
and  admired  by  the  cloisters.  From  the  convent,  his  reputa- 
tion as  a  learned  man  spread  to  the  people,  among  whom  it 
had  been  somewhat  changed  —  a  frequent  occurrence  in  those 
days  —  to  the  renown  of  a  sorcerer. 

It  was  as  he  was  returning,  on  Quasimodo,  or  Low  Sunday, 
from  saying  the  sluggards'  mass  at  their  altar,  which  was 
close  by  the  gate  of  the  choir  leading  into  the  nave,  to  the 
right,  near  the  image  of  the  Virgin,  that  his  attention  was 
aroused  by  the  group  of  old  women  chattering  round  the  bed 
for  foundlings. 

He  approached  the  unfortunate  little  being  who  seemed  to 
be  so  much  hated  and  so  much  threatened.  Its  distress,  its 
deformity,  its  desertion,  the  thought  of  his  own  little  brother, 
the  wild  dread,  which  at  once  struck  him,  that  if  he  should 
die  his  dear  little  Jehan  might  also  be  flung  upon  that  board 
to  suffer, —  all  this  rushed  into  his  heart  at  once ;  a  great 
wave  of  pity  swept  over  him,  and  he  carried  off  the  child. 

When  he  took  the  child  from  the  sack,  he  found  it  terribly 
deformed  indeed.  The  poor  little  imp  had  a  wart  over  his 
left  eye,  his  head  was  buried  between  his  shoulders,  his  spine 
was  curved,  his  breastbone  prominent,  his  legs  crooked;  but 
he  seemed  lively ;  and  although  it  was  impossible  to  say  in 
what  language  he  babbled,  his  cries  proclaimed  a  certain 
amount  of  health  and  vigour.  Claude's  pity  increased  at  the 
sight  of  so  much  ugliness;  and  he  vowed  in  his  inmost  soul 
that  he  would  educate  this  child  for  love  of  his  own  brother, 
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so  that  whatever  faults  little  Jehan  might  in  the  future  com- 
mit, he  might  always  have  to  his  credit  this  charitable  deed 
dorie  for  his  benefit.  It  was  a  sort  of  investment  of  good 
works  in  his  little  brother's  name;  it  was  part  of  the  stock 
of  good  deeds  which  he  decided  to  lay  up  for  him  in  advance, 
in  case  the  young  rascal  should  one  day  run  short  of  this  sort 
of  money, —  the  only  coin  which  will  be  accepted  at  the  toll- 
gate  of  paradise. 

He  baptized  his  adopted  child,  and  named  him  Quasimodo, 
either  because  he  wished  to  mark  in  this  way  the  day  upon 
which  the  child  was  found,  or  because  he  wished  to  show  by 
this  name  how  imperfect  and  incomplete  the  poor  little  crea- 
ture was.  Indeed,  Quasimodo,  one-eyed,  humpbacked,  and 
knock-kneed,  was  hardly  more  than  an  "  apology." 


CHAPTER  III 

IMMANIS    PECORIS    CUSTOS,    IMMANIOR    IPSE 

NOW,  in  1482,  Quasimodo  had  grown  up.  He  had  been 
made,  some  years  previous,  bell-ringer  of  Notre-Dame, 
thanks  to  his  adopted  father,  Claude  Frollo,  who  had  become 
arcl  deacon  of  Josas,  thanks  to  his  liege  lord  Sir  Louis  de 
Beaumont,  who  had  become  Bishop  of  Paris  in  1472,  en  the 
death  of  Guillaume  Chartier,  thanks  to  his  patron  Olivier  ]? 
Daim,  barber  to  Louis  XL,  king  by  the  grace  of  God. 

Quasimodo,  therefore,  was  ringer  of  Notre-Dame. 

In  time,  a  peculiar  bond  of  intimacy  grew  up  between  the 
ringer  and  the  church.  Cut  off  forever  from  the  world  by  the 
double  fatality  of  his  unknown  birth  and  his  deformity,  con- 
fined from  infancy  in  this  doubly  insuperable  circle,  the  poor 
wretch  became  used  to  seeing  nothing  of  the  world  outside 
the  religious  walls  which  had  received  him  into  their  shadow. 
Notie-Dame  had  been  to  him  by  turns,  as  he  grew  and  de- 
yeloped,  egg,  nest,  home,  country,  universe. 


150  NOTRE-DAME 

And  it  is  certain  that  there  was  a  sort  of  mysterious  and 
pre-existing  harmony  between  this  creature  and  the  structure. 
When,  still  a  child,  he  dragged  himself  tortuously  and  jerk- 
ingly  along  beneath  its  gloomy  arches,  he  seemed,  with  his 
human  face  and  animal-like  limbs,  to  be  some  reptile  native  to 
that  damp  dark  pavement  upon  which  the  Roman  capitals 
cast  so  many  grotesque  shadows. 

Later  on,  the  first  time  that  he  mechanically  grasped  the 
bell-rope  in  the  tower,  and  clung  to  it,  and  set  the  bell  ring- 
ing, he  seemed  to  Claude,  his  adopted  father,  like  a  child 
whose  tongue  is  loosed,  and  who  begins  to  talk. 

It  was  thus,  little  by  little,  growing  ever  after  the  pattern 
of  the  cathedral,  living  there,  sleeping  there,  seldom  leaving 
its  precincts,  forever  subject  to  its  mysterious  influence,  he 
came  to  look  like  it,  to  be  imbedded  in  it,  to  form,  as  it  were, 
an  integral  part  of  it.  His  sharp  angles  (if  we  may  be  par- 
doned the  simile)  fitted  into  the  re-entering  angles  of  the 
building,  and  he  seemed  not  only  to  inhabit  it,  but  to  be  its 
natural  tenant.  He  might  almost  be  said  to  have  assumed  its 
form,  as  the  snail  assumes  the  form  of  its  shell.  It  was  his 
dwelling,  his  hole,  his  wrapper.  There  was  so  deep  an  in- 
stinct of  sympathy  between  him  and  the  old  church,  there 
were  so  many  magnetic  affinities  between  them,  that  he  in 
some  sort  clung  to  it,  as  the  tortoise  to  its  shell.  The  rugged 
cathedral  was  his  shell. 

It  is  useless  to  warn  the  reader  not  to  take  literally  the 
figures  of  speech  which  we  are  forced  to  use  here  to  express 
this  singular,  symmetrical,  direct,  almost  consubstantial  union 
of  a  man  and  an  edifice.  It  is  also  useless  to  speak  of  the 
degree  of  familiarity  with  the  whole  cathedral  which  he  had 
acquired  during  so  long  and  intimate  a  cohabitation.  This 
dwelling  was  his  own.  It  contained  no  deeps  which  Quasi- 
modo had  not  penetrated,  no  heights  which  he  had  not  scaled. 
He  often  climbed  the  fa£ade  several  stories  high  by  the  mere 
aid  of  projecting  bits  of  sculpture.  The  towers  upon  the 
outer  face  of  which  he  was  frequently  seen  crawling  like  a 
lizard  gliding  over  a  perpendicular  wall  (those  twin  giants,  so 
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lofty,  so  threatening,  so  terrible)  had  no  vertigoes,  no  terrors, 
no  giddiness  for  him;  they  were  so  docile  to  his  hand,  so 
easily  climbed,  that  he  might  be  said  to  have  tamed  them. 
By  dint  of  jumping,  clambering,  sporting  amid  the  abysses  of 
the  huge  cathedral,  he  had  become,  as  it  were,  a  monkey  and 
a  goat,  like  the  calabrian  child  who  swims  before  he  walks, 
and  plays  with  the  sea  while  but  an  infant. 

Moreover  not  only  his  body  but  also  his  spirit  seemed  to 
be  moulded  by  the  cathedral.  What  was  the  state  of  that 
soul?  What  bent  had  it  assumed,  what  form  had  it  taken 
under  its  knotty  covering  in  this  wild  life?  It  would  be  hard 
to  tell.  Quasimodo  was  born  blind  of  one  eye,  humpbacked, 
lame.  It  was  only  by  great  patience  and  great  painstaking 
that  Claude  Frollo  had  succeeded  in  teaching  him  to  speak. 
But  a  fatality  followed  the  poor  foundling.  Bell-ringer  of 
Nctre-Dame  at  the  age  of  fourteen,  a  new  infirmity  soon  put 
the  finishing  touch  to  his  misfortunes;  the  bells  had  broken 
*the  drum  of  his  ears:  he  became  deaf.  The  only  avenue 
which  Nature  had  left  him  open  to  the  world  was  suddenly 
closed  forever. 

In  closing,  it  shut  off  the  only  ray  of  joy  and  light  which 
still  reached  Quasimodo's  soul.  That  soul  relapsed  into  utter 
darkness.  The  miserable  lad's  melancholy  became  as  complete 
and  as  hopeless  as  his  deformity.  Add  to  this  that  his  deaf- 
ness made  him  in  some  sort  dumb;  for  that  he  might  not  be 
an  object  of  laughter  to  others,  from  the  moment  that  he 
realized  his  deafness  he  firmly  resolved  to  observe  a  silence 
which  he  scarcely  ever  broke  save  when  alone.  Of  his  own 
free  will  he  bound  that  tongue  which  Claude  Frollo  had  worked 
so  hard  to  set  free.  Hence  it  resulted  that,  when  necessity 
cor  strained  him  to  speak,  his  tongue  was  stiff  and  awkward, 
like  a  door  whose  hinges  have  rusted. 

If  now  we  strive  to  penetrate  to  Quasimodo's  soul  through 
this  hard  thick  bark ;  could  we  sound  the  depths  of  that  mis- 
shapen organism ;  could  we  hold  a  torch  behind  those  non- 
transparent  organs,  explore  the  dark  interior  of  that  opaque 
being,  illuminate  its  obscure  corners,  its  absurd  blind  alleys, 
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and  cast  a  strong  light  suddenly  upon  the  .Psyche  imprisoned 
at  the  bottom  of  this  well,  we  should  doubtless  find  the  poor 
thing  in  some  constrained  attitude,  stunted  and  rickety,  like 
those  prisoners  under  the  leads  of  Venice,  who  grew  old  bent 
double  in  a  stone  coffer  too  short  and  too  low  for  them  either 
to  lie  down  or  to  stand  up. 

The  spirit  certainly  wastes  away  in  a  misshapen  body. 
Quasimodo  barely  felt  within  him  the  blind  stirring  of  a  soul 
made  in  his  own  image.  His  impressions  of  objects  under- 
went a  considerable  refraction  before  they  reached  his  mind. 
His  brain  was  a  peculiar  medium ;  the  ideas  which  traversed  it 
came  forth  greatly  distorted.  The  reflection  resulting  from 
that  refraction  was  necessarily  divergent,  and  deviated  from 
the  right  path. 

Hence  endless  optical  illusions,  endless  aberrations  of  opin- 
ion, endless  digressions  into  which  his  thoughts,  sometimes 
foolish,  and  sometimes  idiotic,  would  wander. 

The  first  effect  of  this  unfortunate  condition  of  things  was 
to  disturb  his  views  of  all  outward  objects.  He  had  scarcely 
any  direct  perception  of  them.  The  external  world  seemed 
much  farther  away  from  him  than  it  does  from  us. 

The  second  effect  of  his  misfortune  was  to  make  him  mis- 
chievous. 

He  was  mischievous  because  he  was  an  untrained  savage; 
he  was  a  savage  because  he  was  ugly.  There  was  a  logic  in 
his  nature  as  in  ours. 

His  strength,  wonderfully  developed  as  it  was,  was  the 
cause  of  still  greater  mischief.  "  Mains  puer  robustus,"  says 
Hobbes. 

But  we  must  do  him  the  justice  to  say  that  this  miscLievous 
spirit  was  not  innate.  From  his  first  intercourse  with  men 
he  had  felt,  had  seen  himself  despised,  scorned,  repulsed.  To 
him,  human  speech  meant  nothing  but  mockery  or  curses.  As 
he  grew  up,  he  encountered  nothing  but  hate.  He  caught  the 
infection.  He  acquired  the  universal  malevolence.  He  adopted 
the  weapon  with  which  he  had  been  wounded. 

After  all,  he  never  turned  his  face  to  the  world  of  me» 
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save  with  regret;  his  cathedral  was  enough  for  him.  It  was 
peopled  with  marble  figures,  kings,  saints,  and  bishops  who 
at  least  did  not  laugh  at  him,  and  never  looked  upon  him 
otherwise  than  with  peace  and  goodwill.  The  other  statues, 
those  of  monsters  and  demons,  did  not  hate  Quasimodo;  he 
looked  too  much  like  them  for  that.  They  rather  mocked  at 
other  men.  The  saints  were  his  friends,  and  blessed  him. 
The  monsters  were  his  friends,  and  protected  him.  Thus  he 
had  long  conversations  with  them.  He  would  sometimes  pass 
whole  hours  squatting  before  one  of  these  statues,  in  solitary 
chat  with  it.  If  any  one  came  by,  he  would  fly  like  a  lover 
surprised  in  his  serenade. 

And  the  cathedral  was  not  only  company  for  him,  it  was 
the  universe;  nay,  more,  it  was  Nature  itself.  He  never 
dreamed  that  there  were  other  hedge-rows  than  the  stained- 
gla.ss  windows  in  perpetual  bloom;  other  shade  than  that  of 
the  stone  foliage  always  budding,  loaded  with  birds  in  the 
thickets  of  Saxon  capitals ;  other  mountains  than  the  colossal 
towers  of  the  church;  or  other  ocean  than  Paris  roaring  at 
their  feet. 

But  that  which  he  loved  more  than  all  else  in  the  motherly 
building,  that  which  awakened  his  soul  and  bade  it  spread  its 
poor  stunted  wings  folded  in  such  misery  where  it  dwelt  in 
darkness,  that  which  sometimes  actually  made  him  happy,  was 
the  bells.  He  loved  them,  he  caressed  them,  he  talked  to  them, 
he  understood  them.  From  the  chime  in  the  steeple  over  the 
trarsept  to  the  big  bell  above  the  door,  he  had  a  tender  feeling 
for  them  all.  The  belfry  of  the  transept  and  the  two  towers 
wen  to  him  like  three  great  cages,  in  which  the  birds,  trained 
,by  him,  sang  for  him  alone;  and  yet  it  was  these  very  bells 
whit  h  made  him  deaf.  But  mothers  often  love  that  child  best 
which  has  cost  them  most  pain. 

To  be  sure,  their  voice  was  the  only  one  which  he  could 
now  hear.  For  this  reason  the  big  bell  was  his  best  beloved. 
She  was  his  favourite  of  that  family  of  noisy  damsels  who 
fluttered  about  his  head  on  holidays.  This  big  bell  had  been 
christened  Marie.  She  hung  alone  in  the  south  tower  with 
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her  sister  Jacqueline,  a  bell  of  less  size  enclosed  in  a  smaller 
cage  close  beside  her  own.  This  Jacqueline  was  named  for 
the  wife  of  Jehan  Montague,  who  gave  the  bell  to  the  church ; 
which  did  not  prevent  him  from  figuring  at  Montfaucon  with- 
out a  head.  In  the  second  tower  there  were  six  other  bells ; 
and  lastly,  the  six  smallest  dwelt  in  the  belfry  over  the  tran- 
sept with  the  wooden  bell,  which  was  only  rung  from  the 
afternoon  of  Maundy  Thursday  till  the  morning  of  Holy 
Saturday  or  Easter  Eve.  Thus  Quasimodo  had  fifteen  bells 
in  his  harem ;  but  big  Marie  was  his  favourite. 

It  is  impossible  to  give  any  idea  of  his  joy  on  those  days 
when  full  peals  were  rung.  When  the  archdeacon  dismissed 
him  with  the  word  "  Go,"  he  ran  up  the  winding  staircase 
more  rapidly  than  any  one  else  could  have  gone  down.  He 
reached  the  aerial  chamber  of  the  big  bell,  breathless ;  he  gazed 
at  it  an  instant  with  love  and  devotion,  then  spoke  to  it  gently, 
and  patted  it,  as  you  would  a  good  horse  about  to  take  a  long 
journey.  He  condoled  with  it  on  the  hard  work  before  it. 
After  these  initiatory  caresses  he  called  to  his  assistants,  sta- 
tioned on  a  lower  story  of  the  tower,  to  begin.  They  then 
hung  upon  the  ropes,  the  windlass  creaked,  and  the  enormous 
mass  of  metal  moved  slowly.  Quasimodo,  panting  with  ex- 
citement, followed  it  with  his  eye.  The  first  stroke  of  the 
clapper  upon  its  brazen  wall  made  the  beam  on  which  he  stood 
quiver.  Quasimodo  vibrated  with  the  bell.  "  Here  we  go ! 
There  we  go !  "  he  shouted  with  a  mad  burst  of  laughter.  But 
the  motion  of  the  great  bell  grew  faster  and  faster,  and  as  it 
traversed  an  ever-increasing  space,  his  eye  grew  bigger  and 
bigger,  more  and  more  glittering  and  phosphorescent.  At 
last  the  full  peal  began ;  the  whole  tower  shook :  beams,  leads, 
broad  stones,  all  rumbled  together,  from  the  piles  of  the  foun- 
dation to  the  trefoils  at  the  top.  Then  Quasimodo's  rapture 
knew  no  bounds:  he  came  and  went;  he  trembled  and  shook 
from  head  to  foot  with  the  tower.  The  bell,  let  loose,  and 
frantic  with  liberty,  turned  its  jaws  of  bronze  to  either  wall 
of  the  tower  in  turn, — jaws  from  which  issued  that  whirlwind 
whose  roar  men  heard  for  four  leagues  around.  Quasimodo 
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placed  himself  before  those  gaping  jaws !  he  rose  and  fell  with 
the  swaying  of  the  bell,  inhaled  its  tremendous  breath,  gazed 
new  at  the  abyss  swarming  with  people  like  ants,  two  hundred 
feet  below  him,  and  now  at  the  huge  copper  clapper  which 
from  second  to  second  bellowed  in  his  ear.  That  was  the 
only  speech  which  he  could  hear,  the  only  sound  that  broke 
the  universal  silence  reigning  around  him.  He  basked  in  it 
as  a  bird  in  the  sunshine.  All  at  once  the  frenzy  of  the  bell 
seized  him ;  his  look  became  strange ;  he  waited  for  the  passing 
of  the  bell  as  a  spider  lies  in  wait  for  a  fly,  and  flung  himself 
headlong  upon  it.  Then,  suspended  above  the  gulf,  launched 
upon  the  tremendous  vibration  of  the  bell,  he  grasped  the 
brazen  monster  by  its  ears,  clasped  it  with  his  knees,  spurred 
it  with  his  heels,  doubling  the  fury  of  the  peal  with  the  whole 
f o  rce  and  weight  of  his  body.  As  the  tower  shook,  he  shouted 
and  gnashed  his  teeth,  his  red  hair  stood  erect,  his  chest 
laboured  like  a  blacksmith's  bellows,  his  eye  flashed  fire,  the 
monstrous  steed  neighed  and  panted  under  him ;  and  then  the 
big  bell  of  Notre-Dame  and  Quasimodo  ceased  to  exist:  they 
became  a  dream,  a  whirlwind,  a  tempest;  vertigo  astride  of 
uproar;  a  spirit  clinging  to  a  winged  crupper;  a  strange 
centaur-^half  man,  half  bell ;  a  sort  of  horrid  Astolpho,  borne 
aloft  by  a  prodigious  hippogriff  of  living  bronze. 

The  presence  of  this  extraordinary  being  pervaded  the 
whole  cathedral  with  a  peculiar  breath  of  life.  It  seemed,  at 
least  in  the  opinion  of  the  grossly  superstitious  mob,  as  if 
ni}  sterious  emanations  issued  from  him,  animating  every  stone 
in  Notre-Dame  and  making  the  very  entrails  of  the  old  church 
throb  and  palpitate.  His  mere  presence  there  was  enough  to 
lead  the  vulgar  to  fancy  that  the  countless  statues  in  the  gal- 
leries and  over  the  doors  moved  and  breathed.  And  in  very  / 
truth  the  cathedral  seemed  a  creature  docile  and  obedient  to 
his  hand:  it  awaited  his  pleasure  to  lift  up  its  mighty  voice; 
it  was  possessed  and  filled  with  Quasimodo  as  with  a  familiar 
spirit.  He  might  be  said  to  make  the  vast  edifice  breathe. 
He  was  indeed  omnipresent  in  it,  he  multiplied  himself  at  every 
point  of  the  structure.  Sometimes  the  terrified  spectator  saw 
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an  odd  dwarf  on  the  extreme  pinnacle  of  one  of  the  towers, 
climbing,  creeping,  writhing,  crawling  on  all  fours,  descend- 
ing head-first  into  the  abyss,  leaping  from  one  projection  to 
another,  and  diving  deep  into  the  maw  of  some  sculptured 
gorgon:  it  was  Quasimodo  hunting  for  daws'  nests.  Some- 
times a  visitor  stumbled  over  a  sort  of  living  nightmare, 
crouching  and  scowling  in  a  dark  corner  of  the  church;  it 
was  Quasimodo  absorbed  in  thought.  Sometimes  an  enormous 
head  and  a  bundle  of  ill-adjusted  limbs  might  be  seen  sway- 
ing frantically  to  and  fro  from  a  rope's  end  under  a  belfry: 
it  was  Quasimodo  ringing  the  Vespers  or  the  Angelus.  Often 
by  night  a  hideous  form  was  seen  wandering  along  the  frail 
delicately  wrought  railing  which  crowns  the  towers  and  runs 
round  the  top  of  the  chancel:  it  was  still  the  hunchback  of 
Notre-Dame.  Then,  so  the  neighbours  said,  the  whole  church 
took  on  a  fantastic,  supernatural,  horrible  air, —  eyes  and 
mouths  opened  wide  here  and  there;  the  dogs  and  dragons 
and  griffins  of  stone  which  watch  day  and  night,  with  out- 
stretched necks  and  gaping  jaws,  around  the  monstrous  cathe- 
dral, barked  loudly.  And  if  it  were  a  Christmas  night,  while 
the  big  bell,  which  seemed  uttering  its  death-rattle,  called  the 
faithful  to  attend  the  solemn  midnight  mass,  the  gloomy  fa- 
£ade  assumed  such  an  aspect  that  it  seemed  as  if  the  great 
door  were  devouring  the  crowd  while  the  rose-window  looked 
on.  And  all  this  was  due  to  Quasimodo.  Egypt  would  have 
taken  him  for  the  god  of  the  temple;  the  Middle  Ages  held 
him  to  be  its  demon :  he  was  its  soul. 

So  much  so  that  to  those  who  know  that  Quasimodo  once 
existed,  Notre-Dame  is  now  deserted,  inanimate,  dead.  They 
feel  that  something  has  gone  from  it.  That  immense  body 
is  empty;  it  is  a  skeleton;  the  spirit  has  left  it,  the  abode 
remains,  and  that  is  all.  It  is  like  a  skull ;  the  sockets  of  the 
eyes  are  still  there,  but  sight  is  gone. 
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CHAPTER  IV 

THE    DOG    AND    HIS    MASTER 

FYIHERE  was,  however,  one  human  being  whom  Quasimodo 
JL  excepted  from  his  malice  and  hatred  of  mankind  in 
general,  and  whom  he  loved  as  much  as,  perhaps  more  than, 
his  cathedral:  this  was  Claude  Frollo. 

This  was  very  natural.  Claude  Frollo  had  taken  him, 
adopted  him,  fed  him,  brought  him  up.  While  still  a  child, 
it  was  between  Claude  Frolic's  legs  that  he  found  shelter  when 
dogs  and  boys  barked  at  him  and  tormented  him.  Claude 
Frollo  taught  him  to  speak,  to  read,  and  to  write.  Claude 
Frollo  even  made  him  bell-ringer.  Now,  to  give  the  big  bell 
in  marriage  to  Quasimodo  was  like  giving  Juliet  to  Romeo. 

Therefore  Quasimodo's  gratitude  was  profound,  passionate, 
boundless;  and  although  the  face  of  his  adopted  father  was 
often  clouded  and  severe,  although  his  speech  was  usually 
brief,  harsh,  and  imperative,  this  gratitude  never  for  an  in- 
stant failed  him.  In  Quasimodo  the  archdeacon  had  the  most 
submissive  of  slaves,  the  most  docile  of  servants,  the  most 
watchful  of  guardians.  When  the  poor  bell-ringer  became 
deaf,  the  two  contrived  a  language  of  signs,  mysterious  and 
incomprehensible  to  every  one  else.  Thus  the  archdeacon  was 
the  only  human  being  with  whom  Quasimodo  kept  up  any 
communication.  He  had  relations  with  but  two  things  in  the 
world, —  Notre-Dame  and  Claude  Frollo. 

There  is  nothing  to  which  we  can  compare  the  archdeacon's 
en  spire  over  the  ringer  or  the  ringer's  devotion  to  the  arch- 
deacon. One  sign  from  Claude,  and  the  idea  that  it  would 
please  him,  would  have  been  enough  for  Quasimodo  to  hurl 
himself  from  the  top  of  the  cathedral  towers.  It  was  won- 
derful to  see  so  much  physical  strength  brought  to  such  rare 
development  in  Quasimodo,  and  blindly  placed  by  him  at  the 
disposal  of  another.  This  was  doubtless  partly  due  to  filial 
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love,  domestic  affection ;  it  was  also  due  to  the  fascination  ex- 
ercised by  one  mind  upon  another.  It  was  a  poor,  clumsy, 
awkward  nature,  with  bowed  head  and  suppliant  eyes,  before 
a  profound  and  lofty,  superior,  and  all-powerful  intellect. 
Lastly,  and  above  all,  it  was  gratitude, —  gratitude  so  pushed 
to  its  extremest  limits  that  we  know  of  nothing  to  which  it 
may  be  compared.  This  virtue  is  not  one  of  those  which  are 
to  be  found  in  the  finest  examples  among  men.  Let  us  say 
therefore  that  Quasimodo  loved  the  archdeacon  as  no  dog,  no 
horse,  no  elephant,  ever  loved  its  master. 


CHAPTER  V 

MORE  ABOUT  CLAUDE  FROLLO 

IN   1482  Quasimodo  was  about  twenty  years   old,   Claude 
Frollo   about  thirty-six.     The  one  had  grown   up,  the 
other  had  grown  old. 

Claude  Frollo  was  no  longer  the  simple  scholar  of  the  Col- 
lege of  Torchi,  the  tender  protector  of  a  little  child,  the 
dreamy  young  philosopher  who  knew  many  things  and  was 
ignorant  of  many  more.  He  was  now  an  austere,  grave, 
morose  priest;  a  keeper  of  other  men's  consciences;  the  arch- 
deacon of  Josas,  second  acolyte  to  the  bishop,  having  charge 
of  the  two  deaneries  of  Montlhery  and  Chateuafort,  and  one 
hundred  and  seventy-four  of  the  rural  clergy.  He  was  a 
gloomy  and  awe-inspiring  personage,  before  whom  choir-boys 
in  alb  and  petticoat,  the  precentors,  the  monks  of  St.  Augus- 
tine, and  those  clerks  who  officiated  at  the  early  service  at 
Notre-Dame,  trembled  when  he  passed  slowly  by  beneath  the 
lofty  arches  of  the  choir,  majestic,  pensive,  with  folded  arms, 
and  head  so  bent  upon  his  bosom  that  nothing  of  his  face 
could  be  seen  but  the  high  bald  forehead. 

Now,  Don  Claude  Frollo  had  not  given  up  either  science  or 
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the  education  of  his  younger  brother, —  those  two  occupations 
of  his  life.  But  time  had  imparted  a  slight  bitterness  to  these 
things  once  so  sweet.  "  The  best  bacon  in  the  world,"  says 
Paul  Diacre,  "  grows  rancid  at  last."  Little  Jehan  Frollo, 
sumamed  "  du  Moulin,"  from  the  place  where  he  was  put  to 
nurse,  had  not  grown  up  in  the  path  in  which  Claude  would 
fain  have  led  him.  The  big  brother  expected  him  to  be  a 
pious,  docile,  studious,  honourable  pupil.  Now,  the  little 
brother,  like  those  young  trees  which  foil  the  gardener's  every 
effort,  and  turn  obstinately  towards  the  sun  and  air, —  the  little 
brother  only  grew  and  flourished,  only  put  forth  fine  leafy  and 
luxuriant  branches,  in  the  direction  of  idleness,  ignorance,  and 
debauchery.  He  was  a  perfect  imp,  utterly  lawless,  which 
made  Don  Claude  frown ;  but  very  shrewd  and  witty,  which 
made  the  big  brother  smile.  Claude  had  confided  him  to  that 
same  College  of  Torchi  where  he  had  passed  his  own  early 
years  in  study  and  meditation ;  and  it  cost  him  many  a  pang 
that  this  sanctuary  once  so  edified  by  the  name  of  Frollo 
should  now  be  scandalized  by  it.  He  sometimes  read  Jehan 
very  long  and  very  severe  lectures  on  this  text,  but  the  latter 
bore  them  without  wincing.  After  all,  the  young  scamp  had 
a  good  heart,  as  every  comedy  shows  us  is  always  the  case. 
But  the  lecture  over,  he  resumed  his  riotous  ways  with  perfect 
tranquillity.  Now  it  was  a  yellow  beak  (as  new-comers  at  the 
University  were  called)  whom  he  mauled  for  his  entrance  fee, 
—  a  precious  tradition  which  has  been  carefully  handed  down 
to  the  present  day.  Now  he  headed  a  band  of  students  who 
had  fallen  upon  some  tavern  in  classic  style,  quasi  classico 
excitati,  then  beaten  the  landlord  "  with  offensive  cudgels," 
and  merrily  sacked  the  house,  even  to  staving  in  the  casks  of 
wine  in  the  cellar;  and  then  it  was  a  fine  report  in  Latin  which 
the  submonitor  of  Torchi  brought  ruefully  to  Don  Claude, 
with  this  melancholy  marginal  note:  "  Rixa;  prima  causa 
vi.num  optimum  potatum."  Lastly,  it  was  reported  —  horri- 
ble to  relate  of  a  sixteen-y ear-old  lad  —  that  his  excesses  often 
took  him  even  to  the  Rue  de  Glatigny.1 

1  Then  famous  for  its  gambling-houses. 
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Owing  to  all  this,  Claude,  saddened  and  discouraged  in  his 
human  affections,  threw  himself  with  all  the  greater  ardour 
into  the  arms  of  Science, —  that  lady  who  at  least  does  not 
laugh  in  your  face,  and  always  repays  you,  albeit  in  coin  that 
is /sometimes  rather  hollow,  for  the  attentions  that  you  have 
bestowed  on  her.  He  therefore  became  more  and  more 
learned,  and  at  the  same  time,  as  a  natural  consequence,  more 
and  more  rigid  as  a  priest,  more  and  more  melancholy  as  a 
man.  With  each  of  us  there  are  certain  parallelisms  between 
our  intellect,  our  morals,  and  our  character,  which  are  devel- 
oped continuously,  and  only  interrupted  by  great  upheavals 
in  our  life. 

Claude  Frollo  having  traversed  in  his  youth  almost  the  en- 
tire circle  of  human  knowledge,  positive,  external,  and  legiti- 
mate, was  forced,  unless  he  stopped  ubi  defuit  orbis,  to  go 
farther  afield  and  seek  other  food  for  the  insatiate  activity  of 
his  mind.  The  antique  symbol  of  the  serpent  biting  its  own 
tail  is  especially  appropriate  to  science.  It  seemed  that 
Claude  Frollo  had  experienced  this.  Many  worthy  persons 
affirmed  that  having  exhausted  the  fas  of  human  knowledge, 
he  had  ventured  to  penetrate  into  the  nefas.  He  had,  so  they 
said,  successively  tasted  every  apple  on  the  tree  of  knowledge, 
and  whether  from  hunger  or  disgust,  had  ended  by  biting  into 
the  forbidden  fruit.  He  had  taken  his  place  by  turns,  as  our 
readers  have  seen,  at  the  conferences  of  the  theologians  of  the 
Sorbonne,  the  assemblies  of  the  philosophers  at  the  image  of 
Saint-Hilaire,  at  the  disputes  of  the  decretists  at  the  image  of 
,  Saint-Martin,  at  the  meetings  of  the  doctors  at  the  holy-water 
font  in  Notre-Dame,  ad  cupam  Nostrce-Domince.  All  the  per- 
missible and  approved  meats  which  those  four  great  kitchens 
called  the  four  faculties  could  prepare  and  serve  up  to  the 
understanding  he  had  devoured,  and  satiety  had  ensued  before 
his  hunger  was  appeased.  Then  he  had  dug  farther  and 
deeper,  beneath  all  this  finite,  material,  limited  science ;  he  had 
possibly  risked  his  soul,  and  had  seated  himself  in  the  cavern 
at  that  mysterious  table  of  the  alchemists,  astrologers,  and 
hermetics,  headed  by  Averroes,  Guillaume  de  Paris,  and  Nico- 
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las  Flamel,  in  the  Middle  Ages,  and  prolonged  in  the  East, 
by  the  light  of  the  seven-branched  candlestick,  to  Solomon, 
Pythagoras,  and  Zoroaster. 

At  least  this  is  what  people  imagined,  whether  rightly  or 
wrongly. 

Certain  it  is  that  the  archdeacon  often  visited  the  Cemetery 
of  the  Holy  Innocents,  where,  to  be  sure,  his  father  and 
mother  were  buried,  with  the  other  victims  of  the  pest  in  1466 ; 
but  he  seemed  far  less  interested  in  the  cross  over  their  grave 
thin  in  the  strange  characters  carved  upon  the  tomb  of  Nico- 
las Flamel  and  Claude  Pernelle,  which  stood  close  by. 

Certain  it  is  that  he  was  often  seen  walking  slowly  along 
the  Rue  des  Lombards  and  furtively  entering  a  small  house 
at  the  corner  of  the  Rue  des  Ecrivains  and  the  Rue  Marivault. 
This  was  the  house  which  Nicolas  Flamel  built,  where  he  died 
about  1417,  and  which,  having  remained  empty  ever  since,  was 
now  beginning  to  fall  into  decay :  so  badly  had  the  hermetics 
and  alchemists  of  every  nation  injured  the  walls  merely  by 
writing  their  names  upon  them.  Certain  of  the  neighbours 
even  declared  that  they  had  once  seen,  through  a  vent-hole, 
archdeacon  Claude,  digging,  turning  over,  and  spading  the 
earth  in  those  two  cellars  whose  buttresses  were  scribbled  all 
over  with  endless  rhymes  and  hieroglyphics  by  Nicolas  Flamel 
hi  nself .  It  was  supposed  that  Flamel  had  buried  the  philoso- 
pher's stone  in  these  cellars ;  and  alchemists,  for  two  centuries 
back,  from  Magistri  down  to  Father  Pacificus,  never  ceased 
delving  at  the  soil,  until  the  house,  so  severely  rummaged  and 
ransacked,  ended  by  crumbling  into  dust  beneath  their  feet. 

Certain  it  is  also  that  the  archdeacon  was  seized  with  a 
singular  passion  for  the  symbolical  doorway  of  Notre-Dame, 
that  page  of  con  jury  written  in  stone  by  Bishop  Guillaume 
de  Paris,  who  was  undoubtedly  damned  for  having  added  so 
infernal  a  frontispiece  to  the  holy  poem  perpetually  sung  by 
the  rest  of  the  structure.  Archdeacon  Claude  also  passed  for 
having  fathomed  the  mystery  of  the  colossal  figure  of  Saint 
Christopher,  and  that  tall  enigmatical  statue  then  standing  at 
the  entrance  to  the  square  in  front  of  the  cathedral,  which 
11 
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people  called  in  derision,  "  Monsieur  Legris."  But  what 
every  one  might  have  observed,  was  the  interminable  hours 
which  he  often  passed,  sitting  on  the  parapet  of  this  same 
square,  gazing  at  the  carvings  of  the  porch,  sometimes  study- 
ing the  foolish  virgins  with  their  lamps  turned  upside  down, 
sometimes  the  wise  virgins  with  their  lamps  upright ;  at  other 
times  calculating  the  angle  of  vision  of  the  daw  to  the  left  of 
the  porch  and  gazing  at  a  mysterious  point  inside  the  church 
where  the  philosopher's  stone  must  assuredly  be  hidden,  if  it  be 
not  in  the  cellar  of  Nicolas  Flamel.  It  was,  let  us  say  in  pass- 
ing, a  singular  fate  for  the  Church  of  Notre-Dame  at  this 
period  to  be  so  loved,  in  different  degrees  and  with  such  de- 
votion, by  two  beings  so  dissimilar  as  Claude  and  Quasimodo. 
Loved  by  the  one,  a  sort  of  instinctive  and  savage  half-man, 
for  its  beauty,  for  its  stature,  for  the  harmonies  that  pro- 
ceeded from  its  magnificent  mass;  loved  by  the  other,  a  man 
of  scholarly  and  impassioned  fancy,  for  its  significance,  for 
its  myth,  for  its  hidden  meaning,  for  the  symbolism  scattered 
throughout  the  sculptures  of  its  front,  like  the  first  text  under 
the  second  in  a  palimpsest —  in  short,  for  the  riddle  which 
it  forever  puts  to  the  intellect. 

Certain  it  is,  lastly,  that  the  archdeacon  had  arranged  for 
himself,  in  that  one  of  the  two  towers  which  looks  upon  the 
Greve,  close  beside  the  belfry  a  very  secret  little  cell,  where 
none  might  enter  without  his  leave,  not  even  the  bishop,  it 
was  said.  This  cell,  contrived  in  old  times,  had  been  almost 
at  the  very  summit  of  the  tower,  among  the  daws'  and  ravens' 
nests,  by  Bishop  Hugh  of  Besa^on,1  who  practised  sorcery 
there  in  his  time.  What  this  cell  contained,  no  one  knew ;  but 
from  the  shore  of  the  Terrain  there  was  often  seen  at  night, 
through  a  small  dormer-window  at  the  back  of  the  tower,  a 
strange,  red,  intermittent  light,  appearing,  disappearing,  and 
reappearing  at  brief  and  regular  intervals,  and  seeming  to 
follow  the  blasts  of  a  bellows,  and  to  proceed  rather  from  the 
flame  of  a  fire  than  from  the  light  of  a  candle.  In  the  dark- 
ness, at  that  height,  it  produced  a  singular  effect;  and  the 
i  Hugo  II.  de  Bisuncio,  1326-1332. 


NOTRE-DAME  163 

gossips  would  say,  "  There's  the  archdeacon  blowing  again ! 
Hell  is  sparkling  up  there !  " 

After  all,  there  was  no  great  proof  of  sorcery  in  all  this; 
but  still  there  was  so  much  smoke  that  it  might  well  be  sup- 
posed there  was  a  fire,  and  the  archdeacon  had  quite  a  formid- 
able fame.  And  yet  we  must  say  that  Egyptian  arts,  necro- 
mancy, and  magic,  even  of  the  whitest  and  most  innocent  kind, 
had  no  more  relentless  enemy,  no  more  pitiless  accuser  than 
himself,  before  the  officials  of  Notre-Dame.  Whether  this 
were  genuine  horror,  or  the  game  played  by  the  robber  who 
shouts,  "  Stop,  thief !  "  it  did  not  prevent  the  archdeacon  from 
being  considered  by  the  wise  heads  of  the  chapter  as  a  soul 
which  had  ventured  into  the  outskirts  of  hell,  as  one  lost  in 
the  dark  caves  of  the  Cabala, —  groping  in  the  obscurity  of 
the  occult  sciences.  Nor  were  the  people  deceived :  with  every 
one  who  had  a  grain  of  sense,  Quasimodo  passed  for  the  devil, 
Claude  Frollo  for  the  sorcerer.  It  was  plain  that  the  bell- 
ringer  was  bound  to  serve  the  archdeacon  for  a  given  time, 
at  the  end  of  which  he  would  carry  off  his  soul  by  way  of  pay- 
ment. The  archdeacon  was  therefore,  in  spite  of  the  extreme 
austerity  of  his  life,  in  very  bad  odour  with  pious  people; 
and  there  was  no  devout  nose  so  inexperienced  as  not  to  smell 
in  him  the  magician. 

And  if,  as  he  grew  old,  there  were  voids  in  his  science,  there 
were  others  in  his  heart.  At  least,  so  one  was  led  to  believe 
on  looking  at  that  face  in  which  his  soul  never  shone  forth 
save  through  a  dark  cloud.  Whence  came  that  broad  bald 
brow,  that  head  forever  bowed,  that  breast  forever  heaved  by 
sighs?  What  secret  thought  made  his  lips  smile  so  bitterly 
at  the  very  moment  that  his  frowning  brows  met  like  two  bulls 
about  to  tussle?  Why  were  his  few  remaining  hairs  already 
grey?  What  was  that  inward  fire  which  sometimes  broke 
forth  in  his  eye  to  such  a  degree  that  it  looked  like  a  hole 
pierced  in  the  wall  of  a  furnace  ? 

These  signs  of  intense  moral  preoccupation  had  acquired 
a  high  pitch  of  intensity  at  the  very  time  of  this  story. 
More  than  once  a  choir-boy  had  taken  to  his  heels  in  alarm 
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on  finding  him  alone  in  the  church,  so  strange  and  wild  was 
his  look.  More  than  once,  in  the  choir,  during  divine  service, 
his  neighbour  in  the  stalls  had  heard  him  mingle  unintelligible 
parentheses  with  the  church  music.  More  than  once  the 
laundress  of  the  Terrain,  employed  "  to  wash  the  chapter," 
had  remarked,  not  without  terror,  marks  of  nails  and  clinched 
fingers  in  the  surplice  of  the  archdeacon  of  Josas. 

In  other  respects  he  redoubled  his  severity,  and  had  never 
been  more  exemplary.  From  disposition  as  well  as  by  pro- 
fession he  had  always  held  himself  aloof  from  women;  he 
seemed  now  to  hate  them  more  than  ever.  The  mere  rustle 
of  a  silk  petticoat  made  him  pull  his  hood  over  his  eyes.  He 
was  so  jealous  of  his  austerity  and  reserve  upon  this  point 
that  when  Madame  de  Beaujeu,  daughter  of  the  king,  came, 
in  the  month  of  December,  1481,  to  visit  the  convent  of  Notre- 
Dame,  he  gravely  opposed  her  entrance,  reminding  the  bishop 
of  that  statute  in  the  Black  Book,  dated  on  the  eve  of  St. 
Bartholomew,  1334,  which  forbids  all  access  to  the  cloister  to 
every  woman  "  whatsoever,  old  or  young,  mistress  or  maid ;" 
upon  which  the  bishop  was  constrained  to  quote  to  him  the 
ordinance  of  the  legate  Odo,  which  excepts  certain  great 
ladies,  "  aliquce  magnates  mulieres,  quce  sine  scandalo  vitari 
non  possunt."  And  the  archdeacon  still  protested,  objecting 
that  the  legate's  decree,  which  went  back  to  1207,  antedated 
the  Black  Book  by  one  hundred  and  twenty-seven  years,  and 
was  consequently  annulled  by  it;  and  he  refused  to  appear 
before  the  princess. 

It  was  moreover  remarked  that  his  horror  of  the  gipsies 
seemed  to  have  increased  for  some  time  past.  He  had  solicited 
from  the  bishop  an  edict  expressly  forbidding  the  tribe  from 
coming  to  dance  and  play  the  tambourine  in  the  square  before 
the  cathedral;  and  he  had  also  searched  the  musty  official 
papers,  to  collect  all  cases  of  witches  and  wizards  condemned 
to  be  burned  or  hanged  for  complicity  in  con  jury  with  goats, 
swine,  or  rams. 
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CHAPTER  VI 

UNPOPULARITY 

THE  archdeacon  and  the  bell-ringer,  as  we  have  already 
observed,  were  not  held  in  much  favour  by  the  great 
and  little  folk  about  the  cathedral.  When  Claude  and  Quasi- 
modo went  forth  together,  as  they  frequently  did,  and  were 
seen  in  company,  the  man  behind  the  master,  traversing  the 
cool,  narrow,  shady  streets  about  Notre-Dame,  more  than  one 
malicious  speech,  more  than  one  satirical  exclamation  and  in- 
sulting jest,  stung  them  as  they  passed,  unless  Claude  Frollo, 
as  seldom  happened,  walked  with  head  erect,  displaying  his 
stern  and  almost  majestic  brow  to  the  abashed  scoffers. 

Both  were  in  their  district  like  the  "  poets  "  of  whom  Reg- 
nier  speaks :  — 

"  All  sorts  of  folks  will  after  poets  hie, 
As  after  owls  our  song-birds  shriek  and  fly." 

Now  a  sly  brat  would  risk  his  bones  for  the  ineffable  de- 
light of  burying  a  pin  in  Quasimodo's  hump :  and  now  a  lovely 
young  girl,  full  of  fun,  and  bolder  than  need  be,  would  brush 
against  the  priest's  black  gown,  singing  in  his  ear  the  sar- 
castic song, — 

"  Hide,  hide,  for  the  devil  is  caught" 

Sometimes  a  squalid  group  of  old  women,  squatting  in  a  row 
in  the  shade  upon  the  steps  of  some  porch,  scolded  roundly 
as  the  archdeacon  and  the  bell-ringer  went  by,  and  flung  after 
them  with  curses  this  encouraging  greeting :  "  Well,  one 
of  them  has  a  soul  as  misshapen  as  the  other  one's  body!" 
Or  else  it  would  be  a  band  of  students  and  beetle-crushers  1 
playing  at  hop-scotch,  who  jumped  up  in  a  body  and  hailed 

*  Slang  term  for  foot  soldiers. 
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them   in   classic   fashion   with   some  Latin   whoop   and  hoot: 
"  Eia!  eia!  Claudius  cum  Claudo!  " 

But  usually  all  insults  were  unheeded  by  both  priest  and 
ringer.  Quasimodo  was  too  deaf  and  Claude  too  great  a 
dreamer  to  hear  all  these  gracious  speeches. 


BOOK  V 

CHAPTER  I 

ABBAS    BEATI    MARTINI 

DON  CLAUDE'S  renown  had  spread  far  and  wide.  It 
procured  him,  at  about  the  period  when  he  refused  to 
see  Madame  de  Beaujeu,  the  honour  of  a  visit  which  he  long 
remembered. 

It  was  on  a  certain  evening.  He  had  just  retired  after 
divine  service  to  his  canonic  cell  in  the  convent  of  Notre- 
Dame.  This  apartment,  aside  from  a  few  glass  phials  ban- 
ished to  a  corner,  and  full  of  somewhat  suspicious  powder, 
which  looked  vastly  like  gunpowder,  contained  nothing  strange 
or  mysterious.  There  were  inscriptions  here  and  there  upon 
the  walls,  but  they  were  merely  scientific  statements,  or  pious 
extracts  from  well-known  authors.  The  archdeacon  had  just 
seated  himself,  by  the  light  of  a  three-beaked  copper  lamp, 
before  a  huge  chest  covered  with  manuscripts.  His  elbow 
rested  on  a  wide-open  book  by  Honorius  d'Autun,  "  De  Prce- 
destiTatione  et  libero  arbitrio,"  and  he  was  very  meditatively 
turning  the  leaves  of  a  printed  folio  which  he  had  brought 
upstairs  with  him, —  the  only  product  of  the  press  which  his 
cell  contained.  In  the  midst  of  his  reverie  there  was  a  knock 
at  the  door.  "  Who  is  there?  "  cried  the  sage  in  the  gracious 
tone  of  a  hungry  dog  disturbed  while  eating  his  bone. 

A  voice  answered  from  without :  "  Your  friend,  Jacques 
Coictier."  He  at  once  opened  the  door. 

It  was  indeed  the  king's  physician, —  a  person  of  some  fifty, 
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^years  of  age,  whose  harsh  expression  was  only  corrected  by  a 
crafty  look.  Another  man  was  with  him.  Both  wore  long 
slate-coloured  robes  furred  with  minever,  belted  and  clasped, 
with  caps  of  the  same  stuff  and  colour.  Their  hands  were 
hidden  in  their  sleeves,  their  feet  under  their  gowns,  their 
eyes  beneath  their  bonnets. 

"  God  help  me,  gentlemen ! "  said  the  archdeacon,  showing 
them  in ;  "I  did  not  expect  so  honourable  a  visit  at  such  an 
hour."  And  while  speaking  in  this  courteous  fashion,  he  cast 
an  anxious  and  searching  glance  from  the  physician  to  his 
companion. 

"  It  is  never  too  late  to  visit  so  distinguished  a  scholar  as 
Don  Cloude  Frollo  de  Tirechappe,"  replied  Doctor  Coictier, 
who,  being  a  native  of  Franche-Comte,  drawled  all  his  sen- 
tences until  they  dragged  as  majestically  as  the  long  train 
of  a  lady's  dress. 

Then  began  between  the  doctor  and  the  archdeacon  one 
of  those  congratulatory  prefaces  with  which  it  was  at  this 
period  customary  to  precede  every  conversation  between 
learned  men,  and  which  did  not  hinder  them  from  hating  each 
other  most  cordially.  However,  it  is  just  so  to-day:  the  lips 
of  every  learned  man  who  compliments  another  scholar  are 
like  a  cup  of  honeyed  poison. 

Claude  Frolic's  congratulations  to  Jacques  Coictier  dwelt 
particularly  on  the  numerous  worldly  advantages  which  that 
worthy  physician  in  the  course  of  his  much-envied  career  had 
contrived  to  extract  from  every  royal  malady, —  the  result  of 
a  better  and  surer  alchemy  than  the  search  for  the  philoso- 
pher's stone. 

"  Truly,  Doctor  Coictier,  I  was  delighted  to  hear  of  the 
bishopric  of  your  nephew,  my  reverend  lord  Pierre  Verse. 
Has  he  not  been  made  Bishop  of  Amiens  ?  " 

"  Yes,  archdeacon ;  by  the  favour  and  mercy  of  God." 

"  Do  you  know  that  you  cut  a  very  fine  figure  on  Christmas 
Day,  at  the  head  of  your  associates  of  the  Court  of  Ex- 
chequer, Mr.  President  ?  " 

"  Vice-president,  Don  Claude.     Nothing  more,  alas !  " 
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"  How  is  your  superb  house  in  the  Rue  Saint- Andre  des 
Arcs  getting  on?  It's  another  Louvre.  I  particularly  ad- 
mire the  apricot-tree  carved  over  the  door,  and  the  pleasing 
pun  in  the  motto,  '  A  L'Abri  Cotier.9 ' 

u  Alas !  Master  Claude,  all  that  stone-work  costs  me  deart 
I  am  being  ruined  as  fast  as  the  house  grows." 

k<  Pooh!  Haven't  you  your  revenues  from  the  jail  and  the 
Palace  bailiwick,  and  the  rent  of  all  the  houses,  butchers'  stalls, 
booths,  and  shops  within  the  boundary  wall?  That's  a  fine 
milch-cow  for  you." 

"  My  Poissy  castellany  brought  me  in  nothing  this  year." 

<;  But  your  toll-gates  at  Triel,  Saint- James,  and  Saint-Ger- 
main-en-Laye  are  still  good." 

4°  A  hundred  and  twenty  pounds,  and  not  even  Paris  pounds 
at  that." 

"  But  you  have  your  place  as  Councillor  to  the  King. 
That's  a  permanent  thing." 

"  Yes,  Brother  Claude ;  but  that  confounded  manor  of  Po- 
ligriy,  which  people  make  such  a  talk  about,  doesn't  bring 
me  in  sixty  crowns,  take  it  one  year  with  another." 

In  the  compliments  paid  to  Jacques  Coictier  by  Don  Claude 
there  was  the  sarcastic,  sour,  slightly  mocking  tone,  the  cruel, 
acid  smile  of  an  unfortunate  and  superior  person  sporting  for 
a  moment,  by  way  of  amusement,  with  the  fat  prosperity  of  a 
vulgar  fellow.  The  other  did  not  observe  this. 

"  By  my  soul,"  said  Claude  at  last,  pressing  his  hand,  "  I 
am  glad  to  see  you  in  such  robust  health ! " 

"Thank  you,  Master  Claude." 

"  By  the  way,"  cried  Don  Claude,  "  how  goes  it  with  your 
royal  patient  ?  " 

"  He  does  not  pay  his  doctor  enough,"  answered  the  physi- 
cian, casting  a  side  glance  at  his  comrade. 

"  Do  you  think  so,  friend  Coictier?"  said  his  comrade. 

These  words,  uttered  in  tones  of  surprise  and  reproach, 
drew  the  archdeacon's  attention  to  the  stranger,  although,  to 
tell  Ihe  truth,  he  had  not  been  wholly  unobservant  of  him  for 
a  single  instant  since  he  had  crossed  his  threshold  Had  there 
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not  been  a  thousand  reasons  for  his  conciliating  Doctor 
Jacques  Coictier,  the  all-powerful  physician  of  King  Louis 
XJ.,  he  would  never  have  admitted  him  in  such  company. 
Therefore  his  mien  was  anything  but  cordial  when  Jacques 
Coictier  said, — 

"  By  the  way,  Don  Claude,  I  bring  you  a  brother  worker, 
who  was  anxious  to  see  you,  being  familiar  with  your  fame." 

"  A  gentleman  of  science?  "  inquired  the  archdeacon,  fixing 
his  piercing  eye  upon  Coictier's  companion.  The  stranger 
returned  his  gaze  with  an  equally  searching  and  defiant  look. 

As  well  as  the  feeble  light  of  the  lamp  allowed  one  to  judge, 
he  was  an  elderly  man  of  some  sixty  years,  and  of  medium 
height,  apparently  quite  ill  and  broken.  His  profile,  although 
not  at  all  aristocratic,  was  still  strong  and  severe;  his  eye 
flashed  from  beneath  a  very  prominent  brow,  like  a  light  from 
the  depths  of  a  cave;  and  under  the  flat  cap  which  drooped 
over  his  face,  the  broad  forehead  of  a  man  of  genius  was 
visible. 

He  took  upon  himself  to  answer  the  archdeacon's  question. 

"  Reverend  sir,"  he  said  in  grave  tones,  "  your  renown  has 
reached  me,  and  I  desired  to  consult  you.  I  am  only  a  poor 
country  gentleman,  who  takes  off  his  shoes  before  venturing 
into  the  presence  of  learned  men.  You  must  know  my  name. 
I  am  Father  Tourangeau." 

"  An  odd  name  for  a  gentleman !  "  thought  the  archdeacon. 
Still,  he  felt  that  he  had  before  him  a  strong  and  serious  char- 
acter. The  instinct  of  his  lofty  intellect  led  him  to  guess 
that  a  spirit  no  less  lofty  lurked  beneath  the  furred  cap  of 
Father  Tourangeau;  and  as  he  studied  his  grave  face,  the 
ironical  smile  which  the  presence  of  Jacques  Coictier  had 
forced  to  his  sullen  lips  faded  slowly,  as  twilight  fades  from 
the  sky  at  night.  He  reseated  himself  silently  and  moodily 
in  his  great  arm-chair,  his  elbow  resumed  its  wonted  place 
upon  the  table,  and  his  head  on  his  hand.  After  a  few  mo- 
ments of  meditation  he  signed  to  the  two  visitors  to  be  seated, 
and  addressed  Father  Tourangeau :  — 
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"  You  came  to  consult  me,  sir ;  and  upon  what  branch  of 
science  ?  " 

*'  Your  reverence,"  replied  Father  Tourangeau,  "  I  am  ill; 
very  ill.  You  are  said  to  be  a  great  doctor,  and  I  come  to 
you  for  medical  advice." 

u  Medical  advice !  "  said  the  archdeacon,  shaking  his  head. 
He  seemed  communing  with  himself  an  instant,  then  added: 
"  Father  Tourangeau,  if  that  be  your  name,  turn  your  head. 
You  will  find  my  answer  ready  written  on  the  wall." 

Father  Tourangeau  obeyed,  and  read  this  inscription  on 
the  wall  above  his  head :  "  Medicine  is  the  daughter  of 
dreams. —  JAMBUQUE." 

But  Doctor  Jacques  Coictier  listened  to  his  comrade's  ques- 
tion with  a  displeasure  only  increased  by  Don  Claude's  an- 
swer. He  bent  to  Father  Tourangeau's  ear  and  said,  low 
enough  not  to  be  overheard  by  the  archdeacon,  "  I  told  you 
he  was  a  madman ;  but  you  insisted  on  seeing  him ! " 

u  Because  this  madman  may  well  be  right,  Doctor  Jac- 
ques !  "  replied  the  stranger,  in  the  same  tone,  and  with  a 
bitter  smile. 

"  As  you  please,"  answered  Coictier,  drily.  Then  turning 
to  the  archdeacon :  "  You  are  an  apt  workman,  Don  Claude, 
and  you  handle  Hippocrates  as  deftly  as  a  monkey  does  a 
nut.  Medicine  a  dream,  indeed!  I  doubt  me  the  druggists 
and  the  old  masters  would  stone  you  well,  were  they  here. 
Then  you  deny  the  influence  of  philters  on  the  blood,  of  oint- 
ments on  the  flesh!  You  deny  that  everlasting  pharmacy  of 
flowers  and  metals  which  we  call  the  world,  made  expressly 
for  that  eternal  sufferer  whom  we  call  man !  " 

'•  I  deny,"  said  Don  Claude,  coldly,  "  neither  drugs  nor 
disease.  I  deny  the  physician." 

il  Then  it  is  false,"  continued  Coictier,  with  warmth,  "  that 
gout  is  an  inward  eruption,  that  a  cannon-wound  may  be  cured 
by  the  application  of  a  roasted  mouse,  that  young  blood  prop- 
erly infused  restores  youth  to  old  veins ;  it  is  false  to  say  that 
two  and  two  make  four,  and  that  emprostathonos  follows  opis- 
tatlionos." 
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The  archdeacon  quietly  replied,  "  There  are  certain  things 
which  I  regard  in  a  certain  way." 

Coictier  turned  red  with  rage. 

"  There,  there,  my  good  Coictier,  don't  be  angry !  "  said 
Father  Tourangeau.  "  The  archdeacon  is  our  friend." 

Coictier  calmed  himself,  muttering, — 

"  After  all,  he's  a  madman !  " 

"  Odzooks,  Master  Claude ! "  continued  Father  Touran- 
geau, after  a  pause,  "  you  embarrass  me  mightily.  I  had  two 
pieces  of  advice  to  ask  of  you, —  one  concerning  my  health, 
the  other  concerning  my  star." 

"  Sir,"  responded  the  archdeacon,  "  if  that  be  your  object, 
you  would  have  done  as  well  not  to  waste  your  breath  in  climb- 
ing my  stairs.  I  am  no  believer  in  medicine :  I  am  no  believer 
in  astrology." 

"  Indeed !  "  said  the  stranger  with  surprise. 

Coictier  laughed  a  forced  laugh. 

"  You  see  now  that  he's  mad,"  he  whispered  to  Father 
Tourangeau.  "  He  does  n't  believe  in  astrology  !  " 

"  How  can  any  one  imagine,"  continued  Don  Claude,  "  that 
every  star-ray  is  a  thread  which  leads  to  some  man's  head !  " 

"  Pray,  in  what  do  you  believe,  then  ?  "  exclaimed  Father 
Tourangeau. 

The  archdeacon  for  an  instant  seemed  uncertain,  then  with 
a  gloomy  smile,  which  seemed  to  belie  his  answer,  said: 
"  credo  in  Deum." 

"  Dominum  nostrum,"  added  Father  Tourangeau,  making 
the  sign  of  the  cross. 

"  Amen,"  said  Coictier. 

"  Reverend  sir,"  resumed  the  stranger,  "  I  am  delighted  to 
find  you  so  good  a  Christian.  But,  great  scholar  that  you 
are,  have  you  reached  such  a  point  that  you  no  longer  believe 
in  science  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  the  archdeacon,  seizing  Father  Tourangeau  by 

the  arm,  while  a  lightning  flash  of  enthusiasm  kindled  his  dull 

N.      eye, — *"  no,  I  do  not  deny  science.     I  have  not  crawled  flat  on 

my  face, all  these  years,  digging  the  earth  with  my  nails,  amid 
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the  countless  mazes  of  the  cavern,  without  seeing  far  before 
me,  at  the  end  of  the  dark  tunnel,  a  light,  a  flame,  something, 
doubtless  the  reflection  of  the  dazzling  central  laboratory 
where  sages  and  patient  souls  have  taken  God  by  surprise." 

"  Come,  then,"  interrupted  Tourangeau,  "  what  do  you 
consider  true  and  certain  ?  " 

u  Alchemy." 

Coictier  cried  out :  "  Good  God,  Don  Claude !  alchemy  has 
its  good  points,  no  doubt;  but  why  should  you  blaspheme 
against  medicine  and  astrology?" 

"Your  science  of  mankind  is  naught;  your  science  of 
heaven  naught ! "  said  the  archdeacon,  authoritatively. 

"  You  treat  Epidaurus  and  Chaldea  very  cavalierly,"  re- 
plied the  doctor  with  a  sneer. 

'*  Hear  me,  Master  Jacques.  I  speak  in  good  faith.  I  am 
not  the  king's  physician,  and  his  Majesty  did  not  give  me 
the  Daedalus  garden  as  a  convenient  spot  whence  I  might  study 
the  constellations.  Don't  be  angry,  and  listen  to  me.  What 
new  truth  did  you  ever  derive, —  I  don't  say  from  medicine, 
which  is  far  too  foolish  a  matter,  but  from  astrology?  Tell 
me  the  virtues  of  the  vertical  boustrophedon,  the  discoveries 
of  the  number  Ziruph  and  the  number  Zephirod." 

"  Would  you  deny,"  said  Coictier,  "  the  sympathetic  power 
of  the  clavicle,  and  that  the  Cabala  is  derived  from  it?  " 

'*  An  error,  Master  Jacques !  None  of  your  formulae  lead 
to  reality ;  while  alchemy  has  its  indubitable  discoveries.  Can 
you  contest  such  results  as  these, —  ice  buried  beneath  the 
ground  for  a  thousand  years  is  transformed  to  rock  crystal; 
lead  is  the  progenitor  of  all  the  metals, —  for  gold  is  not  a 
metal,  gold  is  light;  lead  requires  but  four  periods  of  two 
hundred  years  each  to  pass  successively  from  the  state  of  lead 
to  the  state  of  red  arsenic,  from  red  arsenic  to  tin,  from  tin 
to  silver?  Are  these  facts  or  are  they  not?  But  to  believe 
in  clavicles,  planets,  and  stars  is  as  absurd  as  to  believe  with 
the  natives  of  far  Cathay  that  the  golden  oriole  turns  into 
a  nole,  and  grains  of  wheat  into  mollusks  of  the  genus 
>raea!  " 
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"  I  have  studied  hermetics,"  cried  Coictier,  "  and  1  af- 
firm — " 

The  fiery  archdeacon  did  not  permit  him  to  finish  his  speech. 

"  And    I    have    studied    medicine,    astrology,    and    hermetics. 

Here  alone  is  truth   [as  he  spoke  he  took  from  the  press  a 

phial  filled  with  the  powder  of  which  we  spoke  some  pages 

back],  here  alone  is  light!     Hippocrates  is  a  dream;  Urania 

is  a  dream ;  Hermes  is  a  mere  idea.     Gold  is  the  sun ;  to  make 

— T*  gold,  is  to  become  God.     This  is  the  only  wisdom.     I  have 

_^K  sounded  the   depths  of   medicine  and  astrology,  I  tell  you. 

They    are    naught,    naught!     The   human   body    is    a    mere 

shadow ;  the  stars  are  shadows !  " 

And  he  fell  back  upon  his  seat  in  a  striking  and  imposing 
attitude.  Father  Tourangeau  watched  him  in  silence.  Coic- 
tier forced  himself  to  sneer,  shrugged  his  shoulders  slightly, 
and  repeated  in  a  low  voice, — 

"  A  madman  !  " 

"  And,"  said  Tourangeau  suddenly,  "  the  splendid  goal, — 
have  you  attained  that  ?  Have  you  made  gold  ?  " 

"  Had  I  made  it,"  replied  the  archdeacon,  pronouncing  his 
words  slowly,  like  a  man  who  is  reflecting,  "  the  King  of 
France  would  be  called  Claude,  and  not  Louis." 

The  stranger  frowned. 

"What  do  I  say?"  added  Don  Claude  with  a  scornful 
smile.  "  What  would  the  throne  of  France  avail  me  when  I 
could  reconstruct  the  Empire  of  the  East  ?  " 

"  Well,  well,"  said  the  stranger. 

"  Oh,  poor  fool !  "  muttered  Coictier. 

The  archdeacon  went  on,  apparently  replying  to  his  own 
thoughts  only:  — 

"  But  no,  I  still  crawl ;  I  bruise  my  face  and  knees  on  the 
sharp  stones  of  the  subterranean  way.  I  see  dimly ;  I  do  not 
behold  the  full  splendour !  I  do  not  read ;  I  spell !  " 

"  And  when  you  can  read,"  asked  the  stranger,  "  shall  you 
make  gold?  " 

"  Who  can  doubt  it  ?  "  said  the  archdeacon. 

"  In  that  case,  Notre-Dame  knows  that  I  am  in  great  need 
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of  money,  and  I  would  fain  learn  to  read  your  books.  Tell 
nv1,  reverend  master,  is  your  science  hostile  or  displeasing  to 
Njtre-Dame?" 

To  this  question  from  the  stranger  Don  Claude  merely  an- 
swered with  a  quiet  dignity, — 

"  Whose  archdeacon  am  I  ?  " 

"  True,  my  master.  Well ;  will  it  please  you  to  initiate 
me?  Let  me  spell  with  you." 

Claude  assumed  the  majestic  and  pontifical  attitude  of  a 
Samuel. 

"  Old  man,  it  needs  more  years  than  still  remain  to  you  to 
undertake  the  journey  through  mysterious  things.  Your 
head  is  very  grey !  None  ever  leave  the  cavern  without  white 
hairs,  but  none  enter  save  with  dark  hair.  Science  is  skilled 
in  furrowing,  withering,  and  wrinkling  human  faces ;  it  needs 
not  that  old  age  should  bring  to  her  faces  ready  wrinkled. 
Yet  if  you  long  to  submit  yourself  to  discipline  at  your  age, 
and  to  decipher  the  dread  alphabet  of  sages,  come  to  me; 
it  is  well:  I  will  try  what  I  can  do.  I  will  not  bid  you,  you 
poor  old  man,  go  visit  the  sepulchres  in  the  Pyramids,  of 
which  ancient  Herodotus  speaks,  nor  the  brick  tower  of  Baby- 
lon, nor  the  huge  white  marble  sanctuary  of  the  Indian  tem- 
ple of  Eklinga.  Neither  I  nor  you  have  seen  the  Chaldean 
edifices  constructed  after  the  sacred  form  of  Sikra,  or  the 
Temple  of  Solomon,  which  is  destroyed,  or  the  stone  doors  of 
the  tomb  of  the  kings  of  Israel,  which  are  shattered.  We  will 
be  content  with  the  fragments  of  the  book  of  Hermes  which 
we  have  at  hand.  I  will  explain  to  you  the  statue  of  Saint 
Christopher,  the  symbolism  of  the  sower,  and  that  of  the  two 
angels  at  the  door  of  the  Sainte-Chapelle,  one  of  whom  has 
his  hand  in  a  vase  and  the  other  in  a  cloud  — " 

Here  Jacques  Coictier,  who  had  been  disconcerted  by  the 
archdeacon's  spirited  replies,  recovered  himself,  and  inter- 
rupted in  the  triumphant  tone  of  one  wise  man  setting  another 
right:  "  Erras,  amice  Claudi.  The  symbol  is  not  the  num- 
ber. You  take  Orpheus  for  Hermes." 

*'  It  is   you  who  err,"   graTe!y~"ahswered  the   archdeacon. 
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"  Daedalus  is  the  basement ;  Orpheus  is  the  wall ;  Hermes  is  the 
building  itself, —  is  the  whole.  Come  when  you  will,"  he 
added,  turning  to  Tourangeau ;  "  I  will  show  you  the  particles 
of  gold  remaining  in  the  bottom  of  Nicolas  Flame?  s  crucible, 
and  you  may  compare  them  with  the  gold  of  Guillaume  de 
Paris.  I  will  teach  you  the  secret  virtues  of  the  Greek  word 
peristera.  But  first  of  all,  you  must  read  in  turn  the  marble 
letters  of  the  alphabet,  the  granite  pages  of  the  book.  We 
will  go  from  the  porch  of  Bishop  Guillaume  and  of  Saint- 
Jean  le  Rond  to  the  Sainte-Chapelle,  then  to  the  house  of 
Nicolas  Flamel  in  the  Rue  Marivault,  to  his  tomb,  which  is 
in  the  Cemetery  of  the  Holy  Innocents,  to  his  two  almshouses 
in  the  Rue  Montmorency.  You  shall  read  the  hieroglyphics 
which  cover  the  four  great  iron  andirons  in  the  porch  of  the 
Saint-Gervais  Hospital,  and  those  in  the  Rue  de  la  Ferron- 
nerie.  We  will  spell  over  together  once  more  the  fa9ades  of 
Saint-Come,  Sainte-Genevieve  des  Ardents,  Saint-Martin, 
Saint-Jacques  de  la  Boucherie  — " 

For  some  time  Tourangeau,  intelligent  though  his  appear- 
ance was,  had  seemed  as  if  he  failed  to  follow  Don  Claude. 
He  now  interrupted  him  with  the  words, — 

"  Odzooks !     What  sort  of  books  can  yours  be  ?  " 

"  Here  is  one  of  them,"  said  the  archdeacon. 

And  opening  the  window  of  his  cell,  he  pointed  to  the  vast 
Church  of  Notre-Dame,  which,  with  its  two  towers  outlined  in 
black  against  a  starry  sky,  its  stone  sides  and  monstrous  hip- 
roof, seemed  like  some  huge  double-headed  sphinx  crouching 
in  the  heart  of  the  town. 

The  archdeacon  silently  gazed  at  the  gigantic  edifice;  then 
with  a  sigh,  stretching  his  right  hand  towards  the  printed 
book  which  lay  open  on  the  table,  and  his  left  hand  towards 
Notre-Dame,  with  a  melancholy  glance  from  book  to  church, 
he  said,  "  Alas !  the  one  will  kill  the  other." 

Coictier,  who  had  eagerly  approached  the  book,  could  not 
repress  the  words,  "  Why !  But  what  is  there  so  terrible 
about  this :  '  Glossa  in  epistolas  D.  Pauli.  Norimbergce, 
Antonius  Kobur»ger.  1474.'  This  is  nothing  new.  It  is 
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*  nook  by  Pierre  Lombard,  the  Master  of  Maxims.      Is  it  be- 
cause it  is  printed?" 

"  That's  it,"  replied  Claude,  who  seemed  absorbed  in  deep 
meditation,  and  stood  with  his  forefinger  on  the  folio  from 
the;  famous  presses  of  Nuremberg.  Then  he  added  these 
mj  sterious  words :  "  Alas !  alas !  Small  things  overcome 
groat  ones :  the  Nile  rat  kills  the  crocodile,  the  swordfish  kills 
the  whale,  the  book  will  kill  the  building." 

The  convent  curfew  rang  just  as  Doctor  Jacques  once 
more  whispered  in  his  comrade's  ear  his  perpetual  refrain: 
"  He  is  mad."  To  which  his  comrade  now  made  answer,  "  I 
believe  he  is." 

No  stranger  was  allowed  to  linger  in  the  convent  at  this 
hour.  The  two  visitors  withdrew.  "  Master,"  said  Father 
Tourangeau  as  he  took  leave  of  the  archdeacon,  "  I  like  schol- 
ars and  great  minds,  and  I  hold  you  in  singular  esteem. 
Come  to-morrow  to  the  Palace  of  the  Tournelles,  and  ask  for 
the  Abbot  of  Saint-Martin  de  Tours." 

The  archdeacon  returned  to  his  cell  in  amazement,  realizing 
at  last  who  this  Father  Tourangeau  really  was,  and  calling  to 
mind  this  passage  from  the  cartulary  of  Saint-Martin  de 
Tours:  "  Abbas  beatti  Martini,  SCILICET  REX  FRANCLE,  est 
canonicus  de  consuetudine  et  habet  parvam  prcebendam  quam 
habet  sanctus  Venantius  et  debet  seder e  in  sede  tliesaurarii." 

It  is  said  that  from  this  time  forth  the  archdeacon  held  fre- 
quent meetings  with  Louis  XL,  when  his  Majesty  came  to 
Paris,  and  that  Don  Claude's  credit  much  eclipsed  that  of 
Oliver  le  Daim  and  Jacques  Coictier,  the  latter  of  whom,  as 
was  his  wont,  roundly  reproached  the  king  on  this  score. 
12 
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CHAPTER  II 

THE  ONE  WILL  KILL  THE  OTHER 

OUR  fair  readers  will  pardon  us  for  pausing  a  moment  to 
search  for  the  hidden  meaning  of  those  enigmatical 
words  of  the  archdeacon :  "  The  one  will  kill  the  other.  The 
book  will  kill  the  building." 

In  our  opinion  this  thought  had  two  phases.  In  the  first 
place  it  was  the  thought  of  a  priest.  It  was  the  terror  of  a 
true  ecclesiastic  at  sight  of  a  new  agent, —  printing.  It  was 
the  fear  and  confusion  of  the  man  of  the  sanctuary  at  sight 
of  Gutenberg's  light-giving  press.  It  was  the  pulpit  and  the 
manuscript,  the  spoken  word  and  the  written  word,  taking 
fright  at  the  printed  word;  something  similar  to  the  stupor 
of  a  sparrow  who  should  see  the  angel  Legion  spread  his  six 
million  wings.  It  was  the  cry  of  the  prophet  who  already 
hears  the  busy  noise  and  stir  of  humanity  set  free,  who  sees 
in  the  future  intellect  undermining  faith,  opinion  superseding 
belief,  the  world  shaking  off  the  yoke  of  Rome;  the  presage 
of  the  philosopher  who  sees  human  ideas,  volatilized  by  the 
press,  evaporated  from  the  theocratic  receiver;  the  dread  of 
the  soldier  who  examines  the  iron  battering-ram  and  says : 
The  tower  must  fall.  It  meant  that  one  power  was  about 
to  succeed  another  power.  It  meant :  The  press  will  kill  the 
church. 

But  underlying  this  idea,  doubtless  the  first  and  simplest, 
there  was,  to  our  thinking,  another  and  more  recent  one,  a 
corollary  of  the  first,  less  easily  seen  and  more  easily  contested ; 
a  point  of  view  quite  as  philosophic,  but  not  that  of  the  priest 
alone, —  that  of  the  scholar  and  the  artist  as  well.  It  was  the 
presentiment  that  human  thought,  in  changing  its  form, 
would  also  change  its  mode  of  expression;  that  the  leading 
idea  of  each  generation  would  no  longer  be  written  with  the 
same  material  and  in  the  same  fashion ;  that  the  book  of  stone. 
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so  solid  and  so  enduring  must  make  way  for  the  book  of 
paper,  still  more  solid  and  enduring.  Looked  at  in  this  light, 
the  archdeacon's  vague  statement  had  another  meaning;  it 
meant  that  one  art  would  dethrone  another  art.  It  meant: 
Printing  will  destroy  architecture. 

Indeed,  from  the  beginning  of  things  down  to  the  fifteenth 
century  of  the  Christian  era  inclusive,  architecture  was  the 
great  book  of  humanity,  the  chief  expression  of  man  in  his 
various  stages  of  development,  whether  as  force  or  as  intellect. 

When  the  memory  of  the  earliest  races  became  surcharged, 
wl  en  mankind's  burden  of  recollections  became  so  great  and 
so  bewildering  that  mere  speech,  naked  and  winged,  was  in 
danger  of  losing  a  part  on  the  road,  men  wrote  them  upon  the 
ground  in  the  way  which  was  at  once  plainest,  most  enduring, 
and  most  natural.  Every  tradition  was  sealed  beneath  a 
monument. 

The  first  monuments  were  mere  fragments  of  rock  "  which 
the  iron  had  not  touched,"  says  Moses.  Architecture  began 
like  all  writing.  A  stone  was  placed  on  end,  and  it  was  a 
letter,  and  each  letter  was  a  hieroglyph;  and  upon  each  hiero- 
glyph rested  a  group  of  ideas,  like  the  capital  on  a  column. 
Thus  did  the  first  races,  everywhere,  at  the  same  moment, 
over  the  entire  surface  of  the  world.  We  find  the  "  cromlech  " 
of  the  Celts  in  Asiatic  Siberia  and  in  American  pampas. 

Later  on,  words  were  formed;  stone  was  added  to  stone, 
the  se  granite  syllables  were  coupled  together,  the  verb  essayed 
a  few  combinations.  The  Celtic  dolmen  and  cromlech,  the 
Etruscan  tumulus,  the  Hebrew  galgal,  are  words.  Some  of 
them,  particularly  the  tumulus,  are  proper  names.  Some- 
times, when  there  was  plenty  of  stone  and  a  vast  stretch  of 
const,  a  phrase  was  written.  The  immense  pile  of  Karnac 
is  an  entire  formulary. 

Finallv,  men  made  books.  Traditions  gave  birth  to  sym- 
bols, which  hid  them  as  the  leaves  hide  the  trunk  of  a  tree; 
all  these  symbols,  in  which  humanity  believed,  grew,  multi- 
plied, crossed  one  another,  became  more  and  more  complicated; 
thi  first  monuments  were  no  longer  sufficient  to  contain  them; 
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they  overflowed  them  on  every  side;  these  monuments  barely 
sufficed  to  express  the  primitive  tradition,  as  bare,  as  simple, 
and  as  plain  as  themselves.  Symbolism  must  needs  expand 
into  an  edifice.  Architecture,  therefore,  was  developed  paral- 
lel with  human  thought;  it  became  a  thousand-headed,  thou- 
sand-armed giantess,  and  fixed  all  that  floating  symbolism  in 
an  eternal,  visible,  palpable  form.  While  Daedalus,  that  is, 
force,  measured;  while  Orpheus,  which  is  to  say,  intellect, 
sang,  the  column,  which  is  a  letter,  the  arcade,  which  is  a 
syllable,  the  pyramid,  which  is  a  word,  set  in  motion  alike  by 
a  geometric  and  a  poetic  law,  grouped,  combined,  blended, 
rose,  fell,  were  juxtaposed  upon  the  ground,  placed  in  rows  one 
above  another  in  air,  until  they  had  written,  at  the  dictation 
of  the  universal  idea  of  an  epoch,  those  marvellous  books  which 
v>  ere  also  marvellous  buildings, —  the  pagoda  at  Eklinga,  the 
Egyptian  Rhamsei'on,  the  Temple  of  Solomon. 

The  original  idea,  the  word,  was  not  only  at  the  base  of 
all  these  buildings,  but  also  in  their  form.  Solomon's  Tem- 
ple, for  instance,  was  not  merely  the  binding  of  the  Holy 
Book,  it  was  the  Holy  Book  itself.  In  each  of  its  concentric 
halls  the  priests  could  read  the  Word  translated  and  made 
manifest;  and  thus  they  followed  its  transformations  from 
sanctuary  to  sanctuary,  until  they  grasped  it  in  its  innermost 
tabernacle  in  its  most  concrete  form,  which  was  again  archi- 
tectural,—  the  arch.  Thus  the  Word  was  contained  within 
the  edifice;  but  its  image  was  upon  its  exterior  as  the  human 
figure  is  upon  the  case  of  a  mummy. 

And  not  only  the  form  of  the  structure,  but  the  site  which 
was  chosen  for  it,  revealed  the  thought  which  it  represented. 
According  as  the  symbol  to  be  expressed  was  graceful  and 
pleasing  or  gloomy  and  severe,  Greece  crowned  her  mountains 
with  a  temple  harmonious  to  the  eye;  India  excavated  hers, 
to  carve  within  them  those  misshapen  subterranean  pagodas 
upborne  by  gigantic  rows  of  granite  elephants. 

Thus,  for  the  first  six  thousand  years  of  the  world's  his- 
tory, from  the  most  immemorial  pagoda  of  Hindustan  to  the 
Cologne  Cathedral,  architecture  was  the  great  writing  of  man- 
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kind.  And  this  is  so  true  that  not  only  every  religious 
symbol,  but  even  each  human  thought,  has  its  page  and  its 
monument  in  this  vast  book. 

All  civilization  begins  with  theocracy  and  ends  with  democ- 
racy. This  law  of  liberty  succeeding  to  unity  is  written 
in  architecture.  For, —  let  us  dwell  upon  this  point, —  we 
must  not  suppose  that  the  mason's  work  is  only  potent  to 
build  the  temple,  to  express  myth  and  priestly  symbols,  to 
transcribe  the  mysterious  tables  of  the  law  in  hieroglyphic 
characters  upon  its  pages  of  stone.  Were  it  so,  as  in  every 
human  society  there  comes  a  moment  when  the  sacred  symbol 
is  worn  away  and  obliterated  by  free  thought,  when  the  man 
slips  away  from  the  priest,  when  the  excrescences  of  philoso- 
phies and  systems  eat  away  the  face  of  religion,  architecture 
could  not  reproduce  this  new  state  of  the  human  mind;  its 
leaves,  closely  written  on  the  right  side,  would  be  blank  upon 
the  other,  its  work  would  be  mutilated,  its  book  would  be  im- 
perfect. But  it  is  not  so. 

Let  us  take  for  example  the  Middle  Ages,  which  we  see 
more  clearly  from  their  being  nearer  to  us.  During  its  first 
period,  while  theocracy  was  organizing  Europe,  while  the  Vati- 
can rallied  and  reclassified  around  it  the  elements  of  a  Rome 
mi.de  up  from  the  Rome  which  lay  crumbling  about  the 
Capitol,  while  Christianity  was  seeking  the  various  stages  of 
society  amid  the  rubbish-heaps  of  previous  civilizations,  and 
was  rebuilding  from  its  ruins  a  new  hierarchic  universe  whose 
high  priest  was  the  keystone  of  a  vault,  there  was  first  heard 
springing  into  place  amid  this  chaos,  then  little  by  little  seen 
arising  beneath  the  inspiration  of  Christianity,  under  the 
hand  of  the  barbarians,  fragments  of  dead  schools  of  archi- 
tecture, Greek  and  Roman, —  that  mysterious  Roman  archi- 
tecture, the  sister  of  the  theocratic  edifices  of  Egypt  and 
India,  the  unalterable  emblem  of  pure  Catholicism,  the  un- 
changing hieroglyph  of  papal  unity.  All  the  thought  of 
that  time,  in  fact,  is  written  in  this  sombre  Roman  style. 
Authority,  unity,  the  impenetrable,  the  absolute,  Gregory 
VI L,  are  everywhere  evident;  everywhere  we  find  the  priest, 
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never  the  man ;  everywhere  the  caste,  never  the  people.     Next 
came  the   Crusades.     This  was  a  great   popular  movement; 
and  every  great  popular  movement,  whatever  its  cause  and 
purpose,  always  releases  the  spirit  of  liberty  from  its  final 
precipitate.     Novelties  are  at  hand.     Here  begins  the  stormy 
period  of  the  Jacqueries,  the  Pragueries,  and  the  Leagues. 
Authority  is  shaken,  unity  is  divided.     Feudality  insists  upon 
sharing  with  theocracy,  until  the  people  shall  inevitably  rise, 
and,  as  usual,  seize  the  lion's  portion:      Quia  nominor  leo. 
The  nobility  then  penetrate  the  ranks  of  the  priesthood,  the 
commonalty  those  of  the  nobility.     The  face  of  Europe  is 
changed.     Well !   the   face   of   architecture   is   also   changed. 
Like  civilization,  it  has  turned  the  page,  and  the  new  spirit 
of  the  times  finds  architecture  ready  to  write  at  its  dictation. 
It  returned  from  the  Crusades  with  the  pointed  arch,  as  the 
nations  did  with  liberty.     Then,  while  Rome  was  being  slowly 
dismembered,  Roman  architecture  died.     The  hieroglyph  for- 
sook the  cathedral,  and  wrent  forth  to  emblazon  the  donjon 
and  lend  a  glory  to   feudalism.     The  cathedral  itself,  that 
edifice  once  so  dogmatic,  henceforth  invaded  by  the  burghers, 
by  the  Commons,  by  liberty,  escapes  from  the  priest  and  falls 
into  the  power  of  the  artist.     The  artist  builds  it  in  his  own 
way.     Farewell    to    mystery,    myth,    and    law !     Fancy    and 
caprice  have  full  sway.     If  the  priest  have  but  his  basilica 
and  his  altar,  he  has  nothing  to  say ;  the  four  walls  belong  to 
the  artist.     The  architectural  book  no  longer  belongs  to  the 
priesthood,  to  religion,  to  Rome;  it  is  the  property  of  the 
imagination,  of  poetry,  of  the  people.      Hence  the  rapid  and 
innumerable  changes  in  this  style  of  architecture  which  has 
existed  but   for  three  centuries,  and  which   are   so   striking 
after  the  stagnant  immobility  of  the  Roman  school,  which  has 
lived  through  six  or  seven.     But  art  advances  with  giant  pace 
The  genius  and  originality  of  the  people  do  the  work  formerly 
assigned  to  the  bishops.     Each  race,  as  it  passes,  writes  its 
line  in  the  book;  it  erases  the  old  Roman  hieroglyphs  from 
the   frontispiece  of   the   cathedrals,   and  barely   permits   the 
dogma  to  peep  here  and  there  from  beneath  the  new  symbol- 
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ism  overlying  it.  The  popular  drapery  scarcely  permits  us 
to  guess  at  the  religious  framework.  No  idea  can  be  given 
of  the  liberties  then  taken  by  architects  even  in  regard  to 
the  Church.  We  find  capitals  interwoven  with  monks  and 
nans  in  shameful  attitudes,  as  in  the  Salle  des  Cheminees  of 
the  Palace  of  Justice  at  Paris;  we  find  Noah's  adventures 
carved  at  full  length,  as  under  the  great  porch  at  Bourges; 
or  we  find  a  tipsy  monk,  with  the  ears  of  an  ass,  and  a  glass 
ir:  his  hand,  laughing  in  the  face  of  an  entire  community,  as 
in  the  lavatory  of  the  Abbey  of  Bocherville.  There  was  at 
this  time  a  license  for  thoughts  written  in  stone,  comparable 
only  to  the  present  freedom  of  the  press.  It  was  the  freedom 
of  architecture. 

This  liberty  was  carried  to  great  lengths.  Sometimes  a 
doorway,  a  fa9ade,  an  entire  church,  offers  a  symbolic  mean- 
ing absolutely  foreign  to  religion,  nay,  even  hostile  to  the 
Church.  Guillaume  de  Paris  in  the  thirteenth  century, 
Nicolas  Flamel  in  the  fifteenth,  wrote  such  seditious  pages. 
Splint- Jacques  de  la  Boucherie  was  a  church  of  opposition 
throughout. 

In  those  days  thought  was  free  in  this  direction  only;  it 
was  therefore  never  written  out  in  full  except  upon  those 
bcoks  called  buildings.  Accepted  in  the  form  of  a  building, 
it  would  have  been  burned  in  the  market-place  by  the  execu- 
tioner had  any  one  been  rash  enough  to  risk  it  in  the  manu- 
script form;  the  thought  expressed  in  the  porch  of  a  church 
would  have  witnessed  the  torture  of  the  same  thought  ex- 
pressed in  the  shape  of  a  book.  Thus,  having  only  this  one 
wr.y,  mason-work,  to  see  the  light,  it  bloomed  forth  in  this 
way  on  every  hand.  Hence  the  vast  quantity  of  cathedrals 
wl  ich  once  covered  Europe, —  a  number  so  prodigious  that 
we  can  hardly  credit  it  even  after  verifying  it.  All  the  ma- 
terial and  all  the  intellectual  forces  of  society  tended  to  one 
an  3  the  same  end, —  architecture.  In  this  way,  under  pre- 
text of  building  churches  to  God,  the  art  grew  to  magnificent 
proportions. 

Then,   whoever  was  born  a  poet,  turned  architect.     The 
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genius  scattered  through  the  masses,  repressed  on  every  hand 
by  feudalism  as  beneath  a  carapace  of  iron  bucklers,  finding 
no  issue  save  in  the  direction  of  architecture,  emerged  through 
that  art,  and  its  Iliad  took  the  form  of  cathedrals.  All  the 
other  arts  obeyed  and  submitted  to  the  sway  of  architecture. 
They  were  the  workmen  who  executed  the  great  work.  The 
architect,  the  poet,  the  master  singer,  summed  up  in  his  own 
person  the  sculpture  which  carved  his  fa9ades,  the  painting 
which  lit  up  his  window-panes,  the  music  which  set  his  bells 
in  motion  and  blew  his  organs.  Even  the  poor  poetry,  prop- 
erly so  called,  which  persisted  in  vegetating  in  manuscript, 
was  obliged  to  take  some  part,  to  enter  into  the  structure  in 
the  form  of  canticle  or  prose  hymn, —  the  same  part,  after  all, 
played  by  the  tragedies  of_^£jchylus  at  the  sacerdotal  feasts 
of  Greece,  by  the  book  of  Genesis  in  Solomon's  Temple. 

So,  down  to  the  days  of  Gutenberg,  architecture  was  the 
principal,  the  universal  writing.  In  this  granite  volume,  be- 
gun by  the  East,  continued  by  Greek  and  Roman  antiquity, 
the  Middle  Ages  wrote  the  final  page.  Moreover,  this  phe- 
nomenon of  an  architecture  of  the  people  taking  the  place  of 
an  architecture  of  caste  and  rank,  which  we  have  observed  in  the 
Middle  Ages,  is  reproduced  with  every  analogous  movement 
of  the  human  intellect  in  the  other  great  epochs  of  history. 
Thus,  to  state  but  briefly  here  a  law  which  requires  volumes 
for  its  development,  in  the  Orient,  the  cradle  of  the  primitive 
races,  after  Hindu  architecture  came  Phoenician  architecture, 
that  opulent  mother  of  Arab  architecture ;  in  antiquity,  after 
Egyptian  architecture,  of  which  the  Etruscan  style  and  cyclo- 
pean  monuments  are  but  one  variety,  came  Greek  architecture, 
whose  Roman  style  is  but  an  overloaded  prolongation  of  the 
Carthaginian  dome;  in  modern  times,  after  Roman  archi- 
tecture, came  Gothic  architecture.  And  by  dividing  these 
three  series,  we  shall  find  in  the  three  elder  sisters  (Hindu 
architecture,  Egyptian  architecture,  Roman  architecture)  the 
same  symbolism, —  that  is  to  say,  theocracy,  caste,  unity, 
dogma,  myth,  God;  and  in  the  three  younger  sisters  (Phoeni- 
cian architecture,  Greek  architecture,  Gothic  architecture), 
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whatever  may  be  the  diversity  of  form  inherent  in  their  nature, 
the  meaning  is  always  the  same, —  that  is  to  say,  liberty, 
humanity ,  mankind. 

Whether  he  be  known  as  Brahmin,  Magian,  or  Pope,  we  are 
always  conscious  of  the  priest,  nothing  but  the  priest,  in 
Hindu,  Egyptian,  or  Roman  structures.  It  is  not  so  with 
the  architecture  of  the  people;  their  work  is  richer  and  less 
saintly.  In  the  Phoenician  school  we  are  conscious  of  the 
tradesman;  in  the  Grecian,  of  the  republican;  in  the  Gothic, 
of  the  burgher. 

The  general  characteristics  of  all  theocratic  architecture  are 
irimutability,  a  horror  of  progress,  a  retention  of  traditional 
lines,  a  consecration  of  primitive  types,  a  constant  tendency 
of  all  human  and  natural  forms  towards  the  incomprehensible 
caprices  of  symbolism.  These  are  obscure  books,  which  only 
the  initiated  can  decipher.  Moreover,  in  them  every  form, 
every  deformity  even,  has  a  meaning  which  makes  it  inviolable. 
Do  not  ask  the  Hindu,  Egyptian,  or  Roman  edifices  to  change 
their  design  or  correct  their  statues.  All  perfection  is  to 
tli em  impious.  In  these  pieces  of  architecture  the  rigour  of 
the  dogma  seems  to  overlie  the  stone  like  a  second  petrifaction. 
The  general  characteristics  of  popular  edifices,  on  the  con- 
trary, should  be  variety,  progress,  originality,  opulence,  per- 
petual motion.  They  are  sufficiently  removed  from  religion 
to  think  of  their  beauty,  to  care  for  it,  continually  to  alter 
and  improve  their  adornment  of  statues  or  arabesques.  They 
belong  to  this  age.  They  have  a  human  quality  which  they 
pc  rpetually  mingle  with  the  divine  symbolism  under  whose  in- 
spiration they  are  still  produced.  Hence  edifices  pervious  to 
every  scul,  every  intellect,  and  every  imagination,  still  sym- 
bolical, but  as  easy  to  understand  as  Nature  herself.  Between 
theocratic  architecture  and  this  there  is  the  difference  that 
there  is  between  a  sacred  language  and  a  profane  one,  between 
hieroglyphics  and  art,  between  Solomon  and  Phidias. 

If  we  sum  up  what  we  have  thus  far  very  hastily  shown, 
omitting  countless  minor  evidences  and  objections,  we  are  led 
to  these  conclusions, —  that  architecture  was,  up  to  the  fif- 
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tccnth  century,  the  chief  register  of  humanity;  that  during 
this  space  of  time  no  idea  of  any  elaboration  appeared  in 
the  world  without  being  built  into  masonry ;  that  every  popu- 
lar idea  as  well  as  every  religious  law  has  had  its  monument; 
in  fact,  that  the  human  race  has  never  had  an  important 
thought  which  it  has  not  written  in  stone.  And  why?  It 
is  because  every  thought,  whether  religious  or  philosophic,  is 
interested  in  its  own  perpetuation;  because  an  idea  which  has 
stirred  one  generation  desires  to  stir  others,  and  to  leave  its 
trace.  Now,  what  a  precarious  immortality  is  that  of  the 
manuscript !  How  far  more  solid,  lasting,  and  enduring  a 
book  is  a  building!  A  torch  and  a  Turk  are  enough  to  de- 
stroy the  written  words;  it  takes  a  social  or  a  terrestrial 
revolution  to  destroy  the  constructed  word.  The  barbarians 
passed  over  the  Coliseum,  the  Deluge  perhaps  over  the  Pyra- 
mids. 

In  the  fifteenth  century  everything  changed. 

Human  thought  discovered  a  means  of  perpetuation,  not 
only  more  durable  and  more  resisting  than  architecture,  but 
also  simpler  and  easier.  Architecture  was  dethroned.  To 
the  stone  letters  of  jQrpjieys_succeeded  the  leaden  letters  of 
Gutenberg. 

"  The  book  will  destroy  the  building." 

The  invention  of  printing  was  the  greatest  event  in  his- 
tory. It  was  the  primal  revolution.  It  was  the  renewed  and 
renovated  form  of  expression  of  humanity ;  it  is  human 
thought  laying  off  one  form  and  assuming  another;  it  is  the 
entire  and  final  changing  of  the  skin  of  that  symbolic  serpent 
which  ever  since  Adam  has  represented  intellect. 

Under  the  form  of  printing,  thought  is  more  imperishable 
than  ever;  it  is  volatile,  intangible,  indestructible.  It  is 
mingled  with  the  air.  In  the  day  of  architecture  it  became  a 
mountain,  and  took  armed  possession  of  a  century  and  a  place. 
Now  it  becomes  a  flock  of  birds,  is  scattered  to  the  four  winds, 
and  occupies  at  once  all  points  of  the  horizon  and  all  space. 

We  repeat  it;  who  does  not  see  that  in  this  way  it  is  far 
more  indelible  than  before?  From  being  solid,  it  has  become 
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perennial.  It  has  passed  from  duration  to  immortality.  A 
great  body  may  be  demolished,  but  how  can  ubiquity  be  rooted 
out?  Had  a  flood  come,  the  mountain  would  have  disap- 
peared beneath  the  waves  long  before  the  birds  ceased  to  fly 
above  it ;  and  if  but  a  single  ark  should  float  on  the  surface 
of  the  cataclysm,  they  would  rest  upon  it,  survive  with  it, 
watch  with  it  the  going  down  of  the  waters;  and  the  new 
world  which  rose  from  that  chaos  would,  on  awakening,  be- 
held hovering  aloft,  winged  and  living,  the  thought  of  the 
world  which  had  been  swallowed  up. 

And  when  we  see  that  this  mode  of  expression  is  not  only 
the  most  preservative,  but  also  the  simplest,  most  convenient, 
and  most  practicable  of  all;  when  we  consider  that  it  entails 
no  great  amount  of  luggage,  and  requires  no  cumbrous  ap- 
paratus ;  when  we  compare  a  thought  obliged,  in  order  to 
translate  itself  into  an  edifice,  to  set  in  motion  four  or  five 
other  arts,  tons  of  gold,  a  whole  mountain  of  stone,  a  whole 
forest  of  timber,  a  whole  nation  of  workmen, —  when  we  com- 
pare this  with  the  thought  which  is  made  into  a  book,  and 
which  needs  nothing  but  a  little  paper,  a  little  ink,  and  a 
pen,  why  should  we  wonder  that  the  human  intellect  gave  up 
architecture  for  printing?  Cross  the  original  bed  of  a  stream 
by  a  canal  dug  below  its  level,  the  stream  will  forsake  its 
bed. 

So,  too,  see  how  from  the  time  of  the  discovery  of  printing, 
architecture  gradually  decayed,  withered,  and  dried  away. 
How  plainly  we  can  see  the  water  sinking,  the  sap  drying  up, 
the  thought  of  the  time  and  of  the  people  withdrawing  from 
it  i  The  sense  of  chill  is  almost  imperceptible  in  the  fifteenth 
century ;  the  press  was  still  too  weak,  and  could  only  draw  off 
somewhat  of  the  superabundant  life  of  mighty  architecture. 
But  with  the  dawn  of  the  sixteenth  century  the  disease  of 
architecture  becomes  apparent;  it  has  ceased  to  be  the  essen- 
tial expression  of  society;  in  distress,  it  becomes  classic  art; 
from  being  Gallican,  European,  indigenous,  it  becomes  Greek 
and  Roman;  from  being  real  and  modern,  it  becomes  pseudo- 
antique.  It  is  this  decline  which  is  known  as  the  Renais- 
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sance,  or  revival.  And  yet  it  is  a  magnificent  decline ;  for  the 
old  Gothic  genius,  that  sun  which  is  setting  behind  the  gigan- 
tic press  of  Mayence,  for  some  time  longer  pierces  with  its 
last  rays  all  this  hybrid  heap  of  Latin  arcades  and  Corinthian 
columns. 

It  is  this  setting  sun  which  we  take  for  the  light  of  dawn. 

And  yet,  from  the  moment  that  architecture  becomes  an 
art,  like  any  other  art,  that  it  ceases  to  be  the  sum  total  of 
art,  the  supreme,  the  tyrant  art,  it  loses  the  power  to  hold  the 
other  arts.  They  therefore  gain  their  liberty,  break  the  yoke 
of  the  architect,  and  go  each  its  own  way.  Each  of  them 
gains  by  this  divorce.  Isolation  enlarges  everything.  Carv- 
ing becomes  sculpture,  picture-making  becomes  painting,  the 
canon  becomes  music.  It  might  be  compared  to  an  empire 
torn  limb  from  limb  at  the  death  of  its  Alexander,  whose 
provinces  become  kingdoms. 

Hence  Raphael,  Michael  Angelo,  Jean  Goujon,  Palestrina, 
—  those  splendors  of  the  dazzling  sixteenth  century. 

At  the  same  time  with  the  arts,  thought  gained  freedom 
in  all  directions.  The  heresiarchs  of  the  Middle  Ages  had 
already  made  large  inroads  upon  Catholicism.  The  sixteenth 
century  destroyed  religious  unity.  Before  the  invention  of 
printing,  the  Reformation  would  have  been  but  a  schism ;  the 
invention  of  printing  made  it  a  revolution.  Take  away  the 
press,  and  heresy  is  unnerved.  Whether  it  be  due  to  Provi- 
dence or  to  fate,  Gutenberg  was  the  precursor  of  Luther. 

But  when  the  sun  of  the  Middle  Ages  had  wholly  set,  when 
Gothic  genius  had  forever  faded  from  the  horizon  of  art, 
architecture  grew  daily  dimmer,  duller,  and  fainter.  The 
printed  book,  that  undying  worm  of  the  great  edifice,  sucked 
its  life-blood  and  devoured  it.  It  grew  visibly  thinner,  barer, 
and  poorer.  It  was  commonplace,  it  was  paltry,  it  was  null. 
It  ceased  to  express  anything,  even  the  memory  of  the  art  of 
former  ages.  Reduced  to  itself,  abandoned  by  the  other  arts 
because  human  thought  has  abandoned  it,  it  calls  in  journey- 
men for  lack  of  artists ;  plain  glass  takes  the  place  of  painted 
windows;  the  stonecutter  succeeds  the  sculptor.  Farewell  to 
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all  vigour,  originality,  life,  and  intellect.  Architecture  now 
crawled,  like  a  pitiful  beggar  of  the  studios,  from  copy  to 
copy.  Michael  Angelo,  who  had  doubtless  foreseen  its  death 
from  the  dawn  of  the  sixteenth  century,  had  a  last  inspira- 
tion,—  the  inspiration  of  despair.  That  Titan  of  art  piled 
the  Pantheon  upon  the  Parthenon,  and  created  St.  Peter's 
Cl mrch  at  Rome.  It  is  a  great  work,  which  deserved  to  re- 
main unique, —  the  last  original  creation  of  architecture,  the 
signature  of  a  colossal  artist  at  the  foot  of  the  vest  registry 
of  stone  which  it  closed.  Michael  Angelo  dead,  what  did  this 
wretched  architecture  do,  which  survived  itself  in  a  spectral, 
ghost-like  state?  It  took  St.  Peter's  at  Rome,  copied  it,  and 
parodied  it.  It  was  mere  mania.  It  was  pitiable.  Every 
ceitury  had  its  St.  Peter's;  in  the  seventeenth  century  it  was 
the  Val-de-Grace,  in  the  eighteenth,  Sainte-Genevieve.  Every 
country  had  its  St.  Peter's.  London  had  its  own;  St.  Peters- 
burg had  its  own;  Paris  had  two  or  three, —  a  worthless 
legacy,  the  last  unmeaning  drivel  of  a  great  art  grown  old 
and  reduced  to  dotage  before  it  died! 

If  in  place  of  characteristic  monuments,  such  as  those  to 
which  we  have  just  referred,  we  examine  the  general  aspect  of 
art  from  the  sixteenth  to  the  eighteenth  centuries,  we  observe 
the  same  phenomena  of  decline  and  decay.  From  Francis 
II.  down,  the  architectural  form  of  the  edifice  becomes  less  and 
less  apparent,  the  geometric  form  growing  more  and  more 
prominent,  like  the  skeleton  of  an  emaciated  invalid.  The 
beautiful  lines  of  art  give  way  to  the  cold  and  inexorable 
lines  of  geometry.  A  building  ceases  to  be  a  building:  it  is 
a  polyhedron.  Architecture,  however,  struggles  to  disguise 
this  nakedness.  We  have  the  Greek  pediment  put  down  upon 
th;  Roman  pediment,  and  vice  versa.  We  still  have  the  Pan- 
thoon  within  the  Parthenon;  we  still  have  St.  Peter's.  We 
have  the  brick  houses  of  the  reign  of  Henry  IV.  with  brick 
corners,  as  in  the  Place  Royale  and  Place  Dauphine.  We 
have  the  churches  of  the  reign  of  Louis  XIII.,  heavy,  clumsy, 
surbased,  short,  and  broad,  loaded  with  a  dome  as  with  a 
hump.  We  have  the  Mazarin  architecture, —  the  wretched 
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Italian  Pasticcio  of  the  "  Four  Nations."  We  have  the  pal- 
aces of  the  reign  of  Louis  XIV., —  long  barracks  built  for 
courtiers,  stiff,  cold,  and  stupid.  Lastly,  we  have  the  style 
of  Louis  XV.,  with  its  chiccory  and  vermicelli,  and  all  the 
warts  and  fungi  which  disfigure  that  decrepit,  toothless, 
coquettish  old  architecture.  From  the  days  of  Francis  II. 
to  those  of  Louis  XIV.  the  evil  increased  in  geometrical  ratio. 
Art  was  nothing  but  skin  and  bones.  It  was  dying  a 
wretched,  lingering  death. 

But  what  was  printing  doing?  All  the  life  which  archi- 
tecture lost,  flushed  its  veins.  In  proportion  as  architecture 
degenerated,  printing  throve  and  flourished.  The  capital  of 
forces  which  human  thought  had  expended  in  building,  it 
henceforth  expended  in  books.  So  from  the  dawn  of  the  six- 
teenth century  onward,  the  press,  grown  to  the  level  of  the 
declining  architecture,  wrestled  with  it  and  slew  it.  In  the 
seventeenth  century  it  was  already  sufficiently  supreme,  suf- 
ficiently triumphant,  sufficiently  sure  of  victory,  to  give  the 
world  the  spectacle  of  a  great  literary  age.  In  the  eighteenth 
century,  after  a  long  interval  of  rest  at  the  court  of  Louis 
XIV.,  it  once  more  grasped  the  old  sword  of  Luther,  armed 
Voltaire  with  it,  and  hastened  tumultuously  forth  to  attack 
that  ancient  Europe  whose  architectural  expression  it  had 
already  destroyed.  When  the  eighteenth  century  closed,  it 
had  uprooted  everything.  In  the  nineteenth,  it  will  recon- 
struct. 

Now,  we  ask  which  of  the  two  arts  has  really  represented 
human  thought  for  three  centuries  past?  Which  translates 
it?  Which  expresses,  not  only  its  literary  and  scholastic 
fancies,  but  its  vast,  profound,  universal  movement?  Which 
constantly  superposes  itself,  without  rupture  or  void,  upon 
mankind,  which  moves  apace,  a  thousand-footed  monster, — 
Architecture,  or  Printing? 

Printing.  Let  no  one  be  deceived:  architecture  is  dead, 
irrevocably  dead;  killed  by  the  printed  book;  killed  because 
it  was  less  enduring ;  killed  because  it  was  more  costly.  Every 
cathedral  represents  a  thousand  million  francs.  Think,  then, 
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what  a  capital  would  be  required  to  rewrite  the  architectural 
bcok;  to  make  thousands  of  structures  once  more  cover  the 
earth  as  thick  as  ant-hills;  to  bring  back  the  days  when  the 
number  of  monumental  works  was  such  that,  in  the  words  of 
an  eye-witness,  "  You  would  have  thought  that  the  world 
had  shaken  off  her  old  garments,  to  clothe  herself  in  a  white 
array  of  churches,"  "  Erat  enim  ut  si  mundus,  ipse  excu- 
tundo  semet,  rejecta  vetustate,  candidam  ecclesiarum  vestem 
indueret." — GLABER  RADULPHUS. 

A  book  is  so  soon  made,  costs  so  little,  and  may  go  so  far! 
Why  should  we  be  surprised  that  all  human  thought  flows 
that  way?  We  do  not  mean  to  say  that  architecture  may 
net  yet  produce  a  fine  specimen  here  and  there,  a  single  mas- 
te^piece.  We  may  still,  I  suppose,  have  from  time  to  time, 
under  the  reign  of  printing,  a  column  made  by  an  entire  army, 
of  molten  cannon,  as  during  the  reign  of  architecture  we  had 
Iliads  and  Romanceros,  Mahabharatas,  and  Nibelungen-Lieds 
made  by  a  whole  nation,  out  of  collected  and  blended  rhapso- 
dies. 

The  great  accident  of  an  architect  of  genius  may  occur 
in  the  twentieth  century,  as  that  of  Dante  did  in  the  thir- 
teenth; but  architecture  will  never  again  be  the  social  art,  the 
collective  art,  the  dominant  art.  The  great  poem,  the  great 
edifice,  the  great  work  of  humanity,  will  no  longer  be  built; 
it  will  be  printed. 

And  in  the  future,  should  architecture  accidentally  revive, 
it  will  never  again  be  supreme.  It  must  bow  to  the  sway  of 
literature,  formerly  subject  to  it.  The  respective  positions  of 
the  two  arts  will  be  reversed.  It  is  certain  that  the  rare 
poems  to  be  found  during  the  architectural  period  are  like 
monuments.  In  India,  Vyasa  was  as  manifold,  strange,  and 
impenetrable  as  a  pagoda.  In  Egypt,  poetry  had,  like  the 
buildings,  a  grandeur  and  quietness  of  outline;  in  ancient 
Greece,  beauty,  serenity,  and  calm;  in  Christian  Europe,  the 
Githolic  majesty,  popular  simplicity,  the  rich  and  luxuriant 
vegetation  of  a  period  of  renewal.  The  Bible  is  like  the 
Pyramids,  the  Iliad  like  the  Parthenon,  Homer  like  Phidias. 
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Dante  in  the  thirteenth  century  is  the  last  Roman  church; 
Shakspeare  in  the  sixteenth  the  last  Gothic  cathedral. 

Thus,  to  sum  up  what  we  have  so  far  said  in  a  manner 
necessarily  brief  and  imperfect,  mankind  has  two  books,  two 
registers,  two  testaments :  architecture  and  printing, —  the 
Bible  of  stone  and  the  Bible  of  paper.  Undoubtedly,  when 
\ve  examine  these  two  Bibles,  so  widely  opened  during  the 
lapse  of  centuries,  we  may  be  permitted  to  regret  the  visible 
majesty  of  the  granite  writing,  of  those  gigantic  alphabets 
formed  into  colonnades,  pylons,  and  obelisks,  of  those  human 
mountains  which  covered  the  world  of  the  past,  from  the 
pyramid  to  the  belfry,  from  Cheops  to  Strasburg.  We  should 
re-read  the  past  upon  those  marble  pages.  We  should  ad- 
mire and  unceasingly  re-turn  the  leaves  of  the  book  written 
by  architecture ;  but  we  should  not  deny  the  grandeur  of  the 
structure  reared  by  printing  in  its  turn. 

That  structure  is  colossal.  I  know  not  what  maker  of 
statistics  has  calculated  that  by  placing  one  upon  another  all 
the  volumes  issued  from  the  press  since  the  days  of  Guten- 
berg, we  might  fill  up  the  space  between  the  earth  and  the 
moon ;  but  this  is  not  the  sort  of  grandeur  which  we  mean. 
Still,  when  we  try  to  form  a  mental  image  of  all  the  products 
of  printing  down  to  our  own  day,  does  not  the  sum  total  seem 
a  vast  construction,  resting  upon  the  entire  universe,  at  which 
humanity  labours  without  respite,  and  whose  monstrous  sum- 
mit is  lost  in  the  thick  mists  of  the  future?  It  is  the  ant- 
hill of  intellects.  It  is  the  hive  where  all  wit  and  imagination, 
those  golden  bees,  store  up  their  honey.  The  structure  has 
a  thousand  stories.  Here  and  there,  opening  on  its  stair- 
cases, we  see  the  dark  caves  of  learning  intersecting  one  an- 
other within  it.  All  over  its  surface  art  has  woven  its  ara- 
besques, its  rose-windows,  and  its  lace-work,  to  captivate  the 
eye.  There  each  individual  work,  fanciful  and  unique  as  it 
may  seem,  has  its  place  and  its  purpose.  Harmony  results 
from  the  union  of  all.  From  the  cathedral  of  Shakspeare  to 
the  mosque  of  Byron,  a  myriad  spires  are  heaped  pell-mell 
upon  this  metropolis  of  universal  thought.  At  its  base  are 
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inscribed  some  antique  titles  of  humanity  which  architecture 
failed  to  register.  At  the  left  of  the  entrance  is  fastened  the 
old  white  marble  bas-relief  of  Homer ;  at  the  right  the  poly- 
glot Bible  rears  its  severTTieads.  The  hydra  of  the  Roman- 
cei  o  bristles  up  beyond,  with  certain  other  hybrid  forms,  like 
the  Vedas  and  the  Nibelungen.  Moreover,  the  vast  edifice 
remains  forever  unfinished.  The  press,  that  gigantic  ma- 
chine which  untiringly  sucks  up  all  the  intellectual  sap  of 
society,  unceasingly  vomits  forth  fresh  material  for  its  work. 
All  mankind  are  on  the  scaffolding.  Every  mind  is  a  mason. 
The  humblest  stops  up  his  hole  or  lays  his  stone.  Every  day 
a  fresh  course  is  laid.  Independently  of  the  original  and 
individual  contributions  of  each  writer,  there  are  collective 
supplies.  The  eighteenth  century  gave  the  "  Encyclopaedia," 
The  French  Revolution  gave  the  "  Moniteur."  Assuredly,  it 
is  a  structure  which  will  gather  and  grow  in  unending  spirals. 
Here,  too,  there  is  a  confusion  of  tongues,  an  incessant  activ- 
ity, an  indefatigable  industry,  a  frantic  co-operation  of  all 
humanity ;  it  is  the  refuge  promised  to  intellect  against  an- 
other deluge,  against  a  flood  of  barbarians.  It  is  the  second 
Tower  of  Babel  of  the  human  race. 
13 
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CHAPTER  I 

AN   IMPARTIAL   GLANCE    AT    THE    ANCIENT    MAGISTRACY 

A  VERY  lucky  fellow,  in  the  year  of  grace  1482,  was  that 
noble  gentleman  Robert  d'Estouteville,  knight,  Lord  of 
Beyne,  Baron  of  Ivry  and  St.  Andry  in  La  Marche,  coun- 
cillor and  chamberlain  to  the  king,  and  keeper  of  the  provosty 
of  Paris.  It  was  some  seventeen  years  since  he  received  from 
the  king,  Nov.  7,  1465,  the  year  of  the  comet,1  the  hand- 
some appointment  of  provost  of  Paris,  which  was  regarded 
rather  as  a  dignity  than  an  office.  "  Dignitas,"  says  Joannes 
Loemnoeus,  "  quce  cum  non  exigua  potestate  politiam  concer- 
nente,  atque  prcerogatims  multis  et  jur'ibus  conjuncta  est." 
It  was  an  extraordinary  thing  in  1482  for  a  gentleman  to 
hold  a  commission  from  the  king ;  and  a  gentleman,  too,  whose 
appointment  dated  back  to  the  time  of  the  marriage  of  Louis 
XL's  natural  daughter  to  the  Bastard  of  Bourbon.  On  the 
same  day  that  Robert  d'Estouteville  succeeded  Jacques  de 
Villiers  as  provost  of  Paris,  Master  Jehan  Dauvet  took  the 
place  of  Master  Helye  de  Thorrettes  as  first  president  of  the 
court  of  Parliament,  Jehan  Jouvenel  des  Ursins  supplanted 
Pierre  de  Morvilliers  in  the  office  of  Lord  Chancellor  of 
France,  Regnault  des  Dormans  deprived  Pierre  Puy  of  his 
place  as  referendary  in  ordinary  to  the  king's  household. 
Now,  through  how  many  hands  had  the  presidency,  chancel- 

i  This  comet,  against  which  Pope  Calixtus,  uncle  to  Borgia,  ordered 
public  prayers,  is  the  same  that  reappeared  in  1835. 
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lorship,  and  referendaryship  not  passed  since  Robert  d'Es- 
touteville  was  made  provost  of  Paris !  The  office  was 
"  granted  into  his  keeping,"  said  the  letters-patent ;  and  cer- 
tainly he  kept  it  well.  He  clung  to  it,  he  identified  himself 
with  it,  he  made  himself  so  much  a  part  of  it  that  he  escaped 
that  passion  for  change  which  possessed  Louis  XI.,  the  sus- 
picious, stingy,  industrious  king  who  insisted  on  keeping  up 
the-  elasticity  of  his  power  by  constant  removals  and  appoint- 
ments. Nay,  more:  the  worthy  knight  had  obtained  the, 
reversion  of  his  office  for  his  son,  and  for  the  last  two  years 
the  name  of  the  noble  Jacques  d'Estouteville,  Esquire,  had 
figured  beside  his  own  at  the  head  of  the  ordinary  of  the 
provosty  of  Paris.  Assuredly  a  rare  and  signal  mark  of 
favour!  True,  Robert  d'Estouteville  was  a  good  soldier;  he 
had  loyally  raised  his  standard  against  "  the  league  of  the 
public  weal,"  and  had  offered  the  queen  a  very  marvellous 
stag  made  of  sweetmeats  on  the  day  she  entered  Paris,  in 
14 — .  Besides,  he  had  a  good  friend  in  Master  Tristan 
PHermite,  provost  of  the  marshals  of  the  king's  household. 
Master  Robert,  therefore,  led  a  very  smooth  and  pleasant  life. 
In  the  first  place,  he  had  a  capital  salary,  to  which  were 
attached  and  hung,  like  so  many  additional  bunches  of  grapes 
to  his  vine,  the  revenues  of  the  civil  and  criminal  registries  of 
the  provostship,  besides  the  civil  and  criminal  revenues  of  the 
Inferior  Courts  of  the  Chatelet,  not  to  mention  some  slight 
tolj  or  the  Pont  de  Mantes  and  Pont  de  Corbeil,  the  tax  on 
all  the  onions,  leeks,  and  garlic  brought  into  Paris,  and  the 
tax  on  wood  meters  and  salt  measures.  Add  to  this  the  pleas- 
ure of  displaying  his  fine  suit  of  armour  within  the  city  limits, 
and  showing  off  among  the  party-coloured  red  and  tan  robes 
of  the  sheriffs  and  district  police  which  you  may  still  admire 
carved  upon  his  tomb  at  the  Abbey  of  Valmont  in  Normandy, 
as  you  may  also  see  his  embossed  morion  at  Montlhery.  And 
then, —  was  it  nothing  to  have  supreme  power  over  the  twelve 
Serjeants,  the  porter  and  warder  of  the  Chatelet,  the  two 
auditors  of  the  Chatelet,  auditores  castelleti,  the  sixteen  com- 
missaries of  the  sixteen  quarters  of  the  city,  the  jailer  of  the 
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Chatelet,  the  four  enfeoffed  Serjeants,  the  hundred  and  twenty 
mounted  police,  the  hundred  and  twenty  vergers,  the  captain 
of  the  watch,  his  under-watch,  counter-watch,  and  rear-watch  ? 
Was  it  nothing  to  administer  high  and  low  justice,  to  exer- 
cise the  right  to  turn,  hang,  and  draw,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
minor  jurisdiction  "  in  the  first  instance  "  (in  prima  instantia, 
as  the  charters  say)  of  that  viscounty  of  Paris,  so  gloriously 
provided  with  seven  noble  bailiwicks?  Can  anything  be  im- 
agined more  agreeable  than  to  give  judgments  and  degrees, 
as  Master  Robert  d'Estouteville  did  daily  at  the  Grand-Chate- 
let,  under  the  broad  flat  arches  of  Philip  Augustus;  and  to 
return,  as  he  was  wont  to  do  every  evening,  to  that  charming 
house  in  the  Rue  Galilee,  within  the  precincts  of  the  royal 
palace,  which  he  held  in  right  of  his  wife,  Madame  Ambroise 
de  Lore,  there  to  rest  from  the  labour  of  sending  some  poor 
devil  to  pass  his  night  in  "  that  little  lodge  in  the  Rue  de 
1'Escorcherie,  wherein  the  provosts  and  sheriffs  of  Paris  were 
used  to  make  their  prison, —  the  same  measuring  eleven  feet 
in  length,  seven  feet  and  four  inches  in  width,  and  eleven  feet 
in  height?"1 

And  not  only  had  Master  Robert  d'Estouteville  his  private 
court  as  provost  and  viscount  of  Paris,  but  he  also  had  his 
share,  both  active  and  passive,  in  the  king's  own  high  justice. 
There  was  no  head  of  any  note  but  had  passed  through  his 
hands  before  falling  into  those  of  the  executioner.  It  wa^  he 
who  went  to  the  Bastille  Saint-Antoine,  in  search  of  M.  de 
Nemours,  to  take  him  to  the  Markets;  and  he  who  conducted 
M.  de  Saint-Pol  to  the  Greve,  the  latter  gentleman  sulking  and 
fretting,  to  the  great  delight  of  the  provost,  who  had  no  love 
for  the  constable. 

Here,  certainly,  was  more  than  enough  to  make  life  happy 
and  illustrious,  and  to  justify  in  the  future  a  memorable  page 
in  the  interesting  history  of  the  provosts  of  Paris,  wherein 
we  learn  that  Oudard  de  Villeneuve  had  a  house  in  the  Rue 
des  Boucheries,  that  Guillaume  de  Hangest  bought  big  and 
little  Savoy,  that  Guillaume  Thiboust  gave  the  nuns  of  Sainte- 
i  Accounts  of  the  Estate,  1383. 
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Genevieve  his  houses  in  the  Rue  Clopin,  that  Hugues  Aubriot 
lived  at  Hotel  du  Pore-Epic,  and  other  domestic  facts. 

And  yet,  with  all  these  motives  for  taking  life  patiently  and 
pleasantly,  Master  Robert  d'Estouteville  waked  on  the  morn- 
ing of  Jan.  7,  1482,  in  a  very  sulky  and  disagreeable  mood. 
Whence  came  this  ill-humour?  He  could  not  have  told  you 
himself.  Was  it  because  the  sky  was  overcast;  because  the 
buckle  of  his  old  Montlhery  belt  was  fastened  amiss,  and  girt 
his  provostship's  goodly  portliness  in  too  military  a  fashion ; 
because  he  had  seen  a  band  of  ragamuffins  march  through  the 
street  below  his  window,  mocking  him  as  they  passed  in  double 
file,  wearing  doublets  without  shirts,  crownless  hats,  and  wallet 
and  flask  at  their  side?  Was  it  a  vague  presentiment  of  the 
three  hundred  and  seventy  pounds,  sixteen  pence,  and  eight 
farthings  which  the  future  king,  Charles  VIII.,  was  to  cut 
off  from  the  revenues  of  the  provosty?  The  reader  can  take 
his  choice;  as  for  us,  we  incline  to  the  belief  that  he  was  out 
of  temper  simply  because  he  was  out  of  temper. 

Besides,  it  was  the  day  after  a  holiday, —  a  stupid  day  for 
everybody,  and  especially  for  the  magistrate,  whose  duty  it 
was  to  sweep  away  all  the  dirt,  actual  and  metaphorical, 
caused  by  a  popular  holiday  in  Paris.  And  then,  he  was  to 
hold  court  at  the  Grand-Chatelet.  Now,  we  have  noticed  that 
judges  usually  so  arrange  matters  that  the  day  upon  which 
they  hold  court  is  also  the  day  on  which  they  are  out  of 
temper,  in  order  that  they  may  always  have  some  one  upon 
whom  to  vent  their  rage,  in  the  name  of  the  king,  law,  and 
justice. 

However,  the  court  had  opened  without  him.  His  deputies, 
in  the  civil,  criminal,  and  private  courts,  were  doing  his  work 
for  him,  as  was  the  custom;  and  ever  since  eight  o'clock  in 
the  morning  some  scores  of  citizens,  men  and  women,  crowded 
and  crammed  into  a  dark  corner  of  the  lower  court-room  of 
the  Chatelet,  between  a  stout  oaken  railing  and  the  wall,  had 
blissfully  looked  on  at  the  varied  and  attractive  spectacle  of 
the  administration  of  civil  and  criminal  law  by  Master  Florian 
Barbedienne,  auditor  of  the  Chatelet,  and  provost's  deputy, 
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whose  sentences  were  delivered  pell-mell  and  somewhat  at  ran- 
dom. 

The  hall  was  small  and  low,  with  a  vaulted  roof.  A  table 
branded  with  fleur-de-lis  stood  at  the  back  of  it,  with  a  large 
carved  oaken  arm-chair,  which  belonged  to  the  provost  and 
was  empty,  and  a  stool  on  the  left  for  the  auditor,  Master 
Florian.  Below  sat  the  clerk,  scribbling;  opposite  him  were 
the  people;  and  before  the  door  and  table  were  a  number  of 
the  provost's  officers,  in  frocks  of  purple  camlet,  with  white 
crosses.  Two  officers  from  the  Commonalty  Hall,  arrayed  in 
party-coloured  red  and  blue  kersey  jackets,  stood  sentry  be- 
fore a  half-open  door,  behind  the  table.  A  single  arched 
window,  deep  set  in  the  thick  wall,  cast  a  ray  of  pale  January 
sunshine  upon  two  grotesque  figures, —  the  comical  stone 
demon  carved  as  a  tailpiece  to  the  keystone  of  the  vaulted 
roof,  and  the  judge  seated  at  the  end  of  the  hall  upon  the 
fleurs-de-lis. 

Now,  picture  to  yourself  at  the  provost's  table,  between 
two  bundles  of  papers,  leaning  on  his  elbows,  his  feet  on  the 
train  of  his  plain  brown  cloth  gown,  his  face  framed  in  its 
white  lamb's-wool  wig,  of  which  his  eyebrows  seemed  to  be  a 
fragment,  red- faced,  stern,  winking  and  blinking,  majestically 
bearing  the  burden  of  his  fat  cheeks,  which  met  under  his 
chin,  Master  Florian  Barbedienne,  auditor  of  the  Chatelet. 

Now,  the  auditor  was  deaf, —  a  slight  defect  for  an  auditor. 
Master  Florian  gave  judgment,  nevertheless,  without  appeal, 
and  very  properly  too.  It  is  certainly  quite  enough  if  a 
judge  look  as  if  he  were  listening;  and  the  venerable  auditor 
fulfilled  this  condition  —  the  only  one  requisite  to  the  due 
administration  of  justice  —  all  the  better  for  the  fact  that 
his  attention  was  not  to  be  distracted  by  any  noise. 

Moreover,  he  had  a  merciless  comptroller  of  his  sayings  and 
doings,  among  the  audience,  in  the  person  of  our  friend  Jehan 
Frollo  du  Moulin,  the  little  student  of  the  previous  day,  that 
pedestrian  who  was  sure  to  be  found  anywhere  in  Paris  ex- 
cept in  front  of  his  professors'  desk. 

"  Stay,"  he  whispered  to  his  comrade,  Robin  Poussepain, 
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who  was  chuckling  beside  him  while  he  commented  on  the 
somes  unrolled  before  them,  "  there's  Jehanneton  du  Buisson, 
-  the  pretty  daughter  of  that  loafer  from  the  New  Market ! 
Upon  my  soul,  he  has  condemned  her,  the  old  wretch !  Then 
his  eyes  can't  be  any  better  than  his  ears.  Fifteen  pence  and 
foar  Paris  farthings,  for  wearing  two  strings  of  beads ! 
That's  rather  dear.  *  Lex  duri  car  minis.*  Who's  that  fel- 
low ?  Robin  Chief-de-Ville,  hauberk-maker, —  for  having 
been  passed  and  received  as  a  master  of  the  said  trade?  It's 
his  entrance-fee.  Hollo !  two  gentlemen  among  these  varlets, 
—  Aiglet  de  Soins,  Hutin  de  Mailly.  Two  esquires,  Corpus 
Christi!  Ah,  ha!  they've  been  playing  at  dice.  When  shall 
I  see  our  rector  here?  A  hundred  Paris  pounds  fine  to  the 
kirg!  Barbedienne  hits  hard,  like  a  deaf  man  as  he  is !  I 
wish  I  may  be  my  brother  the  archdeacon  if  this  prevent  me 
frc  m  gambling, —  gambling  by  day,  gambling  by  night,  liv- 
ing a  gambler,  dying  a  gambler,  and  gambling  away  my  soul 
when  my  last  rag's  gone !  Holy  Virgin !  what  a  lot  of  girls ! 
One  after  the  other,  my  lambs !  Ambroise  Lecuyere !  Isa- 
be^.u  la  Paynette!  Berarde  Gironin !  I  know  them  all,  by 
heaven !  Fine  'em !  fine  'em !  That'll  teach  you  to  wear  gilt 
belts!  Ten  Paris  pence,  coquettes!  Oh,  what  an  old  dog 
of  a  judge!  deaf  and  imbecile!  Oh,  Florian,  you  blockhead! 
Oh,  Barbedienne,  you  booby!  See  him  sit  at  table!  He  gob- 
bles the  suitor,  he  gobbles  the  suit,  he  minces,  he  munches,  he 
stuffs  himself,  he  fills  himself  full.  Fines,  estrays,  taxes,  ex- 
penses, legal  costs,  wages,  damages,  torture,  prison  and  jail 
and  stocks,  are  Christmas  cakes  and  Saint  John's  marchpane 
to  him !  Just  look  at  him,  the  pig !  Now,  then,  good !  Still 
another  amorous  dame!  Thibaud-la-Thibaude,  and  no  one 
elso, —  for  leaving  the  Rue  Glatigny !  Who  is  that  fellow? 
Gioffroy  Mabonne,  bowman  of  the  guard.  He  swore  by  the 
Holy  Name,  did  he?  —  A  fine,  Thibaude !  a  fine,  Gieffroy ! 
Fine  'em  both!  Deaf  old  fool!  he  must  have  mixed  the  two 
charges  up!  Ten  to  one,  he'll  fine  the  woman  for  swearing, 
and  the  bowman  for  making  love!  Attention,  Robin  Pousse- 
pain!  Whom  are  they  bringing  in  now  ?  What  a  lot  of  ser- 
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jeants!  By  Jupiter!  all  the  hounds  in  the  pack  are  hert. 
This  must  be  the  best  head  of  game  they've  got, —  a  wild 
boar.  It  is  one,  Robin,  it  is  indeed, —  and  a  fine  one  too! 
By  Hercules!  it's  our  yesterday's  prince,  our  Lord  of  Mis- 
rule, our  bell-ringer,  our  one-eyed,  humpbacked  pet,  our  wry- 
face  !  It's  Quasimodo !  " 

It  was  no  less  a  personage,  indeed. 

It  was  Quasimodo,  bound,  corded,  tied,  garotted,  and  well 
guarded.  The  squad  of  men  who  had  him  in  charge  were 
assisted  by  the  captain  of  the  watch  in  person,  wearing  the 
arms  of  France  embroidered  on  his  breast,  and  the  city  arms 
on  his  back.  There  was  nothing,  however,  about  Quasimodo, 
except  his  deformity,  which  could  justify  this  display  of  hal- 
berds and  arquebuses;  he  was  sombre,  silent,  and  quiet.  His 
solitary  eye  merely  cast  an  occasional  crafty,  angry  glance  at 
the  bonds  which  held  him. 

He  gazed  around  him  with  the  same  expression,  but  so 
dull  and  sleepy  was  it  that  the  women  only  pointed  him  out 
to  each  other  to  mock  at  him. 

But  Master  Florian,  the  auditor,  was  attentively  turning 
over  the  brief  containing  the  charge  against  Quasimodo,  which 
the  clerk  had  just  handed  him,  and  having  examined  the 
papers,  seemed  to  be  meditating  for  a  moment.  Thanks  to 
this  precaution,  which  he  was  always  careful  to  take  just 
before  proceeding  to  an  examination,  he  knew  in  advance  the 
name,  condition,  and  crimes  of  the  prisoner,  had  his  answer 
ready  for  the  replies  which  he  expected,  and  succeeded  in  ex- 
tricating himself  from  all  the  intricacies  of  the  examination 
without  making  his  deafness  too  apparent.  The  brief  there- 
fore was  to  him  like  the  blind  man's  dog.  If  he  chanced  to 
betray  his  infirmity  by  an  occasional  incoherent  remark  or  an 
unintelligible  question,  it  passed  with  some  for  profundity, 
and  with  others  for  imbecility.  In  either  case,  the  honor  of 
the  magistracy  was  unimpeached;  for  it  is  much  better  that 
a  judge  should  be  considered  stupid  or  profound  than  deaf. 
He  accordingly  took  great  pains  to  hide  his  deafness  from  all, 
and  usually  succeeded  so  well  that  he  had  actually  come  to 
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deceive  himself, —  a  thing,  moreover,  which  is  easier  than  you 
would  think.  All  hunchbacks  carry  their  heads  high,  all 
stammerers  are  fond  of  speechifying,  all  deaf  people  speak 
in  low  tones.  As  for  him,  at  most  he  thought  himself  a  little 
hard  of  hearing.  This  was  the  sole  concession  which  he  was 
willing  to  make  to  the  public  opinion  upon  this  point,  in  his 
moments  of  perfect  frankness  and  self-examination. 

Having  therefore  thoroughly  considered  Quasimodo's  case, 
he  threw  back  his  head  and  half  closed  his  eyes,  in  order  to 
look  more  majestic  and  impartial,  so  that  for  the  time  being 
he  was  both  deaf  and  blind, —  a  twofold  condition,  without 
which  there  can  be  no  perfect  judge.  In  this  magisterial 
attitude  he  began  his  cross-examination. 

'"  Your  name?  " 

Now,  here  was  a  case  which  had  not  been  "  provided  for 
by  the  law," —  that  of  one  deaf  man  questioning  another. 

Quasimodo,  quite  unconscious  of  the  question,  continued 
to  gaze  fixedly  at  the  judge,  and  made  no  answer.  The 
judge,  deaf,  and  wholly  unaware  of  the  prisoner's  deafness, 
supposed  that  he  had  answered,  as  all  prisoners  were  wont  to 
do,  and  went  on,  with  his  mechanical  and  stupid  assurance, — 

"Good!     Your  age?" 

Quasimodo  made  no  answer.  The  judge  was  satisfied,  and 
cont  inued, — 

"  Now,  your  business?  " 

Still  the  same  silence.  The  audience  began  to  whisper  and 
look  at  each  other. 

"  That  will  do,"  resumed  the  imperturbable  auditor,  when 
he  supposed  that  the  prisoner  had  ended  his  third  answer. 
"  You  are  accused,  before  us :  primo,  of  making  a  nocturnal 
disturbance;  secundo,  of  an  indecent  assault  upon  the  person 
of  a  light  woman,  in  prcejudicium  meretrlcis;  tertio,  of  rebel- 
lion and  disloyalty  towards  the  archers  of  the  guard  of  our 
lord  the  king.  What  have  you  to  say  for  yourself  on  all  these 
points?  Clerks,  have  you  written  down  all  that  the  prisoner 
has  said  thus  far  ?  " 

At  this   unfortunate  question   a   shout  of  laughter  burst 
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from  both  clerk  and  audience,  so  violent,  so  he^iy,  so  con- 
tagious, so  universal,  that  even  the  two  deaf  men  could  not 
fail  to  notice  it.  Quasimodo  turned  away,  shrugging  his 
hump  in  disdain ;  while  Master  Florian,  equally  surprised, 
and  supposing  the  laughter  of  the  spectators  to  be  provoked 
by  some  irreverent  reply  from  the  prisoner,  made  apparent  to 
him  by  that  shrug,  addressed  him  most  indignantly, — 

"  Such  an  answer  as  that,  you  rascal,  deserves  a  halter ! 
Do  you  know  to  whom  you  speak?" 

This  sally  was  scarcely  adapted  to  silence  the  outburst  of 
merriment.  It  seemed  to  all  so  absurd  and  ridiculous  that 
the  contagious  laughter  spread  to  the  very  Serjeants  from 
the  Commonalty  Hall,  the  kind  of  men-at-arms  whose  stu- 
pidity is  their  uniform.  Quasimodo  alone  preserved  his 
gravity,  for  the  very  good  reason  that  he  understood  nothing 
of  what  was  going  on  around  him.  The  judge,  more  and 
more  indignant,  felt  obliged  to  proceed  in  the  same  strain, 
hoping  in  this  way  to  strike  the  prisoner  with  a  terror  which 
would  react  upon  the  audience  and  restore  them  to  a  due  sense 
of  respect  for  him. 

"  So  then,  perverse  and  thievish  knave,  you  venture  to 
insult  the  auditor  of  the  Chatelet,  the  chief  magistrate  of  the 
police  courts  of  Paris,  appointed  to  inquire  into  all  crimes, 
offences,  and  misdemeanours ;  to  control  all  trades  and  prevent 
monopoly;  to  keep  the  pavements  in  repair;  to  put  down 
hucksters  of  poultry,  fowl,  and  wild  game ;  to  superintend  the 
measuring  of  logs  and  firewood;  to  cleanse  the  city  of  mud 
and  the  air  of  contagious  diseases, —  in  a  word,  to  watch  con- 
tinually over  the  public  welfare,  without  wages  or  hope  of 
salary!  Do  you  know  that  my  name  is  Florian  Barbedienne, 
and  that  I  am  the  lord  provost's  own  deputy,  and,  moreover, 
commissary,  comptroller,  and  examiner  with  equal  power  in 
provost}',  bailiwick,  court  of  registration,  and  presidial 
court?" 

There  is  no  reason  why  a  deaf  man  talking  to  a  deaf  man 
should  ever  cease.  Heaven  knows  when  Master  Florian,  thus 
launched  on  the  full  flood  of  his  own  eloquence,  would  have 
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paused,  if  the  low  door  at  the  back  of  the  room  had  not  sud- 
denly opened  and  admitted  the  provost  himself. 

At  his  entrance  Master  Florian  did  not  stop  short,  but 
turning  half  round  on  his  heel  and  abruptly  addressing  to  the 
provost  the  harangue  with  which  but  a  moment  before  he  was 
overwhelming  Quasimodo,  he  said :  "  My  lord,  I  demand  such 
sentence  as  it  may  please  you  to  inflict  upon  the  prisoner  here 
present,  for  his  grave  and  heinous  contempt  of  court." 

And  he  sat  down  again  quite  out  of  breath,  wiping  away 
the  big  beads  of  moisture  which  ran  down  his  face  like  tears, 
wetting  the  papers  spread  out  before  him.  Master  Robert 
d'E.stouteville  frowned,  and  commanded  Quasimodo's  atten- 
tion by  a  sign  so  imperious  and  significant  that  even  the  deaf 
man  understood  something  of  his  meaning. 

The  provost  addressed  him  severely :  "  What  brings  you 
here,  scoundrel?  " 

The  poor  wretch,  supposing  that  the  provost  asked  his 
name,  broke  his  wonted  silence,  and  answered  in  a  hoarse  and 
gutiural  voice,  "  Quasimodo." 

The  answer  had  so  little  to  do  with  the  question  that  an 
irresistible  laugh  again  ran  round  the  room,  and  Master  Rob- 
ert cried  out,  red  with  rage,  — 

"  Would  you  mock  me  too,  you  arrant  knave  ?  " 

"  Bell-ringer  of  Notre-Dame,"  replied  Quasimodo,  fancy- 
ing himself  called  upon  to  explain  to  the  judge  who  he  was. 

"  Bell-ringer,  indeed !  "  responded  the  provost,  who,  as  we 
have  already  said,  had  waked  in  an  ill  enough  humour  that 
morning  not  to  require  any  fanning  of  the  flames  of  his  fury 
by  such  strange  answers.  "  Bell-ringer !  I'll  have  a  peal  of 
switches  rung  upon  your  back  through  all  the  streets  of  Paris ! 
Do  you  hear  me,  rascal?  " 

"  If  you  want  to  know  my  age,"  said  Quasimodo,  "  I  be- 
lieve I  shall  be  twenty  on  Saint  Martin's  Day." 

This  was  too  much ;  the  provust  could  bear  it  no  longer. 

"  Oh,  you  defy  the  provost's  office,  do  you,  wretch !  Ver- 
gers, take  this  scamp  to  the  pillory  in  the  Greve;  beat  him 
well,  and  then  turn  him  for  an  hour.  He  shall  pay  me  for  this, 
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odzooks !  And  I  order  this  sentence  to  be  proclaimed,  by  the 
aid  of  four  sworn  trumpeters,  throughout  the  seven  castellanies 
of  the  viscounty  of  Paris." 

The  clerk  at  once  wrote  down  the  sentence. 

"  A  wise  sentence,  by  God !  "  exclaimed  the  little  student, 
Jehan  Frollo  du  Moulin,  from  his  corner. 

The  provost  turned,  and  again  fixed  his  flashing  eyes  upon 
Quasimodo :  "  I  believe  the  scamp  said  '  By  God ! '  Clerk, 
add  a  fine  of  twelve  Paris  pence  for  swearing,  and  let  half  of 
it  go  to  the  Church  of  Saint  Eustache ;  I  am  particularly  fond 
of  Saint  Eustache." 

In  a  few  moments  the  sentence  was  drawn  up.  It  was  sim- 
ple and  brief  in  tenor.  The  common  law  of  the  provosty  and 
viscounty  of  Paris  had  not  yet  been  elaborated  by  the  president, 
Thibaut  Baillet,  and  by  Roger  Barmue,  the  king's  advocate ; 
it  was  not  then  obscured  by  that  mass  of  quirks  and  quibbles 
which  these  two  lawyers  introduced  at  the  beginning  of  the 
sixteenth  century.  Everything  about  it  was  clear,  expedi- 
tious, and  explicit.  It  went  straight  to  the  mark,  and  at  the 
end  of  every  path,  unconcealed  by  brambles  or  briers,  the 
wheel,  the  gallows,  or  the  pillory  were  plainly  to  be  seen  from 
the  very  outset.  At  least,  you  knew  what  was  coming. 

The  clerk  handed  the  sentence  to  the  provost,  who  affixed 
his  seal  to  it,  and  left  the  room  to  continue  his  round  of  the 
courts,  in  a  state  of  mind  which  must  have  added 'largely  that 
day  to  the  population  of  the  jails  of  Paris.  Jehan  Frollo 
and  Robin  Poussepain  laughed  in  their  sleeves.  Quasimodo 
looked  on  with  indifference  and  surprise. 

But  the  clerk,  just  as  Master  Florian  Barbedienne  was 
reading  the  sentence  in  his  turn  before  signing  it,  felt  a 
twinge  of  pity  for  the  poor  devil  of  a  prisoner,  and  in  the 
hope  of  gaining  some  diminution  of  his  punishment,  leaned 
as  close  as  he  could  to  the  auditor's  ear,  and  said,  pointing  to 
Quasimodo,  "  That  fellow  is  deaf." 

He  hoped  that  their  common  infirmity  might  rouse  Master 
Florian's  interest  in  the  prisoner's  favour.  But,  in  the  first 
pk.ce,  we  have  already  observed  that  Master  Florian  did  not 
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caro  to  have  his  deafness  noticed.  In  the  next  place,  he  was 
so  hard  of  hearing  that  he  caught  not  one  word  of  what  the 
clerk  said  to  him ;  and  yet,  he  wanted  to  have  it  appear  that 
he  heard,  and  therefore  answered.  "  Oho !  that's  a  different 
matter;  I  did  not  know  that.  Give  him  another  hour  in  the 
pillory,  in  that  case." 

And  he  signed  the  sentence  with  this  modification. 

"  Well  done !  "  said  Robin  Poussepain,  who  bore  Quasimodo 
a  grudge ;  "  that  will  teach  him  to  maltreat  folks." 


CHAPTER  II 

THE   RAT-HOLE 

WITH   the   reader's   permission,   we  will   return   to   the 
Greve  which  we  left  yesterday  with  Gringoire,  to  fol- 
low Esmeralda. 

It  is  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning;  everything  smacks  of  the 
day  after  a  holiday.  The  pavement  is  covered  with  frag- 
ments,—  ribbons,  scraps,  feathers  from  the  plumes,  drops  of 
wax  from  the  torches,  crumbs  from  the  public  feast.  A  num- 
ber of  citizens  are  lounging  here  and  there,  occasionally  stir- 
ring the  dying  embers  of  the  bonfire  with  their  feet,  going 
into  ecstasies  over  the  Pillar  House,  as  they  recall  the  fine 
hangings  of  the  previous  day,  and  staring  at  the  nails  which 
held  them,  the  last  remnant  of  their  pleasure.  The  venders 
of  cider  and  beer  roll  their  barrels  through  the  various  groups. 
A  few  busy  passers  come  and  go.  The  shop-keepers  chat  and 
gossip  with  one  another  at  the  door  of  their  shops.  The  fes- 
tival, the  ambassadors,  Coppenhole,  the  Lord  of  Misrule,  are 
,  ^  on  every  tongue,  each  vying  with  the  other  in  the  severity  of 
)'.his  criticisms  and  the  loudness  of  his  laughter.  And  yet  four 
I  mounted  police,  who  have  just  stationed  themselves  at  the  four 
corners  of  the  pillory,  have  already  collected  about  them  a 
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goodly  portion  of  the  populace  scattered  about  the  square,  and 
willing  to  stand  stupidly  still  for  any  length  of  time,  in  the 
hope  of  witnessing  some  petty  punishment. 

If  now  the  reader,  having  looked  upon  this  lively  and  noisy 
scene  enacting  in  every  part  of  the  square,  will  turn  his  gaze 
towards  that  ancient  half-Gothic,  half-Roman  structure  known 
as  Tour-Roland,  which  forms  the  western  angle  of  the  quay, 
he  may  perceive  at  the  corner  of  its  fa9ade  a  large  public 
breviary,  richly  illuminated,  protected  from  the  rain  by  a 
small  pent-house,  and  from  thieves  by  a  grating,  which,  how- 
ever, allows  the  passer-by  to  turn  over  its  leaves.  Beside  this 
breviary  is  a  narrow  arched  window,  guarded  by  two  iron  bars 
placed  crosswise,  and  looking  out  upon  the  square, —  the  only 
opening  through  which  a  little  air  and  light  reach  a  tiny  cell 
without  a  door,  built  on  the  ground-floor,  in  the  thickness  of 
the  wall  of  the  old  house,  and  filled  with  a  peace  made  more 
profound,  a  silence  made  more  melancholy,  by  the  fact  that  a 
public  square,  the  noisiest  and  most  thickly  peopled  place  in 
all  Paris,  swarms  and  shrieks  just  outside. 

This  cell  has  been  celebrated  throughout  Paris  for  almost 
three  centuries ;  since  Madame  Rolande,  of  the  Tour-Roland, 
being  in  mourning  for  her  father,  who  died  while  on  a  Cru- 
sade, had  it  hewec!  out  of  the  wall  of  her  own  house  and  shut 
herself  up  in  it  forever,  keeping  no  part  of  her  palace  but 
this  one  lodging,  the  door  of  which  was  walled  up  and  the 
window  open,  in  winter  as  in  summer,  giving  all  the  rest  of  her 
property  to  God  and  the  poor.  The  desolate  dame  did  indeed 
await  death  for  twenty  years  within  this  premature  tomb,  pray- 
ing night  and  day  for  her  father's  soul,  sleeping  upon  a  bed 
of  ashes,  without  even  a  stone  for  pillow,  clad  in  black  sack- 
cloth, and  living  on  such  portions  of  bread  and  water  as  the 
pity  of  the  passers-by  placed  on  her  window-sill ;  thus  accept- 
ing charity  after  having  bestowed  it.  At  her  death,  as  she  was 
about  to  pass  to  another  tomb,  she  bequeathed  this  one  in  per- 
petuity to  all  afflicted  women,  mothers,  widows,  or  daughters, 
who  had  great  need  to  pray  for  others  or  themselves,  and  who 
wished  to  bury  themselves  alive  in  token  of  their  great  grief 
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or  great  penitence.  The  poor  of  her  time  paid  her  the  best 
of  funeral  rites  in  their  tears  and  blessings ;  but,  to  their  great 
regret,  the  pious  dame  could  not  be  canonized  a  saint,  for  lack 
of  patronage.  Those  of  them  who  were  inclined  to  be  im- 
pious hoped  that  the  matter  might  be  more  readily  arranged 
in  paradise  than  at  Rome,  and  quite  simply  prayed  to  God 
instead  of  to  the  Pope,  for  the  deceased.  Most  of  them  were 
satisfied  with  holding  her  memory  sacred  and  making  relics  of 
hei1  rags.  The  city,  for  its  part,  founded  for  the  lady's  sake 
a  public  breviary,  which  was  fastened  to  the  wall  near  the 
window  of  the  cell,  so  that  those  who  passed  might  occasion- 
ally stop,  if  only  to  pray,  that  so  the  prayer  might  lead  them 
to  think  of  alms,  and  that  the  poor  recluses,  the  heirs  of  Mad- 
ame Rolande's  cell,  might  not  die  of  hunger  and  neglect. 

Nor  was  this  sort  of  tomb  a  great  rarity  in  the  cities  of  the 
Middle  Ages.  There  might  frequently  be  found,  in  the  most 
crowded  street,  in  the  most  motley  and  clamorous  market-place, 
in  the  very  midst  of  the  confusion,  under  the  horses'  feet,  un- 
der the  cart-wheels,  as  it  were,  a  cellar,  a  well,  a  walled  and 
grated  cell,  within  which  some  human  being  prayed  night  and 
day,  voluntarily  vowed  to  everlasting  lamentation,  to  some 
exiraordinary  expiation.  And  all  the  reflections  which  would 
be  roused  to-day  by  so  singular  a  sight, —  that  horrid  cell,  a 
sort  of  connecting  link  between  the  house  and  the  tomb,  the 
cemetery  and  the  city ;  that  living  creature  cut  off  from  human 
companionship  and  thenceforth  reckoned  with  the  dead;  that 
lanp  consuming  its  last  drop  of  oil  in  darkness ;  that  remnant 
of  life  flickering  in  a  grave ;  that  breath,  that  voice,  that  per- 
petual prayer,  in  a  coffin  of  stone;  that  face  forever  turned 
tov/ards  the  other  world;  that  eye  already  illumined  by  an- 
other sun;  that  ear  glued  to  the  wall  of  the  tomb;  that  soul 
imprisoned  in  that  body;  that  body  imprisoned  in  that  dun- 
geon; and  beneath  that  double  casing  of  flesh  and  stone  the 
murmur  of  that  suffering  soul, —  nothing  of  all  this  was 
noted  by  the  crowd. 

The  unreasoning  and  far  from  subtile  piety  of  that  day 
could  not  conceive  of  so  many  sides  to  an  act  of  religion.  It 
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viewed  the  thing  as  a  whole,  and  honoured,  venerated,  sanctified 
the  sacrifice  if  need  be,  but  did  not  analyze  the  suffering,  and 
pitied  it  but  slightly.  It  occasionally  bestowed  some  pittance 
on  the  wretched  penitent,  looked  through  the  hole  to  see  if  he 
were  still  alive,  knew  not  his  name,  hardly  knew  how  many 
years  it  was  since  he  began  to  die,  and  to  the  stranger  who 
asked  about  the  living  skeleton  rotting  in  that  cellar,  the 
neighbours  simply  answered,  "  That  is  the  recluse." 

People  saw  things  in  this  way  then, —  without  metaphysics, 
without  exaggeration,  without  magnifying-glass,  with  the 
naked  eye.  The  microscope  had  not  yet  been  invented,  either 
for  material  or  for  spiritual  things. 

Besides,  although  people  marvelled  so  little  at  them,  in- 
stances of  this  kind  of  claustration  in  the  heart  of  a  town  were 
really  very  frequent,  as  we  just  now  observed.  Paris  con- 
tained a  goodly  number  of  these  cells  for  praying  to  God  and 
doing  penance ;  they  were  almost  all  occupied.  It  is  true  that 
the  clergy  did  not  care  to  leave  them  empty,  as  that  would  imply 
luke-warmness  among  the  faithful;  and  they  therefore  put 
lepers  into  them  when  they  had  no  penitents.  Besides  the  cell 
in  the  Greve,  there  was  one  at  Montfaucon,  one  at  the  charnel- 
house  of  the  Cemetery  of  the  Innocents,  another, —  I've  for- 
gotten just  where, —  at  Clichon  House,  I  believe;  others  again 
in  many  other  places,  traces  of  which  may  yet  be  found  in 
popular  tradition,  for  lack  of  monuments.  The  University 
had  also  cells  of  its  own.  On  St.  Genevieve's  Mount  a  kind 
of  mediaeval  Job  for  thirty  years  sang  the  seven  penitential 
psalms  upon  a  dunghill,  at  the  bottom  of  a  cistern,  beginning 
again  whenever  he  reached  the  end,  chanting  louder  by  night, 
—  magna  voce  per  umbras;  and  even  now  the  antiquary  fan- 
cies that  he  hears  his  voice  when  he  enters  the  street  known  as 
Rue  Puits-qui-parle  ("  Talking  Well"). 

But  to  keep  to  the  cell  of  the  Tour-Roland,  we  should  men- 
tion that  it  had  never  wanted  for  recluses.  Since  Madame 
Rolande's  death,  it  had  seldom  been  vacant  for  more  than  a 
year.  Many  women  had  gone  thither  to  weep,  until  death,  for 
parents,  lovers,  or  sins.  Parisian  malice,  which  interferes 
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with  everything,  even  those  things  which  concern  it  least,  as- 
serted that  very  few  widows  had  ever  been  seen  within  its 
walls. 

As  was  the  fashion  of  that  period,  a  Latin  inscription  on 
the  wall  informed  the  learned  passers-by  of  the  pious  purpose 
of  this  cell.  The  custom  was  retained  until  the  middle  of  the 
sixteenth  century,  of  explaining  the  purpose  of  a  building  by 
a  brief  device  inscribed  above  the  door.  Thus  we  still  read  in 
France,  over  the  gate  of  the  prison  belonging  to  the  manor  of 
the  Lord  of  Tourville:  "  Sileto  et  spera;  "  in  Ireland,  under 
the  escutcheon  over  the  great  door  of  Fortescue  Castle: 
"  Forte  scutum,  solus  ducum;  "  and  in  England,  over  the 
main  entrance  to  the  hospitable  manor  of  Earl  Cowper: 
"  T'tum  est."  In  those  days  every  edifice  embodied  a  thought. 

As  there  was  no  door  to  the  walled  cell  in  the  Tour-Roland, 
some  one  had  carved  in  Roman  capitals  over  the  window  these 
two  words : — 

"  TU,  ORA." 

Hence  the  people,  whose  mind  never  grasps  such  nice  dis- 
tinctions, and  who  are  quite  ready  to  translate  Ludovico 
Magno  into  the  Porte  Saint-Denis,  gave  this  dark,  damp, 
gloomy  cavern  the  name  of  the  "  Trou-aux-Rats,"  or  the  Rat- 
Holo, —  an  explanation  possibly  less  sublime,  but  certainly 
more  picturesque  than  the  other. 


CHAPTER  III 

THE  STORY  OF  A  WHEATEN  CAKE 

AT  the  time  of  which  this  story  treats,  the  cell  in  the  Tour- 
Roland  was  occupied.     If  the  reader  wish  to  know  by 
whom,  he  has  but  to  listen  to  the  conversation  of  three  worthy 
gossips,  who,  at  the  moment  when  we  drew  his  attention  to 

14 
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the  Rat-Hole,  were  walking  directly  that  way,  going  from  the 
Chatelet  towards  the  Greve,  along  the  water's  edge. 

Two  of  these  women  were  dressed  like  good  citizens  of 
Paris.  Their  fine  white  gorgets;  their  petticoats  of  striped 
linsey-woolsey,  red  and  blue;  their  white  knitted  stockings, 
with  coloured  clocks,  pulled  well  up  over  the  leg ;  their  square- 
toed  shoes  of  tan-coloured  leather  with  black  soles ;  and  above 
all  their  head-dress, —  a  sort  of  tinsel  horn  overloaded  with 
ribbons  and  lace,  still  worn  by  the  women  of  Champagne  and 
by  the  grenadiers  of  the  Russian  Imperial  Guard, —  proclaim- 
ing that  they  belonged  to  that  class  of  rich  tradesfolk  occupy- 
ing the  middle  ground  between  what  servants  call  "  a  woman  " 
and  what  they  call  "  a  lady."  They  wore  neither  rings  nor 
gold  crosses;  and  it  was  easy  to  see  that  this  was  not  from 
poverty,  but  quite  simply  from  fear  of  a  fine.  Their  com- 
panion was  attired  in  much  the  same  style;  but  there  was 
something  in  her  appearance  and  manner  which  bespoke  the 
country  notary's  wife.  It  was  evident  by  the  way  in  which 
her  girdle  was  arranged  high  above  her  hips,  that  she  had  not 
been  in  Paris  long;  add  to  this  a  pleated  gorget,  knots  of 
ribbon  on  her  shoes,  the  fact  that  the  stripes  of  her  petticoat 
ran  breadthwise  and  not  lengthwise,  and  a  thousand  other 
enormities  revolting  to  good  taste. 

The  first  two  walked  with  the  gait  peculiar  to  Parisian 
women  showing  Paris  to  their  country  friends.  The  country- 
woman held  by  the  hand  a  big  boy,  who  grasped  in  his  hand 
a  large  cake.  We  regret  that  we  must  add  that,  owing  to  the 
severity  of  the  season,  his  tongue  did  duty  as  a  pocket-hand- 
kerchief. 

The  child  loitered  ("  non  passibus  cequis,"  as  Virgil  has 
it),  and  stumbled  constantly,  for  which  his  mother  scolded  him 
well.  True,  he  paid  far  more  attention  to  the  cake  than  to 
the  pavement.  Undoubtedly  he  had  some  grave  reason  for 
not  biting  it  (the  cake),  for  he  contented  himself  with  gazing 
affectionately  at  it.  But  his  mother  should  have  taken  charge 
of  the  cake.  It  was  cruel  to  make  a  Tantalus  of  the  chubby 
child. 
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But  the  three  damsels  (for  the  term  "  dame  "  was  then  re- 
served for  noble  ladies)  were  all  talking  at  once. 

"  Make  haste,  Damoiselle  Mahiette,"  said  the  youngest 
of  the  three,  who  was  also  the  biggest,  to  the  country- 
woman. "  I  am  mightily  afraid  we  shall  be  too  late ;  they 
told  us  at  the  Chatelet  that  he  was  to  be  taken  directly  to 
the  pillory." 

"  Nonsense !  What  do  you  mean,  Damoiselle  Oudarde  Mus- 
nier?  "  replied  the  other  Parisian.  "  He  is  to  spend  two  hours 
in  the  pillory.  We  have  plenty  of  time.  Did  you  ever  see 
any  one  pilloried,  my  dear  Mahiette?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  country-woman,  "  at  Rheims." 

"Pooh!  What's  your  pillory  at  Rheims?  A  miserable 
cage,  where  they  turn  nothing  but  peasants !  A  fine  sight, 
truly!" 

"  Nothing  but  peasants !  "  said  Mahiette,  "  in  the  Cloth- 
market!  at  Rheims!  We've  seen  some  very  fine  criminals 
there, —  people  who  had  killed  both  father  and  mother !  Peas- 
ants, indeed!  What  do  you  take  us  for,  Gervaise?  " 

The  country-lady  was  certainly  on  the  eve  of  losing  her 
temper  in  defence  of  her  pillory.  Fortunately  the  discreet 
Damoiselle  Oudarde  Musnier  changed  the  subject  in  time: — 

"  By-the-bye,  Damoiselle  Mahiette,  what  do  you  say  to  our 
Flemish  ambassadors?  Have  you  any  as  fine  at  Rheims?  " 

"  I  confess,"  answered  Mahiette,  "  that  there  is  no  place 
like  Paris  for  seeing  such  Flemings  as  those." 

"  Did  you  see  among  the  embassy  that  great  ambassador 
who  is  a  hosier?  "  asked  Oudarde. 

"  Yes,"  responded  Mahiette.  "  He  looks  like  a  regular 
Jaturn." 

"  And  that  fat  one  with  the  smooth  face?  "  added  Gervaise. 
4  And  that  little  fellow  with  small  eyes  and  red  lids,  as  ragged 
ind  hairy  as  a  head  of  thistle?  " 

"  Their  horses  were  the  finest  sight,"  said  Oudarde,  "  dressed 
>ut  in  the  fashion  of  their  country." 

"  Oh,  my  dear,"  interrupted  the  rustic  Mahiette,  assuming 

air  of  superiority  in  her  turn,  "  what  would  you  say  if  you 
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had  seen,  in  1461,  at  the  coronation  at  Rheims,  now  eighteen 
years  ago,  the  horses  of  the  princes  and  of  the  king's  escort? 
Housings  and  trappings  of  every  description :  some  of  dam- 
ask cloth,  of  fine  cloth  of  gold,  trimmed  with  sable ;  others, 
of  velvet,  trimmed  with  ermines'  tails ;  others,  loaded  down 
with  goldsmiths'  work  and  great  gold  and  silver  bells !  And 
the  money  that  it  must  have  cost !  And  the  lovely  page-boys 
that  rode  on  them !  " 

"  That  dees  not  alter  the  fact,"  drily  responded  Damoiselie 
Oudarde,  "  that  the  Flemings  have  very  fine  horses,  and  that 
they  had  a  splendid  supper  last  night  given  them  by  the 
mayor  at  the  City  Hall,  where  they  were  treated  to  sugar- 
plums, hippocras,  spices,  and  other  rarities." 

"  What  are  you  talking  about,  neighbor !  "  cried  Gervaise. 
"  It  was  at  the  Petit-Bourbon,  with  the  Cardinal,  that  the 
Flemings  supped." 

"  Not  at  all.     At  the  City  Hall !  " 

"  Yes,  indeed.     At  the  Petit-Bourbon!" 

"  So  surely  was  it  at  the  City  Hall,"  returned  Oudarde, 
sharply,  "  that  Doctor  Scourable  made  them  a  speech  in 
Latin  with  which  they  seemed  mightily  pleased.  It  was 
my  husband,  who  is  one  of  the  licensed  copyists,  who  told 
me  so." 

"  So  surely  was  it  at  the  Petit-Bourbon,"  replied  Gervaise, 
with  no  whit  less  of  animation,  "  that  I  can  give  you  a  list 
of  what  the  Cardinal's  attorney  treated  them  to :  Twelve  dou- 
ble quarts  of  hippocras,  white,  yellow,  and  red ;  twenty-four 
boxes  of  double-gilt  Lyons  marchpane ;  as  many  wax  torches 
of  two  pounds  each,  and  six  half-casks  of  Beaune  wine,  red 
and  white,  the  best  to  be  found.  I  hope  that's  decisive.  I 
have  it  from  my  husband,  who  is  captain  of  fifty  men  in  the 
Commonalty  Hall,  and  who  was  only  this  morning  comparing 
the  Flemish  ambassadors  with  those  sent  by  Prester  John  and 
the  Emperor  of  Trebizond,  who  came  from  Mesopotamia  to 
Paris  during  the  reign  of  the  last  king,  and  who  had  rings  in 
their  ears." 

"  It  is  so  true  that  they  supped  at  the  City  Hall,"  replied 


NOTRE-DAME  213 

Oudarde,  but  little  moved  by  this  display  of  eloquence,  "  that 
no  one  ever  saw  such  an  exhibition  of  meats  and  sugar-plums 
before." 

4*  But  I  tell  you  that  they  were  served  by  Le  Sec,  one  of 
the  city  guard,  at  the  Petit-Bourbon,  and  that's  what  misled 
you." 

"  At  the  City  Hall,  I  say !  " 

fct  At  the  Petit-Bourbon,  my  dear !  For  didn't  they  illu- 
minate the  word  '  Hope,'  which  is  written  over  the  great  en- 
trance, with  magical  glasses  ?  " 

"  At  the  City  Hall !  at  the  City  Hall !  Don't  I  tell  you 
that  Husson-le-Voir  played  the  flute?" 

"I  tell  you,  no!" 

"  I  tell  you,  yes !  " 

"And  I  tell  you,  no!" 

The  good  fat  Oudarde  was  making  ready  to  reply,  and  the 
quarrel  might  have  come  to  blows,  if  Mahiette  had  not  sud- 
denly exclaimed,  "  Only  see  those  people  crowding  together  at 
the  end  of  the  bridge!  There's  something  in  the  midst  of 
them,  at  which  they're  all  looking." 

"  Truly,"  said  Gervaise,  "  I  do  hear  the  sound  of  a  tam- 
bourine. I  verily  believe  it's  that  little  Smeralda  playing  her 
tricks  with  her  goat.  Come  quick,  Mahiette!  Make  haste 
and  pull  your  boy  along  faster.  You  came  here  to  see  all  the 
sights  of  Paris.  Yesterday  you  saw  the  Flemings ;  to-day 
yoa  must  see  the  gipsy  girl." 

*'  The  gipsy,"  said  Mahiette,  turning  back  abruptly,  and 
grasping  her  son's  arm  more  firmly.  "  Heaven  preserve  us! 
She  might  steal  my  child!  —  Come,  Eustache!" 

And  she  set  out  running  along  the  quay  towards  the  Greve, 
until  she  had  left  the  bridge  far  behind  her.  But  the  child, 
whom  she  dragged  after  her,  stumbled,  and  fell  upon  his 
knees;  she  stopped,  out  of  breath.  Oudarde  and  Gervaise 
rejoined  her. 

"  That  gipsy  girl  steal  your  child ! "  said  Gervaise. 
"What  a  strange  idea!" 

Mahiette  shook  her  head  with  a  pensive  air. 
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"  The  queer  part  of  it  is,"  observed  Oudarde,  "  that  the 
nun  has  the  same  opinion  of  the  gipsies." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  the  nun  ?  "  said  Mahiette. 

"  Why !  "  said  Oudarde,  "  Sister  Gudule." 

"  And  who,"  returned  Mahiette,  "  is  Sister  Gudule?  " 

"  You  must  indeed  be  from  Rheims,  not  to  know  that !  " 
replied  Oudarde.  "  She  is  the  recluse  of  the  Rat-Hole." 

"  What !  "  asked  Mahiette,  "  the  poor  woman  to  whom  we 
are  carrying  this  cake?  " 

Oudarde  nodded. 

"  Exactly  so.  You  will  see  her  presently  at  her  window 
on  the  Greve.  She  feels  just  as  you  do  about  those  gipsy 
vagabonds  who  go  about  drumming  on  the  tambourine  and 
telling  people's  fortunes.  No  one  knows  what  gave  her  such 
a  horror  of  gipsies.  But  you,  Mahiette, —  why  should  you 
take  to  your  heels  in  such  haste  at  the  mere  sight  of  them  ?  " 

"  Oh,"  said  Mahiette,  clasping  her  child  to  her  bosom,  "  I 
could  not  bear  to  have  the  same  thing  happen  to  me  that  hap- 
pened to  Paquette  la  Chantefleurie." 

"  Oh,  do  tell  us  the  story,  my  dear  Mahiette,"  said  Ger- 
vaise,  taking  her  arm. 

"  Gladly,"  answered  Mahiette ;  "  but  you  must  indeed  be 
from  Paris,  not  to  know  that !  You  must  know,  then, —  but 
we  need  not  stand  here  to  tell  the  tale, —  that  Paquette  la 
Chantefleurie  was  a  pretty  girl  of  eighteen  when  I  was  one 
too ;  that  is  to  say,  some  eighteen  years  ago,  and  it  is  her  own 
fault  if  she  is  not  now,  like  me,  a  happy,  hale,  and  hearty 
mother  of  six-and-thirty,  with  a  husband  and  a  son.  How- 
ever, from  the  time  she  was  fourteen,  it  was  too  late!  She 
was  the  daughter  of  Guybertaut,  minstrel  to  the  boats  at 
Rheims,  the  same  who  played  before  King  Charles  VII.,  at  his 
coronation,  when  he  sailed  down  the  river  Vesle  from  Sillery 
to  Muison,  and,  more  by  token,  the  Maid  of  Orleans  was  in 
the  boat  with  him.  Her  old  father  died  when  Paquette  was 
still  a  mere  child ;  then  she  had  no  one  but  her  mother,  a  sister 
to  Pradon,  the  master  brazier  and  coppersmith  at  Paris,  in  the 
Rue  Parin-Garlin,  who  died  last  year.  You  see  that  she  came 
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of  an  honest  family.  The  mother  was  a  good,  simple  woman, 
unfortunately,  and  taught  Paquette  nothing  but  a  little 
fringe-making  and  toy-making,  which  did  not  keep  the  child 
i'rom  growing  very  tall  and  remaining  very  poor.  The  two 
lived  at  Rheims,  on  the  water's  edge,  in  the  Rue  Folle-Peine. 
Note  this.  I  think  this  was  what  brought  ill-luck  to  Paquette. 
In  '61,  the  year  of  the  coronation  of  our  King  Louis  XL, — 
may  Heaven  preserve  him !  —  Paquette  was  so  merry  and  so 
pretty  that  every  one  knew  her  as  Chantefleurie.1  Poor  girl ! 
She  had  lovely  teeth,  and  she  liked  to  laugh,  so  that  she  might 
show  them.  Now,  a  girl  who  likes  to  laugh  is  on  the  high- 
road to  weep;  fine  teeth  spoil  fine  eyes.  Such  was  Chante- 
fteurie.  She  and  her  mother  had  hard  work  to  earn  a  living ; 
they  were  greatly  reduced  after  the  minstrel's  death;  their 
fringe-making  did  not  bring  them  in  more  than  six  farthings 
£'.  week,  which  doesn't  make  quite  two  pence.  Where  was  the 
time  when  Father  Guybertaut  earned  twelve  Paris  pence  at  a 
single  coronation  for  a  single  song?  One  winter  (it  was  that 
same  year  of  '61),  when  the  two  women  had  not  a  stick  of  fire- 
wood and  it  was  bitterly  cold,  the  cold  gave  Chantefleurie  such 
a  fine  colour  that  the  men  called  her  Paquette, —  some  called 
her  Paquerette,2 —  and  she  went  to  the  bad. —  Eustache!  don't 
you  let  me  see  you  nibble  that  cake !  —  We  soon  saw  that  she 
was  ruined,  when  she  came  to  church  one  fine  Sunday  with  a 
gold  cross  on  her  neck.  At  fourteen  years  of  age!  Think 
of  that !  First  it  was  the  young  Vicomte  de  Cormontreuil, 
whose  castle  is  about  three  quarters  of  a  league  away  from 
Kheims;  then  M.  Henri  de  Triancourt,  the  king's  equerry; 
then  something  lower,  Chiart  de  Beaulin,  serjeant-at-arms; 
then,  still  lower,  Guery  Aubergeon,  the  king's  carver;  then, 
Mace  de  Frepus,  the  dauphin's  barber;  then,  Thevenin-le- 
Moine,  the  king's  cook;  then,  still  descending  to  older  and 
meaner  men,  she  fell  into  the  hands  of  Guillaume  Racine,  viol- 
player,  and  of  Thierry-de-Mer,  the  lantern-maker.  Then  - 
poor  Chantefleurie !  —  she  became  common  property ;  she  had 
<!ome  to  the  last  copper  of  her  gold  piece.  How  shall  I  tell 
i  The  song-blossom.  2  A  daisy. 
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you,  ladies?  At  the  time  of  the  coronation,  in  that  same  year 
'61,  it  was  she  who  made  the  king  of  ribalds'  bed, —  that  self- 
same year !  " 

Mahiette  sighed,  and  wiped  a  tear  from  her  cheek. 

"  No  very  uncommon  story,"  said  Gervaise ;  "  and  I  don't 
see  that  it  has  anything  to  do  with  gipsies,  or  with  children." 

"  Patience !  "  replied  Mahiette :  "  we  shall  soon  come  to  the 
child.  In  '66,  sixteen  years  ago  this  very  month,  on  Saint 
Paula's  Day,  Paquette  gave  birth  to  a  little  girl.  Poor  thing ! 
Great  was  her  joy;  she  had  long  wished  for  a  child.  Her 
mother,  good  woman,  who  never  knew  how  to  do  anything  but 
shut  her  eyes  to  her  daughter's  faults, —  her  mother  was  dead. 
Paquette  had  no  one  left  to  love,  no  one  to  love  her.  Five 
years  had  passed  since  her  fall,  and  Chantefleurie  was  but  a 
miserable  creature.  She  was  alone,  alone  in  the  world,  pointed 
at,  hooted  after  in  the  street,  beaten  by  the  police,  mocked  by 
little  ragged  boys.  And  then,  she  was  now  twenty  years  old ; 
&nd  twenty  is  old  age  to  such  women.  Vice  had  ceased  to 
bring  her  in  much  more  than  her  fringe-making  used  to  do; 
every  fresh  wrinkle  took  away  another  coin.  Winter  was  once 
more1  a  hard  season  for  her;  wood  was  again  scarce  upon  her 
hearth,  and  bread  in  her  cupboard.  She  could  no  longer 
work ;  for  when  she  took  to  a  life  of  pleasure  she  learned  to  br 
lazy,  and  she  suffered  far  more  than  before,  because  in  learn- 
ing to  be  lazy  she  became  accustomed  to  pleasure, —  at  least, 
that's  the  way  the  priest  of  Saint-Remy  explains  it  to  us  that 
such  women  feel  cold  and  hunger  more  than  other  poor  folks 
do  when  they  are  old." 

"  Yes,"  remarked  Gervaise;  "  but  the  gipsies?  " 

"  One  moment,  Gervaise !  "  said  Oudarde,  whose  attention 
was  less  impatient.  "  What  would  there  be  left  for  the  end, 
if  everything  came  at  the  beginning?  Go  on,  Mahiette, 
please.  Poor  Chantefleurie !  " 

Mahiette  continued :  — 

"  So  she  was  very  wretched,  very  unhappy,  and  her  tears 
wore  deep  furrows  in  her  cheeks.  But  in  her  shame,  her  dis- 
grace, and  her  misery,  it  seemed  to  her  that  she  should  fee] 
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less  ashamed,  less  disgraced,  and  less  miserable,  if  she  had 
something  to  love  or  some  one  to  love  her.  It  must  be  a  child; 
for  only  a  child  could  be  innocent  enough  for  that.  She  rec- 
ognized this  after  trying  to  love  a  thief, —  the  only  man  who 
would  have  anything  to  say  to  her;  but  after  a  little  she  saw 
that  even  the  thief  despised  her.  Women  of  that  sort  must 
have  a  lover  or  a  child  to  fill  up  their  hearts,  otherwise  they 
are  very  unhappy.  As  she  could  not  have  a  lover,  she  gave 
herself  up  to  longing  for  a  child;  and  as  she  had  never  given 
over  being  pious,  she  prayed  night  and  day  that  the  good  God 
would  give  her  one.  The  good  God  had  pity  on  her,  and 
ga^  e  her  a  little  girl.  I  cannot  describe  to  you  her  delight ; 
she  covered  it  with  a  perfect  rain  of  tears,  kisses,  and  caresses. 
She  nursed  her  child  herself,  made  swaddling-clothes  for  it  of 
her  own  coverlet, —  the  only  one  she  had  on  her  bed, —  and 
no  longer  felt  cold  or  hungry.  She  grew  handsome  again. 
An  old  maid  makes  a  young  mother.  She  took  to  her  former 
courses;  her  old  friends  came  back  to  see  her,  and  she  readily 
found  customers  for  her  wares,  and  with  the  price  of  all  these 
iniquities  she  bought  baby  linen,  caps,  and  bibs,  lace  gowns 
and  little  satin  bonnets,  without  ever  thinking  of  buying  her- 
self another  coverlet. —  Master  Eustache  didn't  I  tell  you  not 
to  eat  that  cake?  —  It  is  certain  that  little  Agnes, —  that  was 
the  child's  name,  her  given  name ;  for  as  to  a  surname,  Chante- 
fleurie  had  long  since  ceased  to  have  one, —  it  is  certain  that 
the  little  thing  was  more  tricked  out  with  ribbons  and  em- 
broidery than  a  dauphiness  from  Dauphiny!  Among  other 
things,  she  had  a  pair  of  tiny  shoes,  the  like  of  which  even 
King  Louis  XI.  himself  surely  never  had!  Her  mother 
sewed  and  embroidered  them  herself;  she  put  all  the  dainty 
art*  of  her  fringe-making  into  them,  and  as  many  intricate 
stitches  as  would  make  a  gown  for  the  Holy  Virgin.  They 
were  the  two  sweetest  little  pink  shoes  imaginable.  They  were 
no  longer  than  my  thumb,  and  you  must  have  seen  the  child's 
tin}  feet  slip  out  of  them,  or  you  would  never  have  believed 
they  could  have  gone  in.  To  be  sure,  those  little  feet  were  so 
small,  so  pink,  and  so  pretty !  —  pinker  than  the  satin  of  the 
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shoes !  —  When  you  have  children  of  your  own,  Oudarde,  you 
will  know  that  there  is  nothing  prettier  than  those  little  feet 
and  hands !  " 

"  I  ask  nothing  better,"  said  Oudarde,  sighing ;  "  but  I 
must  wait  the  good  pleasure  of  Master  Andry  Musnier." 

"  Besides,"  resumed  Mahiette,  "  Paquette's  child  had  not 
merely  pretty  feet.  I  saw  her  when  she  was  only  four  months 
old ;  she  was  a  perfect  love !  Her  eyes  were  bigger  than  her 
mouth,  and  she  had  the  finest  black  hair,  which  curled  already ! 
She  would  have  made  a  splendid  brunette  if  she  had  lived  to 
be  sixteen.  Her  mother  became  more  and  more  crazy  about 
her  every  day.  She  fondled  her,  kissed  her,  tickled  her,  washed 
her,  decked  her  out,  almost  ate  her  up!  She  lost  her  head 
over  her;  she  thanked  God  for  her.  Her  pretty  little  pink 
feet  particularly  were  an  endless  wonder,  the  cause  of  a  per- 
fect delirium  of  joy!  Her  lips  were  forever  pressed  to  them; 
she  could  never  cease  admiring  their  smallness.  She  would 
put  them  into  the  tiny  shoes,  take  them  out  again,  admire 
them,  wonder  at  them,  hold  them  up  to  the  light,  pity  them 
when  they  tried  to  walk  upon  the  bed,  and  would  gladly  have 
spent  her  life  on  her  knees,  putting  the  shoes  on  and  off  those 
feet,  as  if  they  had  been  those  of  an  infant  Jesus." 

"  A  very  pretty  story,"  said  Gervaise  in  a  low  voice ;  "  but 
what  has  all  this  to  do  with  gipsies  ?  " 

"This,"  replied  Mahiette.  "There  came  one  day  to 
Rheims  some  very  queer-looking  men  on  horseback.  They 
were  beggars  and  vagrants  roaming  about  the  country,  under 
the  lead  of  their  duke  and  their  counts.  They  were  swarthy, 
all  had  curly  hair,  and  silver  rings  in  their  ears.  The  women 
were  even  uglier  than  the  men.  Their  faces  were  blacker,  and 
always  uncovered ;  they  wore  shabby  blouses,  with  an  old  bit  of 
cloth  woven  of  cords  tied  over  their  shoulders,  and  their  hair 
hung  down  like  a  horse's  tail.  The  children  wallowing  under 
their  feet  would  have  frightened  a  monkey.  A  band  of  out- 
laws!  They  all  came  in  a  direct  line  from  Lower  Egypt  to 
Rheims  by  way  of  Poland.  People  said  that  the  Pope  had 
confessed  them,  and  ordered  them,  by  way  of  penance,  to 
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travel  through  the  world  for  seven  years  in  succession,  with- 
out ever  sleeping  in  beds.  So  they  called  themselves  penitents, 
and  smelt  horribly.  It  seems  that  they  were  once  Saracens, 
so  they  must  have  believed  in  Jupiter;  and  they  demanded  ten 
Tours  pounds  from  every  crosiered  and  mitred  archbishop, 
bishop,  and  abbot.  It  was  a  papal  bull  that  gave  them  this 
right.  They  came  to  Rheims  to  tell  fortunes  in  the  name  of 
the  King  of  Algiers  and  the  Emperor  of  Germany.  You  may 
imagine  that  this  was  quite  enough  reason  for  forbidding 
them  to  enter  the  town.  So  the  whole  band  encamped  near 
the  Porte  de  Braine  with  a  good  grace,  on  that  hill  where  there 
is  a  mill,  close  by  the  old  chalk-pits ;  and  every  one  in  Rheims 
made  haste  to  visit  them.  They  looked  into  your  hand  and 
told  you  most  marvellous  things;  they  were  quite  capable  of 
predicting  to  Judas  that  he  should  be  pope!  And  yet  there 
were  evil  reports  of  their  having  stolen  children,  cut  purses, 
and  eaten  human  flesh.  Wise  folks  said  to  the  simple,  '  Keep 
away  from  them ! '  and  then  went  themselves  in  secret.  It  was 
a  perfect  rage.  The  fact  is,  they  said  things  that  would  have 
amazed  a  cardinal.  Mothers  boasted  loudly  of  their  children, 
after  the  gipsies  had  read  all  sorts  of  miracles  written  in  their 
hands  in  Turkish  and  in  heathen  tongues.  One  had  an  em- 
peror for  her  son,  another  a  pope,  and  another  a  captain. 
Poor  Chantefleurie  was  seized  with  curiosity;  she  longed  to 
know  what  her  child  would  be,  and  whether  her  pretty  little 
Agnes  would  not  one  day  be  Empress  of  Armenia,  or  something 
of  that  sort.  So  she  carried  her  to  the  gipsies ;  and  the  gipsies 
admired  the  child,  caressed  her,  and  kissed  her  with  their  black 
mouths,  and  wondered  at  her  little  hand,  alas !  to  the  great  de- 
light of  her  mother.  They  were  particularly  charmed  with 
her  pretty  feet  and  her  pretty  shoes.  The  child  was  not  a 
year  old  then.  She  already  lisped  a  few  words,  laughed  at 
her  mother  like  a  little  madcap,  was  round  and  fat,  and  had  a 
thousand  enchanting  little  tricks  like  those  of  the  angels  in 
paradise.  She  was  sorely  afraid  of  the  gipsy  women,  and 
cried.  But  her  mother  kissed  her  the  harder,  and  went  away 
charmed  with  the  good  luck  which  the  fortune-tellers  had 
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promised  her  Agnes.  She  was  to  be  beautiful,  virtuous,  and 
a  queen.  She  therefore  returned  to  her  garret  in  the  Rue 
Folle-Peine,  quite  proud  of  carrying  a  queen  in  her  arms. 
Next  day  she  took  advantage  of  a  moment  while  the  child  was 
asleep  on  her  bed  (for  she  always  had  it  sleep  in  her  own  bed), 
softly  left  the  door  ajar,  and  ran  out  to  tell  a  neighbour  in 
the  Rue  de  la  Sechesserie  that  her  daughter  Agnes  would  one 
day  have  the  King  of  England  and  the  Duke  of  Ethiopia  to 
wait  upon  her  at  table,  and  a  hundred  other  surprising  things. 
On  her  return,  hearing  no  sound  as  she  climbed  the  stairs,  she 
said  to  herself,  6  Good !  baby  is  still  asleep.'  She  found  the 
door  much  wider  open  than  she  had  left  it;  but  she  went  in, 
poor  mother!  and  ran  to  the  bed.  The  child  was  gone;  the 
place  was  empty.  There  was  nothing  left  of  the  child  but 
one  of  her  pretty  little  shoes.  She  rushed  from  the  room, 
fleAV  down  the  stairs,  and  began  to  beat  the  walls  with  her  head, 
crying,  '  My  child!  my  child!  Where  is  my  child?  Who  has 
taken  away  my  child?'  The  street  was  deserted,  the  house 
stood  alone;  no  one  could  give  her  any  information.  She 
went  through  the  town,  searched  every  street,  ran  up  and  down 
all  day  long,  mad,  distracted,  terrible,  staring  in  at  doors  and 
windows,  like  a  wild  beast  that  has  lost  its  young.  She  was 
breathless,  dishevelled,  fearful  to  look  upon,  and  there  was  a 
fire  in  her  eyes  which  dried  her  tears.  She  stopped  the  pass- 
ers-by, and  cried,  '  My  daughter !  my  daughter !  my  pretty 
little  daughter!  If  any  one  will  give  me  back  my  daughter,  I 
will  be  his  servant,  the  servant  of  his  dog,  and  he  shall  devour 
riy  heart  if  he  will.'  She  met  the  priest  of  Saint-Remy,  and 
said  to  him :  '  I  will  dig  the  ground  with  my  nails,  only  give 
me  back  my  child ! '  It  was  heartrending,  Oudarde ;  and  I 
saw  a  very  hard-hearted  man,  Master  Ponce  Lacabre,  the  at- 
torney, weep.  Ah,  poor  mother !  When  night  came,  she 
went  home.  During  her  absence  a  neighbor  had  seen  two 
gipsy  women  go  slyly  upstairs  with  a  bundle  in  their  arms, 
then  shut  the  door  again  and  hurry  away.  After  they  had 
gone,  a  child's  cries  were  heard,  coming  from  Paquette's  room. 
The  mother  laughed  wildly,  flew  over  the  stairs  as  if  she  had 


NOTRE-DAME  221 

wirgs,  burst  open  her  door,  and  went  in.  A  frightful  thing 
had  happened,  Oudarde !  Instead  of  her  lovely  little  Agnes, 
so  rosy  and  so  fresh,  who  was  a  gift  from  the  good  God,  there 
lay  a  hideous  little  monster,  blind,  lame,  deformed,  squalling, 
and  crawling  about  the  brick  floor.  She  hid  her  eyes  in  hor- 
ror. 4  Oh ! '  she  exclaimed,  '  can  the  witches  have  changed 
my  daughter  into  this  horrible  beast  ?  '  The  little  club-foot 
was-  hastily  removed ;  he  would  have  driven  her  mad.  He  was 
the  monstrous  offspring  of  some  gipsy  woman  given  over  to 
the  devil.  He  seemed  to  be  about  four  years  old,  and  spoke 
a  language  which  was  no  human  tongue;  such  words  were 
quite  impossible.  Chantefleurie  flung  herself  upon  the  little 
shoe, —  all  that  was  left  her  of  all  that  she  had  loved.  She 
lay  there  so  long,  motionless,  silent,  apparently  not  breathing, 
that  the  neighbours  thought  she  must  be  dead.  Suddenly  she 
trembled  from  head  to  foot,  covered  her  precious  relic  with 
frantic  kisses,  and  burst  into  sobs  as  if  her  heart  were  broken. 
I  at  sure  you  that  we  all  wept  with  her.  She  said :  '  Oh,  my 
little  girl !  my  pretty  little  girl !  where  are  you  ?  '  And  that 
would  have  wrung  your  hearts.  I  cry  now  when  I  think  of  it. 
Our  children,  you  see,  are  the  very  marrow  of  our  bones. — 
My  poor  Eustache !  you  are  so  handsome !  If  you  only  knew 
what  a  darling  he  is!  Yesterday  he  said  to  me,  '  I  mean  to 
one  of  the  city  guard,  I  do.'  Oh,  my  Eustache !  if  I  were 
to  lose  you !  —  Chantefleurie  got  up  all  at  once  and  began  to 

in  about  Rheims,  shouting,  '  To  the  gipsy  camp !  to  the 
;ipe  y  camp  !  Guard,  burn  the  witches  ! '  The  gipsies  were 
gone.  It  was  night.  No  one  could  follow  them.  Next  day, 

"o  leagues  away  from  Rheims,  on  a  heath  between  Gueux  and 

"illoy,  were  found  the  remains  of  a  great  fire,  some  ribbons 
^hi<  h  had  belonged  to  Paquette's  child,  drops  of  blood,  and 

>me  goats'  dung.  The  night  just  passed  happened  to  be  a 
Saturday  night.  No  one  doubted  any  longer  that  the  gipsies 

id  kept  their  Sabbath  on  that  heath,  and  that  they  had  de- 
voured the  child  in  company  with  Beelzebub,  as  the  Mahom- 
etan *  do.  When  Chantefleurie  heard  these  horrible  things, 

le   lid  not  shed  a  tear ;  she  moved  her  lips  as  if  to  speak,  but 
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could  not.  Next  day  her  hair  was  grey.  On  the  following 
day  she  had  disappeared." 

"A  terrible  story  indeed,"  said  Oudarde,  "  and  one  that 
would  make  a  Burgundian  weep !  " 

"  I  am  no  longer  surprised,"  added  Gervaise,  "  that  the 
fear  of  the  gipsies  haunts  you  so." 

"  And  you  had  all  the  more  reason,"  continued  Oudarde, 
"  to  run  away  with  your  Eustache  just  now,  because  these  are 
also  Polish  gipsies." 

"Not  at  all,"  said  Gervaise;  "they  say  they  came  from 
Spain  and  Catalonia." 

"  Catalonia  ?  That  may  be,"  replied  Oudarde ;  "  Polonia, 
Catalonia,  Valonia, —  those  places  are  all  one  to  me ;  I  always 
mix  them  up.  There's  one  thing  sure ;  they  are  gipsies." 

"  And  their  teeth  are  certainly  long  enough  to  eat  little 
children.  And  I  should  not  be  a  bit  surprised  if  Smeralda 
ate  a  little  too,  for  all  her  dainty  airs.  Her  white  goat  plays 
too  many  clever  tricks  to  be  all  right." 

Mahiette  walked  on  in  silence.  She  was  absorbed  in  that 
sort  of  reverie  which  seems  to  be  the  continuation  of  a  painful 
story,  and  which  does  not  cease  until  it  has  imparted  its  own 
emotion,  throb  by  throb,  to  the  innermost  fibres  of  the  heart. 
Gervaise,  however,  addressed  her :  "  And  did  no  one  ever  know 
what  became  of  Chantefleurie  ?  "  Mahiette  made  no  answer. 
Gervaise  repeated  the  question,  shaking  her  arm  and  calling 
her  by  name  as  she  did  so.  Mahiette  seemed  to  wake  from 
her  dream. 

"What  became  of  Chantefleurie?"  she  said,  mechanically 
repeating  the  words  whose  sound  was  still  fresh  in  her  ear; 
then,  making  an  effort  to  fix  her  attention  upon  the  meaning 
of  the  words,  she  said  quickly,  "  Oh,  no  one  ever  knew." 

She  added,  after  a  pause :  — 

"  Some  said  they  saw  her  leave  Rheims  at  dusk  by  the 
Porte  Flechembault ;  others,  at  daybreak,  by  the  old  Porte 
Basee.  A  poor  man  found  her  gold  cross  hanging  to  the 
stone  cross  in  the  fair-grounds.  It  was  that  trinket  which 
caused  her  ruin  in  '61.  It  was  a  gift  from  the  handsome 
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Vicomte  de  Cormontreuil,  her  first  lover.  Paquette  never 
would  part  with  it,  however  poor  she  might  be.  She  clung  to 
it  like  her  own  life.  So  when  this  cross  was  found,  we  all 
thought  that  she  was  dead.  Still,  there  were  people  at  Cab- 
aret-les-Vautes  who  said  they  saw  her  pass  by  on  the  road  to 
Paris,  walking  barefoot  over  the  stones.  But  in  that  case  she 
must  have  left  town  by  the  Porte  de  Vesle,  and  all  these  stories 
don't  agree ;  or,  rather,  I  believe  she  did  actually  leave  by  the 
Porte  de  Vesle,  but  that  she  left  this  world." 

"  I  don't  understand  you,"  said  Gervaise. 

"  The  Vesle,"  replied  Mahiette,  with  a  melancholy  smile, 
"  is  the  river." 

"  Poor  Chantefleurie ! "  said  Oudarde,  with  a  shudder ; 
"  drowned ! " 

"  Drowned!  "  returned  Mahiette;  "  and  who  could  have  told 
gc  od  father  Guybertaut,  when  he  floated  down  the  river  be- 
neath the  Pont  de  Tinquex,  singing  in  his  boat,  that  his  dear 
little  Paquette  wrould  one  day  pass  under  that  same  bridge,  but 
without  boat  or  song?" 

"  And  the  little  shoe?  "  asked  Gervaise. 

"  It  disappeared  with  the  mother,"  replied  Mahiette. 

"  Poor  little  shoe !  "  said  Oudarde. 

Oudarde,  a  fat  and  tender-hearted  woman,  would  have  been 
quite  content  to  sigh  in  company  with  Mahiette;  but  Gervaise, 
who  was  more  curious,  had  not  come  to  the  end  of  her  ques- 
tions. 

"  And  the  monster  ?  "  she  suddenly  said  to  Mahiette. 

"What  monster?"  asked  the  latter. 

"  The  little  gipsy  monster  left  by  the  witches  in  Chante- 
fleurie's  room  in  exchange  for  her  daughter.  What  did  you 
do  with  it?  I  really  hope  you  drowned  it  too." 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  replied  Mahiette. 

"  What !  You  burned  it  then?  After  all,  that  was  better. 
A  sorcerer's  child !  " 

"  Nor  that  either,  Gervaise.     My  lord  the  archbishop  took 
an  interest  in  the  gipsy  child ;  he  exorcised  it,  blessed  it?  care 
fully  took  the  devil  out  of  the  boy's  body,  and  sent  him  to 
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Paris  to  be  exposed  upon  the  wooden  bed  at  Notre-Dame,  as 
a  foundling." 

"  These  bishops,"  grumbled  Gervaise,  "  never  do  anything 
like  other  people,  just  because  they  are  so  learned.  Just 
think,  Oudarde,  of  patting  the  devil  among  the  foundlings ! 
For  that  little  monster  is  sure  to  have  been  the  devil.  Well, 
Mahiette,  what  did  they  do  with  him  in  Paris!  I'm  sure  no 
charitable  person  would  take  him." 

"  I  don't  know,"  replied  the  native  of  Rheims;  "  it  was  just 
at  that  very  time  that  my  husband  bought  the  tabellion's  of- 
fice at  Beru,  two  leagues  away  from  town,  and  we  thought 
no  more  about  the  matter;  particularly  as  near  Beru  there  are 
the  two  hills  of  Cernay,  which  quite  hide  the  spires  of  the 
Rheims  cathedral." 

While  talking  thus,  the  three  worthy  women  had  reached 
the  Greve.  In  their  preoccupation,  they  had  passed  the  pub- 
lic breviary  of  the  Tour-Roland  without  stopping,  and  were 
proceeding  mechanically  towards  the  pillory,  around  which 
the  crowd  increased  momentarily.  Probably  the  sight  which 
at  this  instant  attracted  every  eye  would  have  made  them  com- 
pletely forget  the  Rat-Hole,  and  the  visit  which  they  meant 
to  pay,  if  the  sturdy  six-year-old  Eustache,  whom  Mahiette 
led  by  the  hand,  had  not  suddenly  reminded  them  of  it  by  say- 
ing, as  if  some  instinct  warned  him  that  the  Rat-Hole  lay  be- 
hind him,  "  Mother,  may  I  eat  the  cake  now  ?  " 

Had  Eustache  been  more  crafty,  that  is  to  say  less  greedy, 
he  would  have  waited  still  longer,  and  would  not  have  risked 
the  timid  question,  "  Mother,  may  I  eat  the  cake  now?  "  until 
they  were  safe  at  home  again,  at  Master  Andry  Musnier's 
house,  in  the  University,  in  the  Rue  Madame-la-Valence,  when 
both  branches  of  the  Seine  and  the  five  bridges  of  the  City 
would  have  been  betwixt  the  Rat-Hole  and  the  cake. 

This  same  question,  a  very  rash  one  at  the  time  that  Eus- 
tache asked  it,  roused  Mahiette's  attention. 

"  By  the  way,"  she  exclaimed,  "  we  are  forgetting  the  re- 
cluse! Show  me  your  Rat-Hole,  that  I  may  carry  her  my 
cake." 
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u  Directly,"  said  Oudarde.      "  It's  a  true  charity." 

This  was  not  at  all  to  Eustache's  liking. 

"  Oh,  my  cake !  my  cake !  "  he  whined,  hunching  up  first 
3ne  shoulder  and  then  the  other, —  always  a  sign  of  extreme 
displeasure  in  such  cases. 

The  three  women  retraced  their  steps,  and  as  they  ap- 
proached the  Tour-Roland,  Oudarde  said  to  the  other  two :  — 

"  It  will  never  do  for  all  three  of  us  to  peep  in  at  the  hole 
at  once,  lest  we  should  frighten  the  nun.  You  two  must  pre- 
tend to  be  reading  the  Lord's  Prayer  in  the  breviary  while  I 
put  my  nose  in  at  the  window;  the  nun  knows  me  slightly. 
I'll  tell  you  when  to  come." 

She  went  to  the  window  alone.  As  soon  as  she  looked  in, 
profound  pity  was  expressed  in  every  feature,  and  her  bright 
frank  face  changed  colour  as  quickly  as  if  it  had  passed  from 
sanlight  into  moonlight;  her  eyes  grew  moist,  her  mouth  quiv- 
ered as  if  she  were  about  to  weep.  A  moment  later,  she  put 
her  finger  to  her  lips  and  backoned  to  Mahiette. 

Mahiette  silently  joined  her,  on  tiptoe  as  if  by  the  bedside 
of  a  dying  person. 

It  was  indeed  a  sad  sight  which  lay  before  the  two  women, 
as  they  gazed  without  moving  or  breathing  through  the  grated 
\vindow  of  the  Rat-Hole. 

The  cell  was  small,  wider  than  it  was  long,  with  a  vaulted 
roof,  and  seen  from  within  looked  like  the  inside  of  an  exag- 
gerated bishop's  mitre.  Upon  the  bare  stone  floor,  in  a  cor- 
ner, sat,  or  rather  crouched  a  woman.  Her  chin  rested  on  her 
knees,  which  her  crossed  arms  pressed  closely  against  her 
breast.  Bent  double  in  this  manner,  clad  in  brown  sackcloth, 
which  covered  her  loosely  from  head  to  foot,  her  long  grey 
leeks  drawn  forward  and  falling  over  her  face,  down  her  legs 
to  her  feet,  she  seemed  at  first  sight  some  strange  shape  out- 
lined against  the  dark  background  of  the  cell,  a  sort  of  black- 
ish triangle,  which  the  ray  of  light  entering  at  the  window 
divided  into  two  distinct  bands  of  light  and  shadow.  She 
looked  like  one  of  those  spectres,  half  darkness  and  half  light, 
which  we  see  in  dreams,  and  in  the  extraordinary  work  of 
15 
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Goya, —  pale,  motionless,  forbidding,  cowering  upon  a  tomb 
or  clinging  to  the  grating  of  a  dungeon.  It  was  neither  man, 
nor  woman,  nor  living  being,  nor  any  definite  form ;  it  was  a 
figure ;  a  sort  of  vision  in  which  the  real  and  the  imaginary 
were  blended  like  twilight  and  daylight.  Beneath  her  dishev- 
elled hair,  which  fell  to  the  ground,  the  outlines  of  a  stern  and 
emaciated  profile  were  barely  visible;  the  tip  of  one  bare  foot 
just  peeped  from  the  hem  of  her  garment,  seeming  to  be 
curled  up  on  the  hard,  cold  floor.  The  little  of  human  form 
which  could  be  dimly  seen  beneath  that  mourning  garb  made 
the  beholder  shudder. 

This  figure,  which  seemed  rooted  to  the  ground,  appeared 
to  have  neither  motion,  thought,  nor  breath.  In  that  thin 
sackcloth,  in  January,  lying  half  naked  on  a  granite  floor, 
without  fire,  in  the  darkness  of  a  dungeon,  whose  slanting  win- 
dow never  admitted  the  sun,  only  the  icy  blast,  she  did  not 
seem  to  suffer,  or  even  to  feel. 

She  seemed  to  have  been  turned  to  stone  like  her  cell, 
to  ice  like  the  season.  Her  hands  were  clasped,  her  eyes 
were  fixed.  At  the  first  glance,  she  seemed  a  spectre,  at  the 
second,  a  statue. 

And  yet  at  intervals  her  blue  lips  were  parted  by  a  breath, 
and  trembled ;  but  they  seemed  as  dead  and  as  destitute  of  will 
as  leaves  blowing  in  the  wind. 

Yet  her  dull  eyes  gazed  with  an  ineffable  expression,  a  deep, 
mournful,  serious,  perpetually  fixed  expression,  on  a  corner  of 
the  cell  hidden  from  those  outside ;  her  look  seemed  to  connect 
all  the  sombre  thoughts  of  her  distressed  soul  with  some  mys- 
terious object. 

Such  was  the  creature  who  was  called  "  the  recluse  "  from 
her  habitation,  and  "  the  nun  "  from  her  dress. 

The  three  women  —  for  Gervaise  had  joined  Mahiette  and 
Oudarde  —  peered  through  the  window.  Their  heads  cut  off 
the  faint  light  which  entered  the  dungeon;  but  the  wretched 
inmate  seemed  unconscious  of  her  loss,  and  paid  no  attention 
to  them.  "  Don't  disturb  her,"  said  Oudarde  in  low  tones ; 
"  she  is  in  one  of  her  ecstatic  fits :  she  is  praying." 
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But  Mahiette  still  gazed  with  ever-increasing  anxiety  at  the 
wan,  wrinkled  face,  and  those  dishevelled  locks,  and  her  eyes 
filled  with  tears.  "How  strange  that  would  be!"  she  mut- 
tered. 

She  put  her  head  through  the  iron  bars,  and  at  last  con- 
trived to  get  a  glimpse  of  the  corner  upon  which  the  unhappy 
woman's  eyes  were  forever  riveted. 

When  she  withdrew  her  head  from  the  window,  her  face  was 
bathed  in  tears. 

"  What  is  that  woman's  name?  "  she  asked  Oudarde. 

Oudarde  answered, — 

"  We  call  her  Sister  Gudule." 

"And  I,"  returned  Mahiette, —  "I  call  her  Paquette 
Chantefleurie." 

Then,  putting  her  finger  to  her  lip,  she  signed  to  the 
amazed  Oudarde  to  put  her  head  through  the  aperture  and 
look. 

Oudarde  looked,  and  saw,  in  the  corner  upon  which  the  re- 
cluse's eye  was  fixed  in  such  sad  ecstasy,  a  tiny  pink  satin  shoe, 
embroidered  with  gold  and  silver  spangles. 

Gervaise  looked  in  after  Oudarde,  and  then  the  three  women 
began  to  weep  at  the  sight  of  that  miserable  mother. 

However,  neither  their  looks  nor  their  tears  disturbed  the 
recluse.  Her  hands  were  still  clasped,  her  lips  dumb,  her  eyes 
set ;  and  to  those  who  knew  her  story  it  was  heartrending  to 
see  her  sit  and  gaze  at  that  little  shoe. 

The  three  had  not  yet  breathed  a  word;  they  dared  not 
spi-ak,  even  in  a  whisper.  This  profound  silence,  this  great 
grief,  this  entire  oblivion  of  all  but  one  thing,  affected  them 
like  the  high  altar  at  Easter  or  at  Christmas-tide.  They  were 
silent,  absorbed,  ready  to  fall  upon  their  knees.  They  felt  as 
if  they  had  just  gone  into  church  on  Holy  Saturday  and  heard 
the  Tenebrce. 

At  last  Gervaise,  the  most  curious,  and  consequently  the 
least  sensitive  of  the  three,  made  an  attempt  to  draw  the  re- 
cluse into  conversation  :  "  Sister !  Sister  Gudule !  " 

She  repeated  the  call  three  times,  raising  her  voice  each 
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time.     The  recluse  did  not  stir;  there  was  not  a  word,  not  a 
look,  not  a  sign  of  life. 

Oudarde,  in  her  turn,  in  a  gentler  and  more  affectionate 
tone,  said,  "  Sister !  holy  Sister  Gudule !  " 

The  same  silence,  the  same  absolute  repose  as  before. 

"  What  a  strange  woman  !  "  cried  Gervaise ;  "  I  don't  believe 
she  would  mind  a  cannonade !  " 

"  Perhaps  she's  deaf,"  said  Oudarde. 

"  Maybe  blind,"  added  Gervaise. 

"  Perhaps  dead,"  said  Mahiette. 

Certainly,  if  the  soul  had  not  already  quitted  that  inert, 
torpid,  lethargic  body,  it  had  at  least  withdrawn  into  it  and 
concealed  itself  in  depths  to  which  the  perceptions  of  the  ex- 
ternal organs  did  not  penetrate. 

"  We  shall  have  to  leave  the  cake  on  the  window-sill,"  said 
Oudarde ;  "  but  then  some  boy  will  steal  it.  How  can  we 
rouse  her  ?  " 

Eustache,  who  had  thus  far  been  absorbed  in  a  little  wagon 
drawn  by  a  big  dog,  which  was  just  passing,  suddenly  noticed 
that  his  three  companions  were  looking  at  something  though 
the  window,  and,  seized  by  curiosity  in  his  turn,  he  scrambled 
upon  a  post,  stood  on  tiptoe,  and  put  his  fat,  rosy  face  to  the 
opening,  shouting, 

"  Mother,  let  me  see,  too !  " 

At  the  sound  of  this  childish  voice,  clear,  fresh,  and  ringing, 
the  recluse  trembled.  She  turned  her  head  with  the  abrupt, 
quick,  motion  of  a  steel  spring,  her  long,  thin  hands  brushed 
the  hair  from  her  face,  and  she  fixed  her  astonished,  unhappy, 
despairing  eyes  upon  the  child.  The  look  was  like  a  flash 
of  lightning. 

"  Oh,  my  God !  "  she  instantly  exclaimed,  hiding  her  head 
upon  her  knees,  and  it  seemed  as  if  her  hoarse  voice  tore  her 
chest,  "  at  least  do  not  show  me  those  of  others !  " 

"  Good-morning,  madame,"  said  the  child,  gravely. 

But  the  shock  had,  as  it  were,  aroused  the  recluse.  A  long 
shudder  ran  through  her  entire  frame  from  head  to  foot ;  her 
teeth  chattered ;  she  half  raised  her  head,  and  said,  as  she 
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pressed  her  elbows  to  her  sides  and  took  her  feet  in  her  hands 
as  if  to  warm  them, — 

i4  Oh,  how  bitterly  cold !  " 

"  Poor  woman !  "  said  Oudarde,  pitifully ;  "  would  you  like 
A  little  fire?" 

She  shook  her  head  in  token  of  refusal. 

;<  Well,"  added  Oudarde,  offering  her  a  bottle,  "  here  is 
some  hippocras,  which  will  warm  you;  drink." 

She  again  shook  her  head,  looked  steadily  at  Oudarde,  and 
answered,  "  Water." 

Oudarde  insisted.  "  No,  sister,  water  is  no  fit  drink  for 
January.  You  must  drink  a  little  hippocras,  and  eat  this 
wheaten  cake,  which  we  have  made  for  you." 

She  put  aside  the  cake  which  Mahiette  offered  her,  and 
said,  "  Some  black  bread." 

"  Come,"  said  Gervaise  feeling  a  charitable  impulse  in  her 
turn,  and  unfastening  her  woollen  mantle,  "  here  is  a  cover- 
ing somewhat  warmer  than  yours.  Throw  this  over  your 
shoulders." 

She  refused  the  mantle  as  she  had  the  bottle  and  the  cake, 
and  answered,  "  A  cloth." 

"  But,"  resumed  the  kind-hearted  Oudarde,  "  you  must  have 
seen  that  yesterday  was  a  holiday." 

"  I  knew  it,"  said  the  recluse ;  "  for  two  days  I  have  had 
no  water  in  my  jug." 

She  added  after  a  pause :  "  On  a  holiday,  every  one  for- 
gets me.  They  do  well.  Why  should  people  remember  me, 
who  never  think  of  them?  When  the  fire  goes  out,  the  ashes 
are  soon  cold." 

And  as  if  wearied  by  so  many  words,  she  let  her  head  fall 
upon  her  knees  once  more.  The  simple  and  charitable  Oud- 
arde, who  interpreted  her  last  words  as  another  complaint  of 
the  cold,  answered  innocently,  "  Then  wouldn't  you  like  a 
little  fire?" 

"  Fire ! "  said  the  recluse  in  a  singular  tone ;  "  and  will  you 
give  me  a  little  for  the  poor  baby  too, —  the  baby  who  ha 
been  under  ground  these  fifteen  years  ?  " 
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She  trembled  in  every  limb,  her  voice  quivered,  her  eyes 
flashed;  she  had  risen  to  her  knees;  she  suddenly  stretched 
her  thin  white  hand  towards  the  child,  who  was  looking  at 
her  in  surprise. 

"  Take  away  that  child !  "  she  cried.  "  The  gipsy  woman 
will  soon  pass  by." 

Then  she  fell  face  downwards,  and  her  forehead  struck  the 
floor,  with  the  sound  of  one  stone  upon  another.  The  three 
women  thought  her  dead.  But  a  moment  later  she  stirred, 
and  they  saw  her  drag  herself  upon  her  hands  and  knees  to 
the  corner  where  the  little  shoe  lay.  They  dared  not  look 
longer;  they  turned  away  their  eyes;  but  they  heard  a  thou- 
sand kisses  and  a  thousand  sighs,  mingled  with  agonizing  cries 
and  dull  blows  like  those  of  a  head  dashed  against  a  wall; 
then  after  one  of  these  blows,  so  violent  that  they  all  three 
started,  they  heard  nothing  more. 

"  Has  she  killed  herself?  "  said  Gervaise,  venturing  to  put 
her  head  through  the  bars.  "  Sister !  Sister  Gudule !  " 

"  Sister  Gudule !  "  repeated  Oudarde. 

"  Oh,  heavens  !  She  does  not  move !  "  exclaimed  Gervaise. 
"  Can  she  indeed  be  dead  ?  Gudule !  Gudule !  " 

Mahiette,  until  now  so  choked  by  emotion  that  she  could 
not  speak,  made  an  effort.  "  Wait  a  minute,"  she  said ;  then 
going  to  the  window,  she  cried,  "  Paquette !  Paquette  Chante- 
fleurie !  " 

A  child  who  innocently  blows  on  an  ill-lighted  firecracker 
and  makes  it  explode  in  his  face,  is  no  more  alarmed  than  was 
Mahiette  at  the  effect  of  the  name  so  suddenly  flung  into 
Sister  Gudule's  cell. 

The  recluse  trembled  from  head  to  foot,  sprang  to  her  bare 
feet,  and  rushed  to  the  window  with  such  flaming  eyes  that 
Mahiette,  Oudarde,  the  other  woman  and  the  child  retreated 
to  the  farthest  edge  of  the  quay. 

But  still  the  forbidding  face  of  the  recluse  remained  pressed 
against  the  window-bars.  "  Oh !  oh !  "  she  screamed  with  a 
terrible  laugh,  "  the  gipsy  woman  calls  me !  " 

At  this  instant  the  scene  which  was  passing  at  the  pillory 
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caught  her  wild  eye.  Her  brow  wrinkled  with  horror;  she 
stretched  her  skeleton  arms  from  her  cell  and  cried  in  a  voice 
which  sounded  like  a  death-rattle,  "  Have  you  come  again  you 
daughter  of  Egypt?  Is  it  you  who  call  me,  you  child-stealer ? 
W  ell !  may  you  be  accursed !  accursed !  accursed !  accursed !  " 


CHAPTER  IV 

A    TEAR    FOR    A    DROP    OF    WATER 

rilHESE  words  were,  so  to  speak,  the  connecting  link  be- 
JL  tween  two  scenes  which  up  to  this  instant  had  gone  on 
simultaneously,  each  upon  its  own  particular  stage:  one,  of 
which  we  have  just  read,  at  the  Rat-Hole;  the  other,  of  which 
we  shall  now  read,  at  the  pillory.  The  former  was  witnessed 
onJy  bj  the  three  women  whose  acquaintance  the  reader  has 
just  made;  the  spectators  of  the  latter  consisted  of  the  crowd 
of  people  whom  we  saw  some  time  since  gathering  in  the 
Grive,  about  the  gibbet  and  the  pillory. 

This  crowd,  whom  the  sight  of  the  four  officers  posted  at 
the  four  corners  of  the  pillory  ever  since  nine  in  the  morning 
led  to  expect  an  execution  of  some  sort,  perhaps  not  a  hang- 
ing, but  a  whipping,  cropping  of  ears,  or  something  of  the 
sort, —  this  crowd  had  grown  so  rapidly  that  the  four  officers, 
too  closely  hemmed  in,  were  more  than  once  obliged  to  drive 
the  people  back  by  a  free  use  of  their  whips  and  their  horses9 
heels. 

The  populace,  well  accustomed  to  wait  for  public  execu- 
tions, betrayed  no  great  impatience.  They  amused  them- 
selves by  looking  at  the  pillory, —  a  very  simple  structure, 
corsisting  of  a  cube  of  masonry  some  ten  feet  high,  and  hol- 
low within.  A  very  steep  flight  of  stairs  of  unhewn  stone, 
called  the  ladder,  led  to  the  upper  platform,  upon  which  was 
a  horizontal  wheel  made  of  oak.  The  victim  was  bound  to 
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this  wheel  in  a  kneeling  posture,  with  his  hands  behind  him. 
A  wooden  shaft,  set  in  motion  by  a  capstan  concealed  inside 
the  machine,  made  the  wheel  revolve  horizontally,  thus  pre- 
senting the  prisoner's  face  to  each  side  of  the  square  in  turn. 
This  was  called  "  turning  "  a  criminal. 

It  is  evident  that  the  pillory  of  the  Greve  was  far  from 
possessing  all  the  attractions  of  the  pillory  of  the  Markets. 
There  was  nothing  architectural  or  monumental  about  it.  It 
had  no  roof  with  an  iron  cross,  no  octagonal  lantern,  no 
slender  columns  expanding  at  the  edge  of  the  roof  into  capi- 
tals composed  of  acanthus-leaves  and  flowers,  no  huge  fan- 
tastic gutter-spouts,  no  carved  wood-work,  no  delicate  sculp- 
ture cut  deep  into  the  stone. 

Here  the  spectator  must  needs  be  content  with  the  four 
rough  walls,  two  stone  facings,  and  a  shabby  stone  gibbet, 
plain  and  bare. 

The  treat  would  have  been  a  sorry  one  for  lovers  of  Gothic 
architecture.  It  is  true  that  no  one  was  ever  less  interested 
in  monuments  than  your  good  cockney  of  the  Middle  Ages, 
who  paid  very  little  heed  to  the  beauty  of  a  pillory. 

The  victim  appeared  at  last,  tied  to  the  tail  of  a  cart ;  and 
when  he  had  been  hoisted  to  the  top  of  the  platform,  where 
he  could  be  seen  from  all  parts  of  the  square  bound  to  the 
wheel  of  the  pillory  with  straps  and  ropes,  a  prodigious  hoot- 
ing, mingled  with  shouts  and  laughter,  burst  from  the  spec- 
tators. They  had  recognized  Quasimodo. 

It  was  indeed  he.  It  was  a  strange  reverse.  He  was  now 
pilloried  on  the  same  place  where  he  was  the  day  before  hailed, 
acclaimed,  and  proclaimed  Pope  and  Prince  of  Fools,  Lord 
of  Misrule,  and  attended  by  the  Duke  of  Egypt,  the  King 
of  Tunis,  the  Emperor  of  Galilee!  One  thing  is  certain; 
there  was  not  a  soul  in  the  crowd,  not  even  himself,  in  turn 
triumphant  and  a  victim,  who  could  distinctly  draw  a  mental 
comparison  between  these  two  situations.  Gringoire  and  his 
philosophy  were  wanting  to  the  spectacle. 

Soon  Michel  Noiret,  sworn  trumpeter  to  our  lord  the  king, 
imposed  silence  on  all  beholders,  and  proclaimed  the  sentence. 
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according  to  the  provost's  order  and  command.  He  then 
retired  behind  the  cart,  with  his  men  in  livery  coats. 

Quasimodo,  utterly  impassive,  never  winked.  All  resistance 
on  his  part  was  rendered  impossible  by  what  was  then  called, 
in  the  language  of  criminal  law,  "  the  vehemence  and  firm- 
ness of  the  bonds ;  "  which  means  that  the  chains  and  thongs 
probably  cut  into  his  flesh.  This,  by-the-bye,  is  a  tradition 
of  the  jail  and  the  convict  prison  which  is  not  yet  lost,  and 
which  the  handcuffs  still  preserve  as  a  precious  relic  among 
us,  civilized,  mild,  and  humane  as  we  are  (not  to  mention  the 
guillotine  and  the  galleys). 

He  allowed  himself  to  be  led,  pushed,  carried,  lifted,  tied, 
and  re-tied.  His  face  revealed  nothing  more  than  the  sur- 
prise of  a  savage  or  an  idiot.  He  was  known  to  be  deaf;  he 
seemed  to  be  blind. 

He  was  placed  upon  his  knees  on  the  circular  plank ;  he 
made  no  resistance.  He  was  stripped  of  shirt  and  doublet 
to  the  waist;  he  submitted.  He  was  bound  with  a  fresh  sys- 
tem of  straps  and  buckles;  he  suffered  himself  to  be  buckled 
and  bound.  Only  from  time  to  time  he  breathed  heavily,  like 
a  calf  whose  head  hangs  dangling  from  the  back  of  the 
butcher's  cart. 

"  The  booby ! "  said  Jehan  Frollo  du  Moulin  to  his  friend 
Robin  Poussepain  (for  the  two  students  had  followed  the  vic- 
tim, as  a  matter  of  course)  ;  "  he  understands  no  more  about 
it  than  a  cockchafer  shut  up  in  a  box!  " 

A  shout  of  laughter  ran  through  the  crowd  when  Quasi- 
modo's hump,  his  camel  breast,  his  horny,  hairy  shoulders. 
wer<  bared  to  view.  During  this  burst  of  merriment,  a  man 
in  the  city  livery,  short  of  stature,  and  strong,  mounted  the 
platform  and  took  his  place  by  the  prisoner's  side.  His  name 
was  soon  circulated  among  the  spectators.  It  was  Master 
Pierrat  Torterue,  sworn  torturer  of  the  Chatelet. 

He  began  by  placing  on  one  corner  of  the  pillory  a  black 
hour-glass,  the  upper  part  of  which  was  full  of  red  sand, 
which  dropped  slowly  into  the  lower  half;  then  he  took  off  his 
part  v- coloured  coat,  and  there  was  seen  hanging  from  his 
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right  hand  a  slim,  slender  whip  with  long  white  thongs,  shin- 
ing, knotted,  braided,  armed  with  metal  tips.  With  his  left 
hand  he  carelessly  rolled  his  right  shirt-sleeve  up  to  his  arm- 

pit. 

Meanwhile  Jehan  Frollo  shouted,  lifting  his  fair  curly  head 
high  above  the  crowd  (he  had  climbed  Robin  Poussepain's 
shoulders  for  the  express  purpose),  "  Come  and  see,  gentle- 
men and  ladies !  They  are  going  straightway  to  flog  Master 
Quasimodo,  the  bell-ringer  of  my  brother  the  archdeacon  of 
Josas,  a  strange  specimen  of  Oriental  architecture,  with  a 
dome  for  his  back  and  twisted  columns  for  legs." 

All  the  people  laughed,  especially  the  children  and  the 
young  girls. 

At  last  the  executioner  stamped  his  foot.  The  wheel  began 
to  turn.  Quasimodo  reeled  in  spite  of  his  bonds.  The  aston- 
ishment suddenly  depicted  upon  his  misshapen  face  redoubled 
the  bursts  of  laughter  around  him. 

Suddenly,  just  as  the  wheel  in  its  revolution  presented  to 
Master  Pierrat  Quasimodo's  mountainous  back,  Master  Picrrat 
raised  his  arm;  the  thin  lashes  hissed  through  the  air  like  a 
brood  of  vipers,  and  fell  furiously  upon  the  wretched  man's 
shoulders. 

Quasimodo  started  as  if  roused  abruptly  from  a  dream.  He 
began  to  understand.  He  writhed  in  his  bonds ;  surprise  and 
pain  distorted  the  muscles  of  his  face,  but  he  did  not  heave 
a  sigh.  He  merely  bent  his  head  back,  to  the  right,  then 
to  the  left,  shaking  it  like  a  bull  stung  in  the  flank  by  a 
gad-fly. 

A  second  blow  followed  the  first,  then  a  third,  and  another, 
and  another,  and  so  on  and  on.  The  wheel  did  not  cease 
from  turning,  or  the  blows  from  raining  down. 

Soon  the  blood  spurted;  it  streamed  in  countless  rivulets 
over  the  hunchback's  swarthy  shoulders;  and  the  slender 
thongs,  as  they  rent  the  air,  sprinkled  it  in  drops  among  the 
crowd. 

Quasimodo  had  resumed,  apparently  at  least,  his  former 
impassivity.  He  had  tried  at  first,  secretly  and  without  great 
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visible  effort,  to  burst  his  bonds.  His  eye  kindled,  his  muscles 
stiffened,  his  limbs  gathered  all  their  force,  and  the  straps 
anc  chains  stretched.  The  struggle  was  mighty,  prodigious, 
desperate;  but  the  tried  and  tested  fetters  of  the  provosty 
held  firm.  They  cracked;  and  that  was  all.  Quasimodo 
fell  back  exhausted.  Surprise  gave  way,  upon  his  features, 
to  a  look  of  bitter  and  profound  dejection.  He  closed  his 
single  eye,  dropped  his  head  upon  his  breast,  and  feigned 
death. 

Thenceforth  he  did  not  budge.  Nothing  could  wring  a 
movement  from  him, —  neither  his  blood,  which  still  flowed,  nor 
the  blows,  which  increased  in  fury,  nor  the  rage  of  the  exe- 
cutioner, who  became  excited  and  intoxicated  by  his  work, 
nor  the  noise  of  the  horrid  lashes,  keener  and  sharper  than  the 
stings  of  wasps. 

At  last  an  usher  from  the  Chatelet,  dressed  in  black,  mounted 
on  a  black  horse,  who  had  been  posted  beside  the  ladder  from 
the  beginning  of  the  execution  of  the  sentence,  extended  his 
tbony  wand  towards  the  hour-glass.  The  executioner  paused. 
The  wheel  stopped.  Quasimodo's  eye  reopened  slowly. 

The  flagellation  was  ended.  Two  attendants  of  the  execu- 
tioner washed  the  victim's  bleeding  shoulders,  rubbed  them 
with  some  salve  which  at  once  closed  all  the  wounds,  and  threw 
over  his  back  a  piece  of  yellow  cotton  cloth  cut  after  the  pat- 
tern of  a  priest's  cope.  Meanwhile  Pierrat  Torterue  let  his 
red  lashes  soaked  with  blood  drip  upon  the  pavement. 

But  all  was  not  over  for  Quasimodo.  He  had  still  to  spend 
in  the  pillory  that  hour  so  judiciously  added  by  Master  Flor- 
ian  Barbedienne  to  the  sentence  of  Master  Robert  d'Estoute- 
ville, —  all  to  the  greater  glory  of  Jean  de  Cumene's  old  physi- 
ological and  psychological  pun:  "  Surdus  absurdus." 

The  hour-glass  was  therefore  turned,  and  the  hunchback 
was  left  bound  to  the  plank  as  before,  in  order  that  justice 
might  be  executed  to  the  utmost. 

The  people,  particularly  in  the  Middle  Ages,  were  to  soci- 
ety what  the  child  is  to  a  family.  So  long  as  they  remain 
in  their  primitive  condition  of  ignorance,  of  moral  and 
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intellectual  nonage,  it  may  be  said  of  that  as  of  a  child, — 
"That  age  is  without  pity." 

We  have  already  shown  that  Quasimodo  was  the  object  of 
universal  hatred, —  for  more  than  one  good  reason,  it  is  true. 
There  was  hardly  a  single  spectator  in  the  crowd  who  had 
not  —  or  did  not  think  he  had  —  grounds  for  complaint 
against  the  malicious  hunchback  of  Notre-Dame.  Every  one 
was  delighted  to  see  him  in  the  pillory ;  and  the  severe  punish- 
ment which  he  had  just  received,  and  the  piteous  state  in  which 
it  had  left  him,  far  from  softening  the  hearts  of  the  populace, 
had  made  their  hatred  keener  by  adding  to  it  a  spice  of  merri- 
ment. 

Thus,  "  public  vengeance,"  as  the  legal  jargon  still  styles 
it,  once  satisfied,  a  thousand  private  spites  took  their  turn  at 
revenge.  Here,  as  in  the  Great  Hall,  the  women  made  them- 
selves especially  conspicuous.  All  bore  him  a  grudge, —  some 
for  his  mischief,  others  for  his  ugliness.  The  latter  were  the 
more  furious. 

"  Oh,  you  image  of  Antichrist ! "  said  one. 

"  Broomstick-rider !  "  cried  another. 

"What  a  fine  tragic  face!"  yelled  a  third.  "It  would 
surely  make  you  Lord  of  Misrule,  if  to-day  were  only  yes- 
terday." 

"  That's  right,"  added  an  old  woman.  "  This  is  the  pillory 
face.  When  shall  we  have  the  gallows  face  ?  " 

"  When  shall  we  see  you  buried  a  hundred  feet  below 
ground,  with  your  big  bell  upon  your  head,  you  cursed  bell- 
ringer  ?  " 

"  And  to  think  that  it's  this  demon  that  rings  the  Ange- 
lus!" 

"  Oh,  you  deaf  man !  you  blind  man !  you  hunchback !  you 
monster !  " 

And  the  two  students,  Jehan  du  Moulin  and  Robin  Pousse- 
pain,  sang  at  the  top  of  their  voices  the  old  popular  re- 
frain :  — 

"  A  halter  for  the  gallows-bird ! 
A  fagot  for  the  ugly  ape!" 
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Countless  other  insults  rained  upon  him,  mingled  with  hoots, 
curses,  laughter,  and  occasional  stones, 

Quasimodo  was  deaf,  but  his  sight  was  capital,  and  the 
fur}'  of  the  mob  was  no  less  forcibly  painted  on  their  faces 
than  in  their  words.  Besides,  the  stones  which  struck  him 
explained  the  peals  of  laughter. 

F'e  bore  it  for  a  time ;  but  little  by  little  his  patience,  which 
had  resisted  the  torturer's  whip,  gave  way,  and  rebelled 
against  all  these  insect  stings.  The  Asturian  bull,  which  pays 
but  little  heed  to  the  attacks  of  the  picador,  is  maddened  by 
the  dogs  and  the  banderillos. 

A:  first  he  glanced  slowly  and  threateningly  around  the 
crowd;  but,  bound  fast  as  he  was,  his  glance  was  impotent 
to  d 'ive  away  those  flies  which  galled  his  wounds.  Then  he 
struggled  in  his  fetters,  and  his  frantic  efforts  made  the  old 
pillory  wheel  creak  upon  its  timbers.  All  this  only  increased 
the  shouts  and  derision  of  the  crowd. 

Then  the  wretched  man,  unable  to  break  the  collar  which 
held  him  chained  like  a  wild  beast,  became  quiet  again;  only 
at  intervals  a  sigh  of  rage  heaved  his  breast.  His  face  showed 
no  trace  of  mortification  or  shame.  He  was  too  far  removed 
from  the  existing  state  of  society,  and  too  nearly  allied  to  a 
state  of  nature,  to  know  what  shame  was.  Besides,  it  is 
doubtful  if  infamy  be  a  thing  which  can  be  felt  by  one  afflicted 
with  that  degree  of  deformity.  But  rage,  hate,  despair, 
slowly  veiled  the  hideous  face  with  a  cloud  which  grew  darker 
and  darker,  more  and  more  heavily  charged  with  an  electricity 
revealed  by  countless  flashes  from  the  eye  of  thej^yjclop, 

However,  this  cloud  was  lightened  for  a  moment  as  a  mule 
passed  through  the  crowd,  bearing  a  priest  on  his  back.  As 
soon  as  he  saw  that  mule  and  that  priest,  the  poor  sufferer's 
face  softened.  The  fury  which  convulsed  it  gave  way  to  a 
strange  smile,  full  of  ineffable  sweetness,  affection,  and  ten- 
derness. As  the  priest  approached,  this  smile  became  more 
pronounced,  more  distinct,  more  radiant.  It  was  as  if  the 
unhappy  man  hailed  the  coming  of  a  Saviour.  Yet,  when  the 
mule  was  near  enough  to  the  pillory  for  his  rider  to  recognize 
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the  prisoner,  the  priest  cast  down  his  eyes,  turned  hack 
abruptly,  spurred  his  animal  on  either  side  as  if  in  haste  to 
avoid  humiliating  appeals,  and  very  far  from  anxious  to  be 
greeted  and  recognized  by  a  poor  devil  in  such  a  plight. 

The  priest  was  the  archdeacon  Don  Claude  Frollo. 

The  cloud  grew  darker  than  ever  upon  the  face  of  Quasi- 
modo. The  smile  lingered  for  some  time,  although  it  became 
bitter,  dejected,  profoundly  sad. 

Time  passed.  He  had  been  there  at  least  an  hour  and  a 
half,  wounded,  ill-treated,  incessantly  mocked,  and  almost 
stoned  to  death. 

Suddenly  he  again  struggled  in  his  chains  with  renewed 
despair,  which  made  all  the  timbers  that  held  him  quiver ;  and 
breaking  the  silence  which  he  had  hitherto  obstinately  kept, 
he  cried  in  a  hoarse  and  furious  voice  more  like  the  bark  of 
a  dog  than  a  human  cry,  and  which  drowned  the  sound  of  the 
hooting,  "  Water !  " 

This  exclamation  of  distress,  far  from  exciting  compassion, 
only  increased  the  amusement  of  the  good  Parisian  populace 
who  surrounded  the  ladder,  and  who,  it  must  be  confessed, 
taken  in  the  mass  and  as  a  multitude,  were  at  this  time  scarcely 
less  cruel  and  brutish  than  that  horrible  tribe  of  Vagrant 
Vagabonds  to  whom  we  have  already  introduced  the  reader, 
and  who  were  simply  the  lowest  stratum  of  the  people.  Not 
a  voice  was  raised  around  the  wretched  sufferer,  except  to 
mock  at  his  thirst. 

Certainly  he  was  at  this  moment  more  grotesque  and  re- 
pulsive than  he  was  pitiable,  with  his  livid  and  streaming 
face,  his  wild  eye,  his  mouth  foaming  with  rage  and  suffer- 
ing, and  his  tongue  protruding.  It  must  also  be  acknowl- 
edged, that,  even  had  there  been  in  the  throng  any  chari- 
table soul  tempted  to  give  a  cup  of  cold  water  to  the 
miserable  creature  in  his  agony,  so  strong  an  idea  of  shame 
and  ignominy  was  attached  to  the  infamous  steps  of  the  pil- 
lory, that  this  alone  would  have  sufficed  to  repel  the  Good 
Samaritan. 

In  P,  few  minutes  Quasimodo  cast  a  despairing  look  upon 
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the  crowd,  and  repeated  in  a  still  more  heart-rending  voice, 
"Water!" 

Kvery  one  laughed. 

"  Drink  that !  "  shouted  Robin  Poussepain,  flinging  in  his 
face  a  sponge  which  had  been  dragged  through  the  gutter. 
"  There,  you  deaf  monster !  I  owe  you  something." 

A  woman  aimed  a  stone  at  his  head :  — 

<b  That  will  teach  you  to  wake  us  at  night  with  your  cursed 
chimes !  " 

"  Well,  my  boy !  "  howled  a  cripple,  striving  to  reach  him 
with  his  crutch,  "  will  you  cast  spells  on  us  again  from  the 
top  of  the  towers  of  Notre-Dame  ?  " 

"  Here's  a  porringer  to  drink  out  of ! "  added  a  man,  let- 
ting* fly  a  broken  jug  at  his  breast.  "  'Twas  you  who  made 
my  wife  give  birth  to  a  double-headed  child,  just  by  walking 
past:  her." 

"  And  my  cat  have  a  kitten  with  six  feet ! "  shrieked  an  old 
woman,  hurling  a  tile  at  him. 

"  Water ! "  repeated  the  gasping  Quasimodo  for  the  third 
time. 

At  this  moment  he  saw  the  crowd  separate.  A  young  girl, 
oddly  dressed,  stepped  from  their  midst.  She  was  accom- 
panied by  a  little  white  goat  with  gilded  horns,  and  held  a 
tambourine  in  her  hand. 

Quasimodo's  eye  gleamed.  It  was  the  gipsy  girl  whom 
he  had  tried  to  carry  off  the  night  before, —  a  freak  for  which 
he  dimly  felt  that  he  was  even  now  being  punished;  which 
was  not  in  the  least  true,  since  he  was  only  punished  for  the 
misfortune  of  being  deaf,  and  having  been  tried  by  a  deaf 
judge.  He  did  not  doubt  that  she  too  came  to  be  avenged, 
and  to  take  her  turn  at  him  with  the  rest. 

He  watched  her  nimbly  climb  the  ladder.  Rage  and  spite 
choked  him.  He  longed  to  destroy  the  pillory;  and  had  the 
lighining  of  his  eye  had  power  to  blast,  the  gipsy  girl  would 
have  been  reduced  to  ashes  long  before  she  reached  the  plat- 
form. 

Without  a  word  she  approached  the  sufferer,  who  vainly 
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writhed  and  twisted  to  avoid  her,  and  loosening  a  gourd  from 
her  girdle,  she  raised  it  gently  to  the  parched  lips  of  the  miser- 
able wretch. 

Then  from  that  eye,  hitherto  so  dry  and  burning,  a  great 
tear  trickled,  and  rolled  slowly  down  the  misshapen  face,  so 
long  convulsed  with  despair.  It  was  perhaps  the  first  that 
the  unfortunate  man  had  ever  shed. 

But  he  forgot  to  drink.  The  gipsy  girl  made  her  customary 
little  grimace  of  impatience,  and  smilingly  pressed  the  neck 
of  the  gourd  to  Quasimodo's  jagged  mouth. 

He  drank  long  draughts;  his  thirst  was  ardent. 

When  he  had  done,  the  poor  wretch  put  out  his  black  lips, 
doubtless  to  kiss  the  fair  hand  which  had  helped  him.  But 
the  girl,  perhaps  not  quite  free  from  distrust,  and  mindful 
of  the  violent  attempt  of  the  previous  night,  withdrew  her 
hand  with  the  terrified  gesture  of  a  child  who  fears  being 
bitten  by  a  wild  animal. 

Then  the  poor  deaf  man  fixed  upon  her  a  look  of  reproach 
and  unutterable  sorrow. 

It  would  anywhere  have  been  a  touching  sight,  to  see  this 
lovely  girl,  fresh,  pure,  charming,  and  yet  so  weak,  thus  de- 
voutly hastening  to  the  help  of  so  much  misery,  deformity, 
and  malice.  Upon  a  pillory,  the  sight  was  sublime. 

The  people  themselves  were  affected  by  it,  and  began  to 
clap  their  hands  and  shout, — 

"Noel!  Noel!" 

It  was  at  this  instant  that  the  recluse  saw,  from  the  window 
of  her  cell,  the  gipsy  girl  upon  the  pillory,  and  hurled  her 
ominous  curse  at  her  head :  — 

"  May  you  be  accursed,  daughter  of  Egypt !  accursed !  ac- 
cursed ! " 


A  tear  for  a  drop  of  water! 

\nfre-Dame.      Vol.  1,  Pafie  240. 
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CHAPTER  V 

END  OF  THE  STORY  OF  THE  CAKE 

SMERALDA  turned  pale,  and  descended  from  the  pil- 
lory  with  faltering  steps.     The  voice  of  the  recluse  still 
pursued  her :  — 

"  Come  down !  come  down,  you  gipsy  thief !  You  will  go 
up  again ! " 

<fc  The  nun  has  one  of  her  ill  turns  to-day,"  muttered  the 
people,  and  they  said  no  more;  for  women  of  this  sort  were 
held  in  much  awe,  which  made  them  sacred.  No  one  liked 
to  attack  those  who  prayed  night  and  day. 

The  hour  had  come  to  release  Quasimodo.  He  was  un- 
bound, and  the  mob  dispersed. 

Near  the  great  bridge,  Mahiette,  who  was  returning  home 
with  her  two  companions,  stopped  suddenly :  — 

<;  By  the  way,  Eustache,  what  have  you  done  with  the 
cake?" 

"  Mother,"  said  the  child,  "  while  you  were  talking  to  the 
woman  in  that  hole,  there  came  a  big  dog  and  bit  a  piece  out 
of  my  cake ;  so  then  I  took  a  bite  too." 

"  What,  sir !  "  she  continued,  "  did  you  eat  it  all?  " 

"  Mother,  it  was  the  dog.  I  told  him  not  to  eat  it,  but  he 
wouldn't  mind  me.  So  then  I  took  a  bite  too ;  that's  all !  " 

'*  What  a  bad  boy  you  are !  "  said  his  mother,  smiling  and 
scolding  at  once.  "  Only  think,  Oudarde!  he  ate  every  cherry 
on  the  tree  in  our  orchard  at  Charlerange ;  so  his  grandfather 
says  that  he  is  sure  to  be  a  soldier.  Let  me  catch  you  at  it 
again,  Master  Eustache !  Get  along,  you  greedy  boy !  " 
16 


BOOK  VII 
CHAPTER  I 

ON    THE   DANGER    OF    CONFIDING   A   SECRET    TO    A   GOAT 

SEVERAL  weeks  had  passed. 
It  was  early  in  March.  The  sun,  which  Dubartas,  that 
classic  father  of  periphrase,  had  not  yet  dubbed  "  the  grand 
duke  of  candles,"  was  none  the  less  bright  and  gay.  It  was 
one  of  those  spring  days  which  are  so  full  of  sweetness  and 
beauty  that  all  Paris,  flocking  into  the  squares  and  parks, 
keeps  holiday  as  if  it  were  a  Sunday.  On  such  clear,  warm, 
peaceful  days,  there  is  one  particular  hour  when  the  porch  of 
Notre-Dame  is  especially  worthy  of  admiration.  It  is  the 
moment  when  the  sun,  already  sinking  towards  the  west,  al- 
most exactly  faces  the  cathedral.  Its  rays,  becoming  more 
and  more  level,  withdraw  slowly  from  the  pavement  of  the 
square,  and  climb  the  perpendicular  face  of  the  church,  the 
shadows  setting  off  the  countless  figures  in  high  relief,  while 
the  great  central  rose-window  flames  like  the  eye^ojF  ajCyclop 
lighted  up  by  reflections  from  his  forge. 

It  was  just  that  hour. 

Opposite  the  lofty  cathedral,  reddened  by  the  setting  sun, 
upon  the  stone  balcony  built  over  the  porch  of  a  handsome 
Gothic  house  at  the  corner  of  the  square  and  the  Rue  du 
Parvis,  a  group  of  lovely  young  girls  were  laughing  and 
chatting  gracefully  and  playfully.  By  the  length  of  the  veil 
which  hung  from  the  peak  of  their  pointed  coif,  twined  with 
pearls,  down  to  their  heels,  by  the  fineness  of  the  embroidered 
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tucker  which  covered  their  shoulders,  but  still  revealed,  in  the 
pleasing  fashion  of  the  day,  the  swell  of  their  fair  virgin 
bosoms,  by  the  richness  of  their  under  petticoats,  even  costlier 
than  their  upper  garments  (wonderful  refinement!),  by  the 
gauze,  the  silk,  the  velvet  in  which  they  were  arrayed,  and 
especially  by  the  whiteness  of  their  hands,  which  proved  that 
they  led  a  life  of  idle  ease,  it  was  easy  to  guess  that  these 
were  rich  heiresses.  They  were  in  fact  Damoiselle  Fleur-de- 
Lys  de  Gondelaurier  and  her  companions,  Diane  de  Christeuil, 
Amelotte  de  Montmichel,  Colombe  de  Gaillefontaine,  and  the 
little  De  Champchevrier,  all  daughters  of  noble  houses,  just 
no?/  visiting  the  widowed  Madame  de  Gondelaurier,  on  ac- 
count of  Monseigneur  de  Beaujeu  and  his  wife,  who  were 
coming  to  Paris  in  April  to  choose  maids  of  honour  to  meet 
the  Dauphiness  Marguerite  in  Picardy  and  receive  her  from 
the  hands  of  the  Flemings.  Now,  all  the  country  squires  for 
thirty  miles  around  aspired  to  win  this  favour  for  their  daugh- 
ters, and  many  of  them  had  already  been  brought  or  sent  to 
Paris.  The  damsels  in  question  were  intrusted  by  their  par- 
ents to  the  discreet  and  reverend  care  of  Madame  Aloi'se  de 
Gondelaurier,  the  widow  of  a  former  officer  of  the  king's  cross- 
bo  v  men,  living  in  retirement,  with  her  only  daughter,  in  her 
house  on  the  square  in  front  of  Notre-Dame. 

The  balcony  upon  which  the  young  girls  sat  opened  from 
room  richly  hung  with  fawn-coloured  Flemish  leather 
stamped  with  golden  foliage.  The  transverse  beams  on  the 
tiling,  diverted  the  eye  by  countless  grotesque  carvings, 
painted  and  gilded.  Splendid  enamels  glittered  here  and  there 
upon  sculptured  presses.  A  boar's  head  made  of  earthen- 
ware crowned  a  superb  sideboard,  the  two  steps  of  which 
showed  that  the  mistress  of  the  house  was  the  wife  or  widow 
of  a  knight  banneret.  At  the  end  of  the  room,  beside  a  tall 
chimney-piece  covered  with  armorial  bearings  and  escutcheons, 
sat,  in  a  rich  red  velvet  arm-chair,  Madame  de  Gondelaurier, 
whose  fifty-five  years  were  as  plainly  written  in  her  garments 
as  on  her  face.  Near  her  stood  a  young  man  of  aristocratic 
though  somewhat  arrogant  and  swaggering  mien, —  one  of 


244  NOTRE-DAME 

those  fine  fellows  about  whom  all  women  agree,  although  seri- 
ous men  and  physiognomists  shrug  their  shoulders  at  them. 
This  youthful  cavalier  wore  the  brilliant  uniform  of  a  captain 
of  the  archers  of  the  household  troops,  which  is  too  much  like 
the  dress  of  Jupiter,  described  in  the  first  part  of  this  story, 
for  us  to  inflict  a  second  description  of  it  upon  the  reader. 

The  damsels  were  seated,  some  in  the  room,  some  upon  the 
balcony,  the  former  upon  squares  of  Utrecht  velvet  with 
golden  corner-pieces,  the  latter  on  oaken  stools  carved  with 
flowers  and  figures.  Each  held  upon  her  knees  a  portion  of 
a  large  piece  of  tapestry,  at  which  they  were  all  working  to- 
gether, and  a  long  end  of  which  trailed  over  the  matting  that 
covered  the  floor. 

They  talked  together  in  the  undertone  and  with  the  sup- 
pressed laughter  common  to  a  group  of  young  girls  when 
there  is  a  young  man  among  them.  The  young  man  whose 
presence  sufficed  to  call  forth  all  these  feminine  wiles  seemed, 
for  his  part,  to  pay  but  little  heed  to  them;  and  while  these 
lovely  girls  vied  with  one  another  in  trying  to  attract  his 
attention,  he  seemed  chiefly  occupied  in  rubbing  up  his  belt- 
buckle  with  his  buckskin  glove. 

From  time  to  time  the  elderly  lady  addressed  some  remark 
to  him  in  a  very  low  voice,  and  he  replied  as  best  he  could, 
with  awkward  and  forced  courtesy.  By  Madame  Aloi'se's 
smiles  and  little  significant  signs,  as  well  as  by  the  glances 
which  she  cast  at  her  daughter  Fleur-de-Lys  while  she  whis- 
pered to  the  captain,  it  was  easy  to  see  that  she  was  talking 
of  the  recent  betrothal,  and  of  the  marriage,  doubtless  to  come 
off  soon,  between  the  young  man  and  Fleur-de-Lys;  and  by 
the  officer's  coldness  and  embarrassment,  it  was  plain  that 
on  his  side  at  least  there  was  no  question  of  love.  His  whole 
manner  expressed  a  weariness  and  constraint  such  as  the  young 
officers  of  our  day  would  aptly  translate  by  saying  that  he 
was  "  deucedly  bored !  " 

The  good  lady,  utterly  infatuated  with  her  daughter,  like 
the  silly  mother  that  she  was,  did  not  perceive  the  officer's  lack 
of  enthusiasm,  and  did  her  best  to  point  out  to  him  in  a  whis- 
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per  the  infinite  perfection  with  which  Fleur-de-Lys  plied  her 
needle  or  wound  her  skeins  of  silk. 

'6  There,  cousin,"  she  said,  plucking  him  by,  the  sleeve  that 
she  might  speak  in  his  ear,  "  just  look  at  her  now!  See  how 
gracef ully  she  stoops !  " 

4 "  To  be  sure,"  replied  the  young  man ;  and  he  relapsed  into 
his  cold  and  careless  silence. 

A  moment  after,  he  was  forced  to  bend  anew,  and  Dame 
Alci'se  said, — 

"  Did  you  ever  see  a  merrier  or  more  attractive  face  than 
that  of  your  betrothed?  Could  any  one  have  a  fairer,  whiter 
skin?  Aren't  those  clever  hands;  and  isn't  her  neck  a  per- 
fect match  in  grace  for  a  swan's?  How  I  envy  you  at  times! 
and  how  lucky  it  is  for  you  that  you  are  a  man,  wicked  scamp 
that  you  are !  Is  n't  my  Fleur-de-Lys  adorably  lovely,  and 
are  n't  you  dead  in  love  with  her  ?  " 

"  Of  course,"  he  replied,  with  his  mind  upon  other  things. 

"  But  why  don't  you  talk  to  her? "  suddenly  observed 
Madame  Aloi'se,  giving  him  a  push.  "  Say  something  to  her ; 
you  are  wonderfully  shy  all  of  a  sudden." 

We  can  assure  our  readers  that  shyness  was  neither  one  of 
the  captain's  failings  nor  good  points ;  but  he  tried  to  do  what 
was  required  of  him. 

"  Fair  cousin,"  said  he,  approaching  Fleur-de-Lys,  "  what 
is  the  subject  of  your  tapestry-work?  " 

"  Fair  cousin,"  answered  Fleur-de-Lys  in  an  injured  tone, 
"  I  have  told  you  three  times  already:  it  is  Neptune's  grotto." 

li  was  plain  that  Fleur-de-Lys  was  far  more  clear-sighted 
than  her  mother  in  regard  to  the  captain's  cold  and  careless 
manners.  He  felt  that  he  must  needs  make  a  little  conver- 
sation. 

"  And  what  is  all  this  Neptune-work  for  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  For  the  Abbey  of  Saint- Antoine  des  Champs,"  said 
Fleur-de-Lys,  without  raising  her  eyes. 

The  captain  picked  up  a  corner  of  the  tapestry. 

"  And  who,  my  fair  cousin,  is  this  fat  fellow  with  puffy 
cheeks,  blowing  his  trumpet  so  vigorously?  " 
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"That  is  Triton,"  she  answered. 

There  was  still  a  somewhat  offended  tone  about  Fleur-de- 
Lys'  brief  words.  The  captain  saw  that  he  must  absolutely 
whisper  something  in  her  ear, —  a  compliment,  a  bit  of  non- 
sense, never  mind  what.  He  bent  towards  her  accordingly, 
but  his  imagination  suggested  nothing  tenderer  or  more  fa- 
miliar than  this :  "  Why  does  your  mother  always  wear  a 
petticoat  wrought  with  coats-of-arms,  such  as  our  grand- 
mothers wore  in  the  time  of  Charles  VII.?  Do  tell  her, 
fair  cousin,  that  it  is  no  longer  the  fashion,  and  that  her 
laurel-tree  and  her  hinges  emblazoned  all  over  her  gown 
make  her  look  like  a  walking  mantelpiece.  Really,  nobody 
sits  upon  their  banner  in  that  way  now,  I  swear  they 
don't ! " 

Fleur-de-Lys  raised  her  lovely  eyes  full  of  reproach. 
"  Is  that  all  you  have  to  swear  to  me  ?  "  she  said  in  a  low 
voice. 

Meantime  good  Dame  Aloi'se,  enchanted  to  see  them  chat- 
ting thus  confidently,  said,  as  she  played  with  the  clasps  of 
her  prayer-book, — 

"  What  a  touching  picture  of  love !  " 

The  captain,  more  and  more  embarrassed,  fell  back  on  the 
tapestry.  "  That  really  is  a  beautiful  piece  of  work ! "  he 
exclaimed. 

Upon  this  remark,  Colombe  de  Gaillefontaine,  another 
charming,  fair-haired,  white-skinned  girl,  in  a  high-necked 
blue  damask  gown,  timidly  ventured  to  address  Fleur-de-Lys, 
in  the  hope  that  the  handsome  captain  would  reply :  "  My 
dear  Gondelaurier,  have  you  seen  the  tapestries  at  the  Roche- 
Guyon  house?  " 

"  Is  n't  that  the  house  with  the  garden,  which  belongs  to 
the  linen-dealer  of  the  Louvre?"  asked  Diane  de  Christeuil 
with  a  laugh ;  for  she  had  fine  teeth,  and  consequently  laughed 
on  every  occasion. 

"  And  where  there  is  that  big  old  tower  belonging  to  the 
ancient  wall  of  Paris,"  added  Amelotte  de  Montmichel,  a 
pretty,  curly-haired,  rosy-cheeked  brunette,  who  was  as  much 
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given  to  sighing  as  the  other  was  to  laughing,  without  know- 
ing why. 

"  My  dear  Colombe,"  put  in  Dame  Alo'ise,  "  are  you  talk- 
ing of  the  house  which  belonged  to  M.  de  Bacqueville  in  the 
reign  of  King  Charles  VI.?  It  does  indeed  contain  some  su- 
perb high-warp  tapestries." 

"  Charles  VI. !  Charles  VI. !  "  muttered  the  young  captain, 
twirling  his  moustache.  "  Heavens !  What  a  memory  the 
gocd  lady  has  for  by-gone  things ! " 

Madame  de  Gondelaurier  went  on :  "  Beautiful  tapestries, 
indeed.  Such  magnificent  work  that  it  is  thought  to  be 
unique ! " 

At  this  instant  Berangere  de  Champchevrier,  a  slender  lit- 
tle girl  of  seven,  who  was  gazing  into  the  square  through  the 
trefoils  of  the  balcony  railing,  cried  out, — 

"  Oh,  look,  pretty  godmamma  Fleur-de-Lys,  see  that  dear 
dancing-girl  dancing  down  there  on  the  pavement,  and  play- 
ing on  the  tambourine  among  those  common  clowns ! " 

The  shrill  jingle  of  a  tambourine  was  in  fact  heard  by  all. 

"  Some  gipsy  girl,"  said  Fleur-de-Lys,  turning  noncha- 
lantly towards  the  square. 

"  Let  us  see !  let  us  see ! "  exclaimed  her  lively  companions ; 
and  they  all  ran  to  the  edge  of  the  balcony,  while  Fleur-de- 
Lys,  musing  over  her  lover's  coldness,  followed  them  slowly, 
and  her  lover,  relieved  by  this  incident,  which  cut  short  an 
embarrassing  conversation,  returned  to  the  farther  end  of  the 
room  with  the  satisfied  air  of  a  soldier  released  from  duty. 
Yet  it  was  a  delightful  and  an  easy  duty  to  wait  upon  the  fair 
Flcur-de-Lys,  and  so  it  had  once  seemed  to  him;  but  the  cap- 
tain had  gradually  wearied  of  it;  the  prospect  of  a  speedy 
marriage  grew  less  and  less  attractive  day  by  day.  Besides, 
he  \vas  of  an  inconstant  humour,  and  —  must  we  own  it?- 
his  taste  was  somewhat  vulgar.  Although  of  very  noble  birth, 
he  had  contracted  while  in  harness  more  than  one  of  the  habits 
of  the  common  soldier.  He  loved  the  tavern  and  all  its  ac- 
companiments. He  was  never  at  his  ease  except  among  coarse 
witticisms,  military  gallantries,  easy-going  beauties,  and  facile 
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conquests.  He  had  received  some  education  and  some  polish 
from  his  family;  but  he  had  roamed  the  country  too  young, 
joined  the  garrison  too  young,  and  every  day  the  veneer  of 
the  gentleman  was  worn  away  a  little  more  by  the  hard  fric- 
tion of  his  military  baldric.  Although  he  still  visited  her  oc- 
casionally, from  a  lingering  spark  of  common  respect,  he  felt 
doubly  embarrassed  in  Fleur-de-Lys'  presence:  first,  because 
by  dint  of  distributing  his  love  in  all  sorts  of  places  he  had 
very  little  left  for  her;  and  next,  because  amid  so  many  stately, 
starched,  and  modest  dames  he  trembled  continually  lest  his 
lips,  accustomed  to  oaths,  should  suddenly  lose  all  restraint 
and  break  out  into  the  language  of  the  tavern.  Fancy  what 
the  effect  would  be! 

However,  with  all  this  were  mingled  great  pretensions  to 
elegance  in  dress  and  to  a  fine  appearance.  Let  those  who 
can  reconcile  these  things.  I  am  only  the  historian. 

He  had  been  standing  for  some  moments,  thinking  or  not 
thinking,  leaning  silently  against  the  carved  chimneypiece, 
when  Fleur-de-Lys,  turning  suddenly,  spoke  to  him.  After, 
all,  the  poor  girl  only  looked  black  at  him  in  self-defence. 

"  Fair  cousin,  did  n't  you  tell  us  of  a  little  gipsy  girl  whom 
you  rescued  from  a  dozen  robbers  some  two  months  since, 
while  you  were  on  the  night  patrol?  " 

"  I  think  I  did,  fair  cousin,"  said  the  captain. 

"  Well,"  she  continued,  "  it  may  be  that  same  gipsy  girl 
who  is  dancing  in  the  square  below.  Come  and  see  if  you 
recognize  her,  fair  Cousin  Phoebus ! " 

He  perceived  a  secret  desire  for  reconciliation  in  this  gentle 
invitation  to  return  to  her  side,  and  in  the  pains  she  took  to 
call  him  by  his  Christian  name.  Captain  Phoebus  de  Chateau- 
pers  (for  it  is  he  whom  the  reader  has  had  before  him  from 
the  beginning  of  this  chapter)  slowly  approached  the  bal- 
cony. "  There,"  said  Fleur-de-Lys,  tenderly,  laying  her 
hand  upon  Phcebus's  arm,  "  look  at  that  little  thing  dancing 
in  the  ring.  Is  that  your  gipsy  girl  ?  " 

Phoebus  looked,  and  said, — 

"  Yes ;  I  know  her  by  her  goat." 
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"  Oh,  yes !  what  a  pretty  little  goat ! "  said  Amelotte,  clasp- 
ing her  hands  in  admiration. 

"  Are  its  horns  really,  truly  gold?  "  asked  Berangere. 

Without  moving  from  her  easy-chair,  Dame  Aloi'se  took  up 
the  word :  "  Is  n't  it  one  of  those  gipsies  who  came  here  last 
year  through  the  Porte  Gibard?  " 

"  Mother,"  said  Fleur-de-Lys,  gently,  "  that  gate  is  now 
called  Porte  d'Enfer." 

Mademoiselle  de  Gondelaurier  knew  how  much  her  mother's 
superannuated  modes  of  speech  shocked  the  captain.  In  fact, 
he  began  to  sneer,  and  muttered  between  his  teeth :  u  Porte 
Gibard !  Porte  Gibard !  That's  to  admit  King  Charles  VI.  " 

"  Godmamma,"  cried  Berangere,  whose  restless  eyes  were 
suddenly  raised  to  the  top  of  the  towers  of  Notre-Dame, 
"  what  is  that  black  man  doing  up  there?  " 

All  the  girls  looked  up.  A  man  was  indeed  leaning  on  his 
elbows  on  the  topmost  balustrade  of  the  northern  tower,  over- 
looking the  Greve.  He  was  a  priest.  His  dress  was  dis- 
tinctly visible,  and  his  face  rested  on  his  hands.  He  was  as 
motionless  as  a  statue.  His  eye  was  fixed  intently  on  the 
square. 

There  was  something  in  his  immobility  like  a  kite  which 
has  just  discovered  a  nest  of  sparrows,  and  gazes  at  it. 

"  It  is  the  archdeacon  of  Josas,"  said  Fleur-de-Lys. 

"  You  have  good  eyes  if  you  can  recognize  him  from  this 
distance !  "  remarked  Mademoiselle  Gaillef ontaine. 

"  How  he  watches  the  little  dancer,"  added  Diane  de  Chris- 
teuil. 

"  The  gipsy  girl  had  better  beware,"  said  Fleur-de-Lys, 
"  for  he  is  not  fond  of  gipsies." 

"  'T  is  a  great  pity  the  man  should  stare  at  her  so,"  added 
Amelotte  de  Montmichel,  "  for  she  dances  ravishingly." 

"  Fair  Cousin  Phoebus,"  suddenly  said  Fleur-de-Lys,  "  as 
you  know  this  little  gipsy  girl,  pray  beckon  to  her  to  come 
up.  It  will  amuse  us." 

"  Oh,  yes !  "  cried  all  the  girls,  clapping  their  hands. 

M  What  nonsense !  "  replied  Phoebus.     "  She  has  doubtless 
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forgotten  me,  and  I  don't  even  know  her  name.  Still,  if  you 
wish  it,  ladies,  I  will  make  an  attempt ;"  and  leaning  over  the 
balcony-rail,  he  called,  "  Little  one !  " 

The  dancer  was  not  playing  her  tambourine  at  the  mo- 
ment. She  turned  her  head  towards  the  point  whence  this 
call  came,  her  sparkling  eye  fell  on  Phoebus,  and  she  stopped 
short. 

"  Little  one ! "  repeated  the  captain ;  and  he  signed  to  her 
to  come. 

The  young  girl  looked  at  him  again ;  then  she  blushed  as  if 
her  cheeks  were  on  fire,  and  putting  her  tambourine  under  her 
arm,  she  moved  through  the  astonished  spectators  towards  the 
door  of  the  house  to  which  Phoebus  called  her,  with  slow,  hesi- 
tating steps,  and  the  troubled  gaze  of  a  bird  yielding  to  the 
fascination  of  a  snake. 

A  moment  later,  the  tapestry  hanging  before  the  door  was 
lifted,  and  the  gipsy  appeared  on  the  threshold  of  the  room, 
red,  abashed,  breathless,  her  large  eyes  cast  down,  and  not 
daring  to  advance  another  step. 

Berangere  clapped  her  hands. 

But  the  dancer  stood  motionless  at  the  door.  Her  appear- 
ance produced  a  strange  effect  upon  the  group  of  young 
girls.  It  is  certain  that  a  vague  and  indistinct  desire  to  please 
the  handsome  officer  animated  them  all  alike ;  that  his  splendid 
uniform  was  the  aim  of  all  their  coquetries ;  and  that  so  long 
as  he  was  present  there  was  a  certain  secret  lurking  rivalry 
among  them,  which  they  hardly  confessed  to  themselves,  but 
which  none  the  less  appeared  every  instant  in  their  gestures 
and  words.  Still,  as  they  were  possessed  of  an  almost  equal 
share  of  beauty,  the  contest  was  a  fair  one,  and  each  might 
well  hope  for  victory.  The  gipsy's  arrival  abruptly  de- 
stroyed this  equilibrium.  Her  beauty  was  so  remarkable  that 
when  she  appeared  on  the  threshold  of  the  room  she  seemed 
to  diffuse  a  sort  of  light  peculiar  to  herself.  Shut  into  this 
room,  in  this  dark  frame  of  hangings  and  wainscotting,  she 
was  incomparably  more  beautiful  and  more  radiant  than  in 
the  public  square.  She  was  like  a  torch  brought  from  broad 
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daylight  into  darkness.  The  noble  maidens  were  dazzled  in 
spite  of  themselves.  Each  of  them  felt  her  beauty  in  some 
sort  impaired.  Therefore  their  battle-front  (if  we  may  be 
pardoned  the  expression)  changed  at  once,  without  exchang- 
ing a  word.  Still,  they  understood  one  another  to  perfection. 
The  instincts  of  women  read  and  reply  to  one  another  more 
rapidly  than  the  understandings  of  men.  An  enemy  had  ar- 
rived ;  all  .felt  it,  all  rallied  for  mutual  support.  A  drop  of 
wine  is  enough  to  redden  a  whole  glass  of  water ;  the  entrance 
of  a  prettier  woman  than  themselves  is  enough  to  tinge  a 
whole  party  of  pretty  women  with  a  certain  amount  of  ill- 
humour, —  especially  when  there  is  but  one  man  present. 

Thus  their  reception  of  the  gipsy  girl  was  marvellously 
cold.     They  examined  her  from  head  to  foot,  then  looked  at 
one  another,  and  that  was  enough:  they  understood  one  an- 
other.    But  the  young  girl  waited  for  them  to  speak,  so  much 
agitated  that  she  dared  not  raise  her  eyes. 
The  captain  was  the  first  to  break  the  silence. 
"  On  my  word,"  he  said  in  his  tone  of  bold  assurance,  "  a 
charming  creature!     What  do  you  think  of  her,  fair  cousin?  " 
The  observation,  which  a  more  delicate  admirer  would  at 
leaist  have  uttered  in  an  undertone,  was  not  adapted  to  soothe 
the  feminine  jealousies  arrayed  against  the  gipsy  girl. 

Fleur-de-Lys  answered  the  captain  with  a  sweet  affectation 
of  disdain :     "  She's  not  bad-looking." 
The  others  whispered  together. 

At  last  Madame  Aloi'se,  who  was  not  the  least  jealous  of 
the  party  since  she  was  jealous  for  her  daughter,  addressed 
the  dancer.  "  Come  in,  little  one." 

<k  Come    in,    little    one ! "    repeated,    with    comic    dignity, 
Berangere,  who  would  have  reached  about  to  the  gipsy's  waist. 
Esmeralda  approached  the  noble  lady. 

u  My  pretty  child,"  said  Phoebus  with  emphasis,  taking  a 
few  steps  towards  her,  "  I  don't  know  whether  I  have  the  su- 
pre  me  happiness  of  being  recognized  by  you  - 

£he  interrupted  him  with  a  smile  and  a  glance  of  infinite 
sweetness, — 
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"Oh,  yes!" 

"  She  has  a  good  memory,"  observed  Fleur-de-Lys. 

"  Now,  then,"  continued  Phoebus,  "  you  escaped  very  nim- 
bly the  other  night.  Did  I  frighten  you  ?  " 

"  Oh,  no !  "  said  the  gipsy. 

There  was  an  indefinite  something  in  the  tone  in  which  this 
"  Oh,  no ! "  was  uttered  directly  after  the  "  Oh,  yes ! "  which 
wounded  Fleur-de-Lys. 

"  You  left  me  in  your  place,  my  beauty,"  resumed  the  cap- 
tain, whose  tongue  was  loosened  when  he  talked  to  a  girl  from 
the  streets,  "  a  very  surly  knave,  blind  of  one  eye,  and  a 
hunchback,  the  bishop's  bell-ringer,  I  believe.  They  tell  me 
he  's  the  archdeacon's  son,  and  a  devil.  He  has  a  droll  name ; 
they  call  him  Ember  Days,  Palm  Sunday,  Shrove  Tuesday, 
or  something  of  the  sort !  He's  named  for  some  high  holiday 
or  other !  He  took  the  liberty  of  carrying  you  off ;  as  if  you 
were  a  mate  for  such  as  he!  That  was  coming  it  rather 
strong.  What  the  devil  did  that  screech-owl  want  with  you, 
eh?  Tell  me!" 

"  I  don't  know,"  answered  she. 

"  Did  any  one  ever  hear  of  such  insolence, —  a  bell-ringer 
to  carry  off  a  girl  as  if  he  were  a  viscount !  a  common  fellow 
to  poach  the  game  of  gentlemen!  A  pretty  state  of  things, 
indeed!  However,  he  paid  dearly  for  it.  Master  Pierrat 
Torterue  is  the  roughest  groom  that  ever  combed  and  curried 
a  knave ;  and  I  can  tell  you,  if  it  will  please  you,  that  he  gave 
your  bell-ringer's  hide  a  most  thorough  dressing." 

"  Poor  man ! "  said  the  gipsy,  reminded  by  these  words  of 
the  scene  at  the  pillory. 

The  captain  burst  out  laughing.  "  By  the  great  horn- 
spoon  !  your  pity  is  as  much  out  of  place  as  a  feather  on  a 
pig's  tail.  May  I  be  as  fat  as  a  pope,  if  — 

He  stopped  short.  "  Excuse  me,  ladies!  I  was  just  about 
to  utter  a  foil}7." 

"  Fie,  sir !  "  said  Gaillefontaine. 

"  He  speaks  to  that  creature  in  her  own  tongue !  "  added 
Fleur-de-Lys  in  a  low  voice,  her  anger  growing  every  instant. 
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Nor  was  this  wrath  diminished  when  she  saw  the  captain, 
charmed  with  the  gipsy  and  above  all  with  himself,  turn  on 
his  heel,  repeating  with  the  coarse  and  frank  gallantry  of  a 
soldier, — 

<s  A  lovely  girl,  upon  my  soul !  " 

6i  Very  badly  dressed,"  said  Diane  de  Christeuil,  smiling  to 
show  her  fine  teeth. 

This  remark  was  a  ray  of  light  to  the  others.  It  showed 
them  the  gipsy's  vulnerable  point:  unable  to  carp  at  her 
beauty,  they  attacked  her  dress. 

<;  Why,  that's  true,  little  one,"  said  Montmichel ;  "  where 
did  you  learn  to  run  about  the  streets  in  this  way,  without 
a  wimple  or  a  neckerchief  ?  " 

"  Your  skirt  is  so  short  it  fairly  makes  me  shiver,"  added 
Gaillefontaine. 

''  My  dear,"  continued  Fleur-de-Lys,  somewhat  sharply, 
"  you  will  be  taken  up  one  of  these  days,  by  the  Serjeants  of 
the  dozen,  for  your  gilded  belt." 

4*  Little  one,  little  one,"  resumed  Christeuil  with  a  pitiless 
smile,  "  if  you  wore  a  decent  pair  of  sleeves  upon  your  arms, 
they  would  be  less  sunburnt." 

It  was  indeed  a  scene  worthy  of  a  more  intelligent  spec- 
tator than  Phoebus,  to  see  how  these  beautiful  girls,  with  their 
angry,  venomous  tongues,  glided  and  twisted  and  twined  about 
the  street  dancer ;  they  were  cruel  and  yet  gracious ;  they  ma- 
liciously searched  and  scanned  her  shabby,  fantastic  garb  of 
rags  and  tinsel.  Their  laughter,  their  mockery,  and  their 
sneors  were  endless.  Sarcasms  rained  upon  the  gipsy,  with 
wicked  glances  and  a  haughty  pretence  of  benevolence.  They 
were  like  those  young  Roman  damsels  who  amused  themselves 
by  plunging  golden  pins  into  the  bosom  of  a  beautiful  slave 
girl.  They  were  like  elegant  greyhounds,  hanging,  with  dis- 
tended nostrils  and  fiery  eyes,  about  a  poor  wood-deer  which 
their  master's  eye  forbids  them  to  devour. 

After  all,  what  was  a  miserable  street  dancer  to  these 
daughters  of  noble  houses?  They  seemed  to  pay  no  heed  to 
her  presence,  and  spoke  of  her,  before  her,  to  her,  in  loud 
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tones,  as  of  something  rather  dirty,  rather  low,  but  still  rather 
pretty. 

The  gipsy  was  not  insensible  to  these  pin-pricks.  Now 
and  then  a  flush  of  shame,  a  flash  of  anger,  kindled  in  her 
eyes  or  on  her  cheeks ;  a  scornful  word  seemed  trembling 
on  her  lips;  she  made  that  little  grimace  with  which  the 
reader  is  familiar,  in  token  of  her  contempt,  but  she  stood 
motionless;  she  fixed  a  sad,  sweet  look  of  resignation  upon 
Phoebus. 

This  look  was  also  full  of  happiness  and  affection.  She 
seemed  to  be  restraining  herself,  for  fear  she  should  be  turned 
out. 

Phoebus  also  laughed,  and  took  the  gipsy's  part  with  a 
mixture  of  impertinence  and  pity. 

"  Let  them  talk,  little  one,"  he  repeated,  jingling  his  golden 
spurs ;  "  no  doubt  your  dress  is  somewhat  extravagant  and 
peculiar;  but  what  does  that  matter  to  such  a  charming  girl 
as  you  are?  " 

"  Good  gracious ! "  exclaimed  the  fair-haired  Gaillef  on- 
taine,  straightening  her  swan-like  neck  with  a  bitter  smile, 
"  I  see  that  the  officers  of  the  king's  guard  easily  take  fire 
at  the  bright  eyes  of  a  gipsy." 

"Why  not?"  said  Phoebus. 

At  this  answer,  carelessly  uttered  by  the  captain,  like  a 
stone  cast  at  random,  which  falls  unnoted,  Colombe  began  to 
laugh,  as  did  Diane  and  Amelotte  and  Fleur-de-Lys,  into 
whose  eyes  tears  started  at  the  same  time. 

The  gipsy,  whose  eyes  had  drooped  at  the  words  of  Colombe 
de  Gaillefontaine,  now  raised  them  beaming  with  pride  and 
pleasure,  and  fixed  them  again  upon  Phoebus.  She  was  beau- 
tiful indeed  at  this  moment. 

The  old  lady,  who  was  watching  this  scene,  felt  offended, 
though  she  did  not  know  why. 

"  Holy  Virgin !  "  she  suddenly  exclaimed,  "  what  is  this 
thing  poking  about  under  my  feet  ?  Oh,  the  ugly  beast !  " 

It  was  the  goat,  which  had  entered  in  search  of  its  mistress, 
and  which,  in  its  haste  to  reach  her,  had  caught  its  horns  in 
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the  mass  of  folds  which  the  noble  dame's  draperies  formed 
about  her  feet  when  she  was  seated. 

This  caused  a  diversion.  The  gipsy  girl,  without  speaking, 
released  her  pet. 

<;  Oh,  there's  the  little  goat  with  the  golden  feet ! "  cried 
Berangere,  jumping  with  joy. 

The  gipsy  girl  crouched  upon  her  knees  and  pressed  her 
check  against  the  goat's  fond  head.  She  seemed  to  be  beg- 
ging its  pardon  for  having  thus  deserted  it. 

But  Diane  whispered  in  Colombe's  ear, — 

^  Gracious !  why  did  n't  I  think  of  it  before?  It 's  the 
gipsy  girl  with  the  goat,  of  whom  I  have  so  often  heard. 
They  say  she  is  a  witch,  and  that  her  goat  performs  very 
marvellous  tricks." 

<fc  Very  well,"  said  Colombe,  "  the  goat  must  now  amuse 
us,  in  its  turn,  by  performing  some  miracle." 

Diane  and  Colombe  addressed  the  gipsy  eagerly, — 

"  Little  one,  make  your  goat  perform  some  miracle." 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,"  replied  the  dancer. 

"  A  miracle,  a  piece  of  magic,  some  witchcraft." 

"  I  don't  understand ;"  and  she  began  to  fondle  the  pretty 
crature,  repeating,  "Djali!  Djali!" 

At  this  instant  Fleur-de-Lys  noticed  an  embroidered  leather 
bag  hanging  from  the  goat's  neck. 

'•  What  is  that?  "  she  asked. 

The  gipsy  raised  her  large  eyes  to  the  girl's  face  and  re- 
plied gravely,  "  That  is  my  secret." 

"  I  should  very  much  like  to  know  what  your  secret  is," 
thought  Fleur-de-Lys. 

Meanwhile  the  good  lady  rose  angrily,  saying,— 

"  Come,  gipsy,  if  neither  you  nor  your  goat  can  dance  for 
us,  why  do  you  loiter  here?  " 

The  gipsy,  without  answering,  moved  slowly  towards  the 
door;  but  the  nearer  she  came  to  it,  the  slower  grew  her 
steps.  An  irresistible  magnet  seemed  to  hold  her  back.  All 
at  once  she  turned  her  eyes  wet  with  tears  upon  Phoebus,  and 
paused. 
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"  Zounds ! "  cried  the  captain ;  "  you  mustn't  go  in  that 
way.  Come  back,  and  dance  something  for  us.  By  the  way, 
my  beauty,  what  is  your  name  ?  " 

"  Esmeralda,"  said  the  dancer,  without  taking  her  eyes 
from  his  face. 

At  this  strange  name  the  young  girls  burst  into  a  fit  of 
laughter. 

"  A  terrible  name  for  a  girl,"  said  Diane. 

"  You  see  now,"  added  Amelotte,  "  that  she  is  an  enchant- 


"  My  dear,"  solemnly  exclaimed  Dame  Aloise,  "  your  par- 
ents never  fished  out  that  name  for  you  from  the  baptismal 
font." 

Some  moments  previous,  however,  Berangere,  unheeded  by 
the  rest,  had  lured  the  goat  into  one  corner  of  the  room  by  a 
bit  of  marchpane.  In  an  instant  they  were  good  friends. 
The  curious  child  had  removed  the  bag  from  the  goat's  neck, 
had  opened  it,  and  emptied  its  contents  upon  the  matting; 
they  consisted  of  an  alphabet,  each  letter  being  written  upon 
a  separate  square  of  boxwood.  No  sooner  were  these  play- 
things scattered  over  the  floor,  than  the  child  was  amazed  to 
see  the  goat,  one  of  whose  "  miracles  "  this  undoubtedly  was, 
select  certain  letters  with  her  golden  hoof  and  arrange  them, 
by  a  series  of  gentle  pushes,  in  a  particular  order.  In  a  mo- 
ment a  word  was  spelled  out  which  the  goat  seemed  to  have 
been  trained  to  write,  so  little  did  she  hesitate  in  the  task; 
and  Berangere  exclaimed  suddenly,  clasping  her  hands  in  ad- 
miration,— 

"  Godmamma  Fleur-de-Lys,  do  see  what  the  goat  has  just 
done!" 

Fleur-de-Lys  looked,  and  shuddered.  The  letters  arranged 
upom  the  floor  spelled  this  word :  — 

"  PHGEBUS." 

"  Did  the  goat  do  that  ?  "  she  asked  in  an  altered  tone. 

"  Yes,  godmamma,"  answered  Berangere. 

It  was  impossible  to  doubt  her,  for  the  child  could  not  spell. 
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"  This  is  her  secret !  "  thought  Fleur-de-Lys. 

Meantime,  at  the  child's  shout,  the  whole  party  hastened  to 
her  side, —  the  mother,  the  girls,  the  gipsy,  and  the  officer. 

The  gipsy  saw  the  folly  which  her  goat  had  committed. 
She  turned  first  red,  then  pale,  and  trembled  like  a  criminal 
before  the  captain,  who  regarded  her  with  a  smile  of  mingled 
satisfaction  and  surprise. 

"  Phoebus,"  whispered  the  astonished  girls.  "  Why,  that's 
the  captain's  name !  " 

"  You  have  a  marvellous  memory ! "  said  Fleur-de-Lys  to 
the  stupefied  gipsy.  Then  bursting  into  sobs,  she  stammered 
out  in  an  agony,  hiding  her  face  in  her  lovely  hands,  "  Oh, 
she  is  a  witch ! "  and  she  heard  a  voice  more  bitter  yet,  which 
said  to  her  inmost  heart,  "  She  is  your  rival ! " 

She  fell  fainting  to  the  floor. 

**My  daughter!  my  daughter!"  screamed  the  terrified 
mother.  "  Begone,  you  devilish  gipsy !  " 

Esmeralda  picked  up  the  unlucky  letters  in  the  twinkling 
of  an  eye,  made  a  sign  to  Djali,  and  went  out  at  one  door 
as  Fleur-de-Lys  was  borne  away  by  another. 

Captain  Phoebus,  left  alone,  hesitated  a  moment  between 
the  two  doors ;  then  he  followed  the  gipsy. 


CHAPTER  II 

SHOWING    THAT   A   PRIEST    AND    A   PHILOSOPHER   ARE   TWO 
VERY   DIFFERENT   PERSONS 

THE  priest  whom  the  girls  had  noticed  on  the  top  of  the 
north  tower,  leaning  over  to  look  into  the  square  and 
watching  the  gipsy's   dance   so   closely,   was  no   other  than 
Claude  Frollo. 

Oar  readers  have  not  forgotten  the  mysterious  cell  which 
the  archdeacon  reserved  to  himself  in  that  tower.      (I  do  not 
knov/,  let  me  observe  by  the  way,  whether  or  not  this  be  the 
17 


258  NOTRE-DAME 

same  cell,  the  interior  of  which  may  still  be  seen  through  a 
tiny  grated  loop-hole,  opening  to  the  eastward,  at  about  the 
height  of  a  man  from  the  floor,  upon  the  platform  from  which 
the  towers  spring;  a  mere  hole,  now  bare,  empty,  and  dilapi- 
dated, the  ill-plastered  walls  "  adorned "  here  and  there,  at 
the  present  time,  with  a  few  wretched  yellow  engravings,  rep- 
resenting various  cathdral  fronts.  I  presume  that  this  hole 
is  conjointly  inhabited  by  bats  and  spiders,  and  that  conse- 
quently a  double  war  of  extermination  is  wraged  against  flies.) 

Every  day,  an  hour  before  sunset,  the  archdeacon  climbed 
the  tower  stairs  and  shut  himself  up  in  this  cell,  where  he  often 
passed  whole  nights.  On  this  especial  day,  just  as,  having 
reached  the  low  door  of  his  retreat,  he  was  fitting  into  the 
lock  the  complicated  little  key,  which  he  always  carried  about 
with  him  in  the  purse  hanging  at  his  side,  the  sound  of  tam- 
bourine and  castanets  struck  upon  his  ear.  The  sound  came 
from  the  square  in  front  of  the  cathedral.  The  cell,  as  we 
have  already  said,  had  but  one  window  looking  upon  the  roof 
of  the  church.  Claude  Frollo  hastily  withdrew  the  key,  and 
an  instant  later  he  was  upon  the  top  of  the  tower,  in  the 
gloomy  and  meditative  attitude  in  which  the  ladies  had  seen 
him. 

There  he  was,  serious  and  motionless,  absorbed  in  one  sight, 
one  thought.  All  Paris  lay  beneath  his  feet,  with  its  count- 
less spires  and  its  circular  horizon  of  gently  sloping  hills,  with 
its  river  winding  beneath  its  bridges,  and  its  people  flowing 
through  its  streets,  with  its  cloud  of  smoke  and  its  mountain- 
ous chain  of  roofs  crowding  Notre-Dame  close  with  their 
double  rings  of  tiles;  but  of  this  whole  city  the  archdeacon 
saw  only  one  corner, —  the  square  in  front  of  the  cathedral; 
only  one  figure  in  all  that  crowd, —  the  gipsy. 

It  would  have  been  hard  to  explain  the  nature  of  his  gaze, 
and  the  source  of  the  fire  which  flashed  from  his  eyes.  It 
was  a  fixed  gaze,  and  yet  it  was  full  of  agitation  and  trouble. 
And  from  the  perfect  repose  of  his  whole  body,  scarcely 
shaken  by  an  occasional  involuntary  shiver,  like  a  tree  stirred 
by  the  wind ;  from  the  stiffness  of  his  elbows,  more  stony  than 
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the  railing  upon  which  they  rested ;  from  the  rigid  smile  which 
contracted  his  face,  you  would  have  said  that  there  was  noth- 
ing living  about  Claude  Frollo  but  his  eyes. 

The  gipsy  danced ;  she  twirled  her  tambourine  upon  the  tip 
of  her  finger,  and  tossed  it  into  the  air  as  she  danced  her 
Proven9al  sarabands :  light,  alert,  and  gay,  quite  unconscious 
of  the  weight  of  that  terrible  gaze  which  fell  perpendicularly 
upon  her  head. 

The  crowd  swarmed  about  her.  Now  and  then  a  man  ac- 
coutred in  a  loose  red  and  yellow  coat  waved  the  people  back 
into  a  circle,  then  sat  down  again  in  a  chair  a  few  paces  away 
from  the  dancer,  and  let  the  goat  lay  its  head  upon  his  knees. 
This  man  seemed  to  be  the  gipsy's  comrade.  From  the  lofty 
point  where  he  stood,  Claude  Frollo  could  not  distinguish  his 
features. 

From    the    moment    that    the    archdeacon    observed    this 
tranger,  his  attention  seemed  to  be  divided  between  him  and 
the  dancer,  and  his  face  grew  blacker  and  blacker.      Suddenly 
ic  straightened  himself  tip,  and  trembled  from  head  to  foot. 
Who   is  that  man  ?  "  he  muttered  between  his  teeth.     "  I 
lavo  always  seen  her  alone  till  now !  " 

Then  he  plunged  down  the  winding  stairs  once  more.  As 
le  passed  the  half-open  belfry  door,  he  saw  something  which 
struck  him:  he  saw  Quasimodo,  who,  leaning  from  an  opening 
one  of  those  slate  pent-houses  which  look  like  huge  Vene- 
:ian  blinds,  was  also  gazing  steadily  out  into  the  square.  He 
so  absorbed  in  looking  that  he  paid  no  heed  to  his  foster 
•ather's  presence.  His  savage  eye  had  a  strange  expression ; 
Icoked  both  charmed  and  gentle.  "  How  strange !  "  mur- 
mrod  Claude.  "Can  he  be  looking  at  the  gipsy?"  He 
intinued  his  descent.  In  a  few  moments  the  anxious  arch- 
jacon  came  out  into  the  square  through  the  door  at  the  foot 
>f  the  tower. 

"  What  has  become  of  the  gipsy  girl?"  he  said,  joining 
the  group  of  spectators  called  together  by  the  sound  of  the 
tambourine. 

"  I  don't  know,"  answered  one  of  his  neighbours.     "  She 
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has  just  vanished.  I  think  she  has  gone  to  dance  some  sort 
of  a  fandango  in  the  house  over  opposite,  where  they  called 
her  in." 

In  the  gipsy's  place,  upon  the  same  carpet  whose  pattern 
had  but  just  now  seemed  to  vanish  beneath  the  capricious 
figures  of  her  dance,  the  archdeacon  saw  no  one  but  the  red- 
and-yellow  man,  who,  hoping  to  gain  a  few  coppers  in  his 
turn,  was  walking  round  the  ring,  his  elbows  on  his  hips,  his 
head  thrown  back,  his  face  scarlet,  his  neck  stretched  to  its 
utmost  extent,  and  a  chair  between  his  teeth.  Upon  this  chair 
was  fastened  a  cat,  lent  by  a  neighbouring  woman,  which  spit 
and  squalled  in  desperate  alarm. 

"  By  'r  Lady !  "  cried  the  archdeacon,  as  the  mountebank, 
dripping  with  perspiration,  passed  him  with  his  pyramid  of 
chair  and  cat,  "  what  is  Master  Pierre  Gringoire  doing  here?  " 

The  archdeacon's  stern  voice  so  agitated  the  poor  wretch 
that  he  lost  his  balance,  and  his  entire  structure,  chair,  cat,  and 
all,  fell  pell-mell  upon  the  heads  of  the  spectators,  amid  a 
storm  of  inextinguishable  shouts  and  laughter. 

Master  Pierre  Gringoire  (for  it  was  indeed  he)  would 
probably  have  had  a  serious  account  to  settle  with  the  mis- 
tress of  the  cat,  and  the  owners  of  all  the  bruised  and  scratched 
faces  around  him,  if  he  had  not  hastily  availed  himself  of 
the  confusion  to  take  refuge  in  the  church,  where  Claude 
Frollo  had  beckoned  him  to  follow. 

The  cathedral  was  dark  and  deserted;  the  side  aisles  were 
full  of  shadows,  and  the  lamps  in  the  chapels  began  to  twinkle 
like  stars,  so  black  had  the  arched  roofs  grown.  Only  the 
great  rose-window  in  the  front,  whose  myriad  hues  were  still 
bathed  in  a  ray  from  the  setting  sun,  gleamed  through  the 
darkness  like  a  mass  of  diamonds,  and  threw  a  dazzling  re- 
flection to  the  farther  end  of  the  nave. 

When  they  had  gone  a  few  paces,  Don  Claude  leaned  his 
back  against  a  pillar  and  looked  steadily  at  Gringoire.  It 
was  not  such  a  look  as  Gringoire  had  dreaded,  in  his  shame 
at  being  caught  by  a  grave  and  learned  person  in  this  merry- 
andrew  attire.  The  priest's  glance  had  nothing  mocking  or 
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ironical  about  it;  it  was  serious,  calm,  and  piercing.  The 
archdeacon  was  first  to  break  the  silence. 

"  Come  hither,  Master  Pierre.  You  have  many  matters 
to  explain  to  me.  And,  first  of  all,  how  comes  it  that  I  have 
not  seen  you  for  these  two  months  past,  and  that  I  now  find 
you  in  the  streets,  in  a  pretty  plight  indeed, —  half  red  and 
half  yellow,  like  a  Caudebec  apple?  " 

'•  Sir,"  said  Gringoire,  in  piteous  tones,  "  it  is  in  sooth  a 
monstrous  garb,  and  I  feel  as  much  abashed  as  a  cat  with  a 
calubash  on  her  head.  "Tis  very  ill  done,  I  feel,  to  expose 
the  gentlemen  of  the  watch  to  the  risk  of  cudgelling  the 
shoulders  of  a  Pythagorean  philosopher  under  this  loose  coat. 
But  what  else  could  I  do,  my  reverend  master?  The  blame 
belongs  entirely  to  my  old  doublet,  which  basely  deserted  me  at 
the  very  beginning  of  winter,  on  the  plea  that  it  was  falling 
to  pieces,  and  must  needs  take  a  little  rest  in  some  rag- 
picker's basket.  What  could  I  do?  Civilization  has  not  yet 
reached  the  point  where  a  man  may  go  naked,  as  Diogenes  of 
old  desired.  Besides,  the  wind  blew  very  cold,  and  the  month 
of  January  is  not  a  good  time  to  introduce  such  a  new  meas- 
ure to  mankind  with  any  hope  of  success.  This  coat  offered 
itself ;  I  accepted  it,  and  left  behind  my  old  black  frock,  which, 
for  a  Hermetic  like  myself,  was  far  from  being  hermetically 
closed.  So  here  I  am  in  the  dress  of  a  mountebank,  like  Saint 
Gerest.  How  can  I  help  it?  It  is  an  eclipse;  but  even 
Apollo  kept  the  swine  of  Admetus." 

"A  fine  trade  you  have  there,"  replied  the  archdeacon. 

"  I  confess,  master,  that  it  is  far  better  to  philosophize  and 
poetize,  to  blow  the  flame  in  the  furnace,  or  to  receive  it  from 
heaven,  than  to  carry  cats  upon  your  shield;  so,  when  you 
addressed  me,  I  felt  as  silly  as  any  donkey  before  a  turnspit. 
But  what  was  I  to  do,  sir?  A  man  must  live;  and  the  finest 
Alexandrine  verses  are  not  such  good  eating  as  a  bit  of  Brie 
chet-se.  Now,  I  wrote  that  famous  epithalamium  for  Margaret 
of  Flanders,  which  you  know  all  about,  and  the  city  has  never 
paid  me,  under  the  pretext  that  it  was  not  very  good;  as  if 
one  could  furnish  such  tragedies  as  those  of  Sophocles  for 
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four  crowns !  I  almost  starved  to  death.  Luckily,  I  discov- 
ered that  I  had  rather  a  strong  jaw.  I  said  to  this  jaw  of 
mine,  *  Perform  some  feats  of  strength  and  balancing ;  feed 
yourself,' — Ale  te  ipsam.  A  lot  of  tatterdemalions,  with 
whom  I  have  made  friends,  taught  me  some  score  of  Herculean 
tricks,  and  now  I  give  my  teeth  every  night  the  bread  Ivliich 
I  have  earned  through  the  day  by  the  sweat  of  my  brow. 
After  all  (concedo),  I  confess  that  it  is  a  sad  waste  of  my 
intellectual  faculties,  and  that  man  was  never  made  to  spend 
his  life  in  drumming  on  the  tambourine  and  biting  into  chairs. 
But,  reverend  master,  it  is  not  enough  to  spend  one's  life; 
one  must  earn  his  living." 

Don  Claude  listened  in  silence.  All  at  once  his  sunken  eyes 
assumed  so  sagacious  and  penetrating  an  expression  that 
Gringoire  felt  that  the  look  searched  his  inmost  soul. 

"  Very  good,  Master  Pierre ;  but  how  comes  it  that  you  are 
now  keeping  company  with  that  gipsy  dancing-girl?  " 

"  P  faith !  "  SB  id  Gringoire,  "  because  she  is  my  wife  and  I 
am  her  husband." 

The  priest's  gloomy  eyes  blazed  with  wrath. 

"  Have  you  done  this,  miserable  fellow  ?  "  cried  he,  furiously 
seizing  Gringoire  by  the  arm !  "  can  you  have  been  so  for- 
saken of  God  as  to  have  laid  your  hands  upon  that  girl?  " 

e<  By  my  hopes  of  paradise,  my  lord,"  replied  Gringoire, 
trembling  in  every  limb,  "  I  swear  to  you  that  I  have  never 
laid  a  finger  upon  her,  if  that  is  what  disturbs  you." 

"  Then,  what  do  you  mean  by  talking  about  husband  and 
wife  ?  "  said  the  priest. 

Gringoire  hastily  gave  him  as  brief  an  account  as  possible 
of  his  adventure  in  the  Court  of  Miracles,  and  his  marriage 
with  the  broken  jug,  all  of  which  the  reader  already  knows. 
It  seemed,  moreover,  that  this  marriage  had  as  yet  had 
no  result,  the  gipsy  always  contriving  to  slip  away  and 
leave  him  as  she  had  done  on  their  wedding  night.  "  It 
is  very  mortifying,"  said  he  in  conclusion,  "  but  that's 
the  consequence  of  my  being  so  unlucky  as  to  marry  a 
maid." 
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"What  do  you  mean?"  asked  the  archdeacon,  who  had 
gradually  grown  calmer  as  he  listened  to  this  tale. 

"  That's  not  easy  to  explain,"  replied  the  poet.  "  It's  a 
superstition.  My  wife,  according  to  an  old  prig  whom  we 
call  the  Duke  of  Egypt,  is  a  foundling  or  a  lost  child,  which 
comes  to  the  same  thing  in  the  end.  She  wears  about  her  neck 
an  amulet  which  they  say  will  some  day  restore  her  to  hex- 
parents,  but  which  will  lose  its  virtue  should  the  young  girl 
lose  hers.  Hence  it  follows  that  we  are  both  leading  the  most 
virtuous  of  lives." 

<;  Then,"  continued  Claude,  whose  brow  had  cleared  more 
and  more,  "  you  think,  Master  Pierre,  that  this  creature  has 
never  been  approached  by  any  man?  " 

'*  What  chance,  Don  Claude,  could  any  man  have  against 
a  superstition?  She  has  a  mania  upon  this  point.  I  cer- 
tainly consider  it  a  great  rarity  to  find  such  nun-like  prudery 
fiercely  maintained  in  the  midst  of  those  gipsy  girls,  who  are 
so  easily  tamed.  But  she  has  three  safeguards, —  the  Duke 
of  Egypt,  who  has  taken  her  under  his  protection,  perhaps 
intending  to  sell  her  to  some  gentleman  priest;  her  whole 
tribe,  who  hold  her  in  singular  veneration,  as  if  she  were  an- 
other Virgin  Mary;  and  a  certain  dainty  little  dagger,  which 
the  hussy  always  carries  somewhere  about  her,  in  spite  of  the 
provost's  orders  against  wearing  concealed  weapons,  and 
which  always  springs  into  her  hand  if  you  do  but  clasp  her 
waist.  She's  a  regular  wasp,  I  can  tell  you !  " 

The  archdeacon  pressed  Gringoire  with  questions. 

la  Gringoire's  opinion  Esmeralda  was  a  charming,  harm- 
less creature,  pretty,  if  it  were  not  for  a  grimace  which  she 
was  always  making;  a  simple,  affectionate  girl,  ignorant  of 
all  ovil,  and  enthusiastic  about  everything;  particularly  fond 
of  dancing,  of  noise,  of  the  open  air;  a  sort  of  woman  bee, 
witl  invisible  wings  to  her  feet,  and  living  in  a  whirl.  She 
owe  1  this  nature  to  the  wandering  life  which  she  had  always 
led.  Gringoire  had  managed  to  find  out  that  while  still  a 
chiLl  she  had  travelled  through  Spain  and  Catalonia,  to  Sicily; 
he  even  fancied  that  she  was  taken,  by  the  caravan  of  gipsies 
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to  which  she  belonged,  to  the  kingdom  of  Algiers,  a  country 
situated  in  Achaia,  which  Achaia,  on  one  side  borders  Albania 
and  Greece,  on  the  other  the  Sicilian  sea,  which  is  the  road  to 
Constantinople.  The  gipsies,  said  Gringoire,  are  vassals  of 
the  King  of  Algiers,  in  his  capacity  of  chief  of  the  nation 
of  white  Moors.  One  thing  is  certain,  that  Esmeralda  came 
,to  France  when  very  young,  by  way  of  Hungary.  From  all 
these  countries  the  girl  had  gathered  scraps  of  strange 
tongues,  queer  songs  and  notions,  which  made  her  conversa- 
tion as  motley  a  piece  of  patchwork  as  her  dress,  half  Parisian 
and  half  African.  Moreover,  the  people  of  those  quarters 
of  the  town  which  she  frequented,  loved  her  for  her  gaiety, 
her  gracefulness,  her  lively  ways,  her  dances,  and  her  songs. 
She  knew  but  two  persons  in  the  whole  city  who  disliked  her, 
of  whom  she  often  spoke  with  terror, —  the  nun  of  the  Tour- 
Roland,  a  dreadful  recluse  who  had  some  special  spite  against 
all  gipsies,  and  cursed  the  poor  dancer  every  time  she  passed 
her  window ;  and  a  priest,  who  never  met  her  without  looking 
at  her  and  speaking  to  her  in  a  way  that  frightened  her. 
This  latter  circumstance  greatly  troubled  the  archdeacon, 
although  Gringoire  paid  but  little  heed  to  his  agitation;  so 
completely  had  two  months  sufficed  to  blot  from  the  careless 
poet's  mind  the  singular  details  of  that  evening  upon  which 
he  first  met  the  gipsy,  and  the  archdeason's  presence  on  that 
occasion.  Except  for  this,  the  little  dancer  feared  nothing; 
she  never  told  fortunes,  which  prevented  all  danger  of  a  trial 
for  witchcraft,  such  as  was  frequently  brought  against  the 
other  gipsy  women.  And  then,  Gringoire  took  the  place  of  a 
brother,  if  not  of  a  husband,  to  her.  After  all,  the  philoso- 
pher bore  this  kind  of  Platonic  marriage  very  patiently.  At 
any  rate,  it  ensured  him  food  and  lodging.  Every  morning 
he  set  forth  from  the  vagrant's  headquarters,  generally  in  Es- 
meralda's  company ;  he  helped  her  to  reap  her  harvest  of  coin 
along  the  streets;  every  night  he  shared  the  same  roof  with 
her,  allowing  her  to  bolt  herself  into  her  tiny  cell,  and  slept 
the  sleep  of  the  just.  A  very  pleasant  life,  take  it  all  in  all, 
he  thought,  and  very  conducive  to  reverie.  And  then,  in  his 
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innermost  soul  the  philosopher  was  not  so  absolutely  sure  that 
he  was  desperately  in  love  with  the  girl.  He  loved  her  goat 
almost  as  well.  It  was  a  charming  animal,  gentle,  intelligent, 
qui(!k, —  a  learned  goat.  Nothing  was  more  common  in  the 
Middle  Ages  than  these  learned  animals,  at  which  men  mar- 
velled vastly,  and  which  often  conducted  their  instructors  to 
the  stake.  And  yet,  the  sorceries  of  the  goat  with  the  golden 
hoofs  were  very  innocent  tricks.  Gringoire  explained  them 
to  the  archdeacon,  whom  these  particulars  seemed  to  interest 
greatly.  All  that  was  necessary,  in  most  cases,  was  to  hold 
the  tambourine  out  to  the  goat  in  such  or  such  a  fashion,  to 
make  the  creature  perform  the  desired  trick.  It  had  been 
trained  to  do  all  this  by  the  gipsy  girl,  who  had  such  rare 
skill  as  an  instructor  that  it  took  her  only  two  months  to  teach 
the  ,']joat  to  write  the  word  "  Phoebus  "  with  movable  letters. 

"' Phoebus,"  said  the  priest;  "  and  why  <  Phoebus?  '  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  answered  Gringoire.  "  It  may  be  a  word 
which  she  thinks  has  some  secret  magic  virtue.  She  often 
repeats  it  in  an  undertone  when  she  thinks  she  is  alone." 

"  Are  you  sure,"  returned  Claude,  with  his  penetrating 
glance,  "  that  it  is  a  word,  and  not  a  name?  " 

"  Whose  name  ?  "  said  the  poet. 

"  How  do  I  know  ?  "  said  the  priest. 

"  This  is  what  I  believe,  sir.  These  gipsies  are  a  kind  of 
fire-u  orshippers,  and  worship  the  sun.  Hence,  *  Phoebus.' ' 

"  That  is  not  so  clear  to  me  as  to  you,  Master  Pierre." 

"  Never  mind ;  it  doesn't  concern  me.  Let  her  mumble  her 
'  Phcebus  '  as  much  as  she  likes.  I'm  sure  of  one  thing ;  and 
that  is,  that  Djali  is  almost  as  fond  of  me  as  of  her." 

"Who  is  Djali?" 

"  That's  the  goat." 

Tie  archdeacon  rested  his  chin  on  his  hand,  and  seemed 
for  a  moment  lost  in  thought.  Suddenly  he  turned  abruptly 
to  Giingoire. 

"  And  you  swear  that  you  have  never  touched  her?  " 

"Who?"  said  Gringoire, — "the  goat?" 

"  No,  that  woman." 
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"  My  wife?     I  swear  I  never  have." 

"  And  you  are  often  alone  with  her  ?  " 

"  A  good  hour  every  evening." 

Don  Claude  frowned. 

"  Oh !  oh !  Solus  cum  sola  non  cogitabuntur  or  are  Pater 
noster." 

"By  my  soul!  I  might  repeat  the  Pater,  and  the  Ave 
Maria,  and  the  Credo  in  Deum  patrem  omnipotentem,  without 
her  taking  any  more  notice  of  me  than  a  hen  would  of  a 
church." 

"  Swear  to  me  by  your  mother's  soul,"  repeated  the  arch- 
deacon, vehemently,  "  that  you  have  never  laid  the  tip  of  your 
finger  upon  the  girl." 

"  I  will  swear  it  by  my  father's  head  as  well,  if  you  like. 
But,  my  reverend  master,  let  me  ask  one  question  in  my  turn." 

"  Speak,  sir." 

"  What  difference  does  it  make  to  you  ?  " 

The  archdeacon's  pale  face  turned  red  as  a  girl's  cheek. 
For  a  moment  he  made  no  answer;  then,  with  evident  em- 
barrassment, he  said, — 

"  Hark  ye,  Master  Pierre  Gringoire.  You  are  not  yet 
damned,  so  far  as  I  know.  I  am  interested  in  you,  and  wish 
you  well.  Now,  the  slightest  contact  with  that  devilish  gipsy 
girl  would  make  you  the  slave  of  Satan.  You  know  that  it  is 
always  the  body  which  destroys  the  soul.  Woe  betide  you 
if  you  approach  that  woman !  That  is  all." 

"  I  tried  it  once,"  said  Gringoire,  scratching  his  ear. 
"  That  was  the  first  day ;  but  I  got  stung." 

"  Had  you  the  effrontery,  Master  Pierre  ?  " 

And  the  priest's  face  clouded. 

"  Another  time,"  said  the  poet,  smiling,  "  I  peeped  through 
her  keyhole  before  I  went  to  bed,  and  I  saw,  in  her  shift,  as 
delicious  a  damsel  as  ever  made  a  bed  creak  beneath  her  naked 
foot." 

"  Go  to  the  devil !  "  cried  the  priest,  with  a  terrible  look ; 
and  pushing  away  the  amazed  Gringoire  by  the  shoulders, 
he  was  soon  lost  to  sight  beneath  the  gloomiest  arches  of  the 
cathedral. 
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CHAPTER  III 

THE   BELLS 

IT^VER  since  the  morning  when  he  was  pilloried,  the  peopk 
_J      living   in   the   neighbourhood   of   Notre-Dame   fancied 
that  Quasimodo's  zeal  for  bell-ringing  had  grown  very  cold. 
Up  to  that  time  he  had  pulled  the  bells  upon  every  occasion 
and  no  occasion  at  all ;  their  music  sounded  from  prime  to 
complines;  the  belfry  rang  a  peal  for  high  mass,  or  the  bells 
sounded  a  merry  chime  for  a  wedding  or  a  christening,  min- 
gling and  blending  in  the  air  like  a  rich  embroidery  of  all 
sorts  of  melodious  sounds.     The  old  church,  resonant  and  re- 
echoing, was  forever  sounding  its  joy -bells.      There  seemed  to 
be  an  ever-present  spirit  of  noise  and  caprice,  which  shouted 
and  sang  through  those  brazen  tongues.     Now  that   spirit 
seemed  to  have  vanished;  the  cathedral  seemed  sombre,   and 
given   over  to  silence;  for  festivals  and  funerals  there  was 
still  the  simple  tolling,  dry  and  bare,  such  as  the  ritual  re- 
quired, and  nothing  more ;  of  the  double  noise  which  a  church 
sends  forth,  from  its  organ  within  and  its  bells  without,  only 
the  organ  remained.     It  seemed  as  if  there  were  no  musician 
left  in  the  belfry  towers.     And  yet,  Quasimodo  was  still  there. 
What  had  happened  to  him?     Did  the  shame  and  despair  felt 
upon  the  pillory  still  rankle  within  him;  did  the  executioner's 
lashes  still  tingle  in  his  soul;  and  had  the  agony  caused  by 
such  treatment  killed  all  emotion  within  him,  even  his  passion 
for  the  bells?     Or  had  big  Marie  a  rival  in  the  heart  of  the 
ringer  of  Notre-Dame,  and  were  the  big  bell  and  her  four- 
teen sisters  neglected  for  a  fairer  and  more  attractive  object? 
It  happened  that  in  this  year  of  grace  1482  the  Feast  of 
the  Annunciation  fell  upon  Tuesday,  the  25th  of  March.     On 
that  day  the  air  was  so  pure  and  so  clear  that  Quasimodo  felt 
seme  slight  return  of  his  love  for  the  bells.     He  therefore 
climbed  up  into  the  north  tower,  while  below,  the  beadle  threw 
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wide  open  the  church  doors,  which  were  then  made  of  huge 
panels  of  hard  wood  covered  with  leather,  edged  with  gilded 
iron  nails,  and  framed  in  carvings  "  very  cunningly  wrought." 

The  high  belfry  cage  reached,  Quasimodo  gazed  at  the  six 
bells  for  some  time  with  a  sad  shake  of  the  head,  as  if  mourn- 
ing over  the  strange  thing  which  had  come  between  his  heart 
and  them.  But  when  he  had  set  them  swinging;  when  he 
felt  that  cluster  of  bells  vibrating  beneath  his  touch;  when 
he  saw  —  for  he  could  not  hear  —  the  quivering  octave  run 
up  and  down  that  sonorous  scale  as  a  bird  hops  from  twig 
to  twig;  when  the  demon  of  music,  that  demon  which  shakes 
a  dazzling  sheaf  of  runs,  trills,  and  arpeggios,  had  taken  pos- 
session of  the  poor  deaf  fellow, —  then  he  was  happy  again ; 
he  forgot  everything;  and  as  his  heart  swelled  with  bliss  his 
face  grew  radiant. 

He  came  and  went,  he  clapped  his  hands,  he  ran  from  one 
rope  to  another,  he  encouraged  the  six  singers  with  voice  and 
gesture,  as  the  leader  of  an  orchestra  spurs  on  intelligent  per- 
formers. 

"  Go  on,"  he  cried ;  "  go  on,  Gabrielle !  Pour  all  your 
music  into  the  public  square;  this  is  a  high  holiday.  Thi- 
bauld,  no  laziness!  your  pace  is  slackening;  go  on,  go  on,  I 
say!  Are  you  growing  rusty,  sluggard?  That's  good! 
quick !  quick !  don't  let  me  see  the  clapper.  Make  them  all 
as  deaf  as  I  am.  That's  it,  Thibauld!  bravely  done!  Guil- 
laume !  Guillaume !  you  are  the  biggest  of  them  all,  and  Pas- 
quier  is  the  smallest,  and  yet  Pasquier  rings  the  best.  I'll 
wager  that  they  who  can  hear,  hear  him  better  than  they  do 
you.  Good!  good!  my  Gabrielle!  louder!  louder!  Hollo! 
what  are  you  two  doing  up  there,  you  Sparrows?  I  don't 
see  you  make  the  very  least  noise,  What  are  those  brazen 
beaks  about  yonder,  that  they  seem  to  yawn  when  they  should 
be  singing  ?  There,  work  away !  'Tis  the  Feast  of  the  An- 
nunciation. The  sun  shines  bright;  we  want  a  fine  peal  of 
bells.  Poor  Guillaume!  you're  quite  out  of  breath,  my  fat 
lad." 

He  was  wholly  absorbed  in  urging  on  his  bells,  all  six  of 
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which  bounded  to  and  fro  as  best  they  could,  and  shook  their 
shining  sides,  like  a  noisy  team  of  Spanish  mules  goaded  by 
the  sharp  voice  of  their  driver. 

All  at  once,  as  his  gaze  fell  between  the  broad  slate  scales 
which  covered  the  steep  belfry  wall  up  to  a  certain  height,  he 
si  w  in  the  square  below  a  young  girl  quaintly  attired,  who 
p.iused,  spread  a  carpet  on  the  ground,  upon  which  a  little 
gjat  took  its  place,  and  a  group  of  spectators  formed  about 
them.  This  sight  suddenly  changed  the  course  of  his  ideas, 
and  chilled  his  musical  enthusiasm  as  a  blast  of  wind  chills 
melted  resin.  He  stopped,  turned  his  back  on  the  chime  of 
bdls,  and  crouched  behind  the  slated  eaves,  fixing  on  the 
dancing-girl  that  dreamy,  tender,  gentle  look  which  had  once 
before  astonished  the  archdeacon.  The  neglected  bells  ceased 
suddenly  and  all  at  once,  to  the  great  disappointment  of  the 
lovers  of  chimes,  who  were  eagerly  listening  to  the  peal  from 
the  Pont  au  Change,  and  who  now  went  away  as  much 
amazed  as  a  dog  that  has  been  shown  a  bone  and  then  re- 
ceives a  stone. 


CHAPTER  IV 
'ANA'TKH 

IT  happened  that  on  a  fine  morning  in  that  same  month  of 
March, —  I  believe  it  was  Saturday,  the  29th, —  Saint 
Eustache's  Day,  our  young  friend  the  student,  Jehan  Frollo 
du  Moulin,  noticed  while  dressing  that  his  breeches,  which 
contained  his  purse,  gave  forth  no  clink  of  metal.  "  Poor 
purse!"  said  he,  pulling  it  from  his  pocket;  "what!  not  the 
smallest  coin!  How  cruelly  have  the  dice,  Venus,  and  mugs 
of  beer  gutted  thee!  How  empty,  wrinkled,  and  flat  you 
are!  You  look  like  the  breast  of  a  FuryJ  I  just  ask  you, 
Master  Cicero  and  Master  Seneca,  whose  dog's-eared  works 
I  see  scattered  over  the  floor,  what  does  it  avail  me  to 
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better  than  any  governor  of  the  Mint  or  any  Jew  from  the 
Pont  au  Change,  that  one  golden  crown-piece  is  worth  thirty- 
five  unzains  at  twenty-five  pence  and  eight  Paris  farthings 
each,  and  that  another  is  worth  thirty-six  unzains  at  twenty- 
six  pence  and  six  Tours  farthings  each,  if  I  have  not  a  paltry 
copper  to  stake  upon  the  double-six?  Oh,  Consul  Cicero! 
that  is  not  a  calamity  to  be  overcome  by  periphrases, —  by 
quemadmodum  and  verum  enim  vero." 

He  dressed  himself  sadly.  A  thought  struck  him  as  he 
laced  his  shoes,  but  he  at  first  rejected  it;  however,  it  recurred 
to  him,  and  he  put  on  his  waistcoat  wrong  side  out, —  an  evi- 
dent sign  of  some  violent  mental  conflict.  At  last  he  dashed 
down  his  cap,  exclaimed,  "  So  much  the  worse !  Come  what 
will,  I  will  go  to  my  brother.  I  shall  catch  a  lecture,  but  I 
shall  also  catch  a  crown." 

Then  he  hastily  put  on  his  cassock  with  furred  shoulder- 
pads,  picked  up  his  cap,  and  dashed  out  of  the  room. 

He  went  down  the  Rue  de  la  Harpe  towards  the  City.  As 
he  passed  the  Rue  de  la  Huchette,  the  smell  of  those  won- 
derful spits  perpetually  revolving  there  tickled  his  olfactories, 
and  he  cast  an  affectionate  glance  at  the  gigantic  cookshop 
which  once  drew  from  the  Franciscan  friar  Calatagirone  the 
pathetic  exclamation, — "  Veramente,  queste  rot'isserw  sono 
cosa  stupenda!  " 1  But  Jehan  had  no  money  to  pay  for 
breakfast;  and  with  a  deep  sigh  he  entered  the  door  of  the 
Petit-Chatelet, —  that  huge  double  trefoil  of  massive  towers 
which  guarded  the  entrance  to  the  City. 

He  did  not  even  take  time  to  throw  a  stone  as  he  passed, 
as  was  customary,  at  the  wretched  statue  of  that  Perinet 
Leclerc  who  delivered  over  the  Paris  of  Charles  VI.  to  the 
English, —  a  crime  which  his  effigy,  its  surface  defaced  by 
stones  and  covered  with  mud,  has  expiated  for  three  cen- 
turies, at  the  corner  of  the  Rues  de  la  Harpe  and  de  Buci, 
as  in  a  perpetual  pillory. 

Crossing  the  Petit-Pont,  and  striding  down  the  Rue  Neuve- 
Sainte-Genevieve,  Jehan  de  Molendino  found  himself  face  to 
i  "  Verily  these  cookshops  be  stupendous  places." 
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face  with  Notre-Dame.  Then  his  former  indecision  overcame 
him,  and  he  walked  around  the  statue  of  Monsieur  Legris  for 
several  moments,  repeating  in  agony,  "  The  lecture  is  a  cer- 
tainty ;  the  crown-piece  is  doubtful ! " 

He  stopped  a  beadle  as  he  came  from  the  cloister. 

"Where  is  the  archdeacon  of  Josas?" 

"  I  think  that  he  is  in  his  cell  in  the  tower,"  said  the 
beadle ;  "  and  I  don't  advise  you  to  disturb  him,  unless  you 
come  from  some  such  person  as  the  pope  or  the  king." 

Jehan  clapped  his  hands. 

"  The  devil !  what  a  splendid  opportunity  to  see  the  famous 
abode  of  sorceries  !  " 

Strengthened  by  this  thought,  he  boldly  entered  the  little 
black  door,  and  began  to  climb  the  winding  staircase  of 
Saint-Gilles,  which  leads  to  the  upper  stories  of  the  tower. 
'•  We'll  see !  "  said  he  as  he  climbed.  "  By  the  Holy  Virgin's 
shoestrings !  it  must  be  something  very  queer  which  my  rev- 
erend brother  keeps  so  closely  hidden.  They  say  that  he 
lights  the  fires  of  hell  up  there,  and  cooks  the  philosopher's 
stone  over  the  blaze.  My  word!  I  care  no  more  for  the 
philosopher's  stone  than  for  any  common  pebble ;  and  I  should 
rather  find  a  good  omelet  of  Easter  eggs  over  his  fire  than 
the  biggest  philosopher's  stone  in  the  world!" 

Reaching  the  gallery  of  little  columns,  he  stopped  a  moment 
to  take  breath,  and  to  swear  at  the  interminable  staircase  by 
I  know  not  how  many  millions  of  cartloads  of  devils;  then 
he  resumed  his  ascent  by  the  little  door  of  the  north  tower, 
now  closed  to  the  public.  A  few  moments  later,  after  passing 
the  belfry  cage,  he  reached  a  small  landing-place  built  in  a 
lateral  recess,  and  under  the  arch,  a  low  pointed  door, —  an 
opening  cut  through  the  circular  wall  of  the  staircase  enabling 
him  to  see  its  enormous  lock  and  strong  iron  framework. 
Persons  desirous  of  visiting  this  door  at  the  present  time  may 
recognize  it  by  the  inscription  in  white  letters  on  the  black 
wall,  "I  adore  Coralie.  1823.  Signed,  Eugene."  The 
word  "  signed  9'  is  in  the  original. 

"  Oho !  "  said  the  student ;  "  this  must  be  the  place." 
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The  key  was  in  the  lock.  The  door  was  ajar;  he  pushed 
it  gently,  and  put  his  head  through  the  opening. 

The  reader  has  doubtless  seen  the  admirable  works  of  Rem- 
brandt, that  Shakspeare  of  painting.  Among  many  mar- 
vellous engravings,  there  is  one  especial  etching  which  is 
supposed  to  represent  Doctor  Faustus,  and  at  which  it  is  im- 
possible to  look  without  being  dazzled.  It  represents  a  dark 
cell;  in  the  foreground  is  a  table  covered  with  hideous  objects, 
—  skulls,  globes,  alembics,  compasses,  hieroglyphic  parch- 
ments. The  Doctor  is  at  this  table,  dressed  in  his  coarse 
great-coat,  a  furred  bonnet  pulled  down  to  his  eyebrows.  He 
is  painted  at  half-length.  He  has  half  risen  from  his  vast 
arm-chair,  his  clinched  fists  rest  on  the  table,  and  he  stares 
with  curiosity  and  terror  at  a  large  luminous  circle,  composed 
of  magical  letters,  which  gleams  on  the  opposite  wall  like  the 
solar  spectrum  in  the  camera  obscura.  This  cabalistic  sun 
seems  to  shimmer  as  we  look,  and  fills  the  gloomy  cell  with  its 
mysterious  radiance.  It  is  horrible,  and  the  same  time  beau- 
tiful. 

Something  very  similar  to  Faust's  cell  appeared  to  Jehan 
when  he  ventured  to  put  his  head  in  at  the  half-open  door. 
This,  too,  was  a  dark  and  dimly  lighted  dwelling.  Here, 
too,  were  the  large  chair  and  large  table,  the  compasses  and 
alembics,  skeletons  of  animals  hanging  from  the  roof,  a  globe 
rolling  over  the  floor,  hippocamps  pell-mell  with  glass  jars 
in  which  quivered  leaf  gold,  death's-heads  lying  on  vellum 
scrawled  over  with  figures  and  letters,  thick  manuscripts, 
open,  and  piled  one  upon  another,  without  regard  to  the 
fragile  corners  of  the  parchment, —  in  short,  all  the  rubbish  of 
science,  and  over  all  this  litter,  dust  and  cobwebs;  but  there 
was  no  circle  of  luminous  letters,  no  rapt  doctor  gazing  at 
the  flaming  vision  as  the  eagle  looks  upon  the  sun. 

And  yet  the"  cell  was  not  deserted.  A  man  sat  in  the  arm- 
chair, leaning  over  the  table.  Jehan,  to  whom  his  back  was 
turned,  could  see  only  his  shoulders  and  the  back  of  his  skull ; 
but  he  found  no  difficulty  in  recognizing  the  bald  head,  which 
Nature  had  endowed  with  an  enduring  tonsure,  as  if  wishing 
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to  mark  by  this  outward  symbol  the  archdeacon's  irresistible 
clerical  vocation. 

Jehan  recognized  his  brother;  but  the  door  had  opened  so 
softly  that  nothing  warned  Don  Claude  of  his  presence.  The 
curious  student  took  advantage  of  this  fact  to  examine  the 
cell  at  his  leisure.  A  large  stove,  which  he  had  not  at  first 
observed,  stood  to  the  left  of  the  arm-chair,  under  the  dormer- 
window.  The  rays  of  light  which  penetrated  that  aperture 
passed  through  a  round  cobweb  covering  the  pointed  arch  of 
the  window  with  its  delicate  tracery,  in  the  centre  of  which 
the  insect  architect  lay  motionless,  like  the  nave  of  this  wheel 
of  lacework.  Upon  the  stove  were  heaped  in  confusion  all 
sorts  of  vessels, —  earthen  flasks,  glass  retorts,  and  charcoal 
matrasses.  Jehan  noticed,  with  a  sigh,  that  there  was  not  a 
single  saucepan. 

"The  kitchen  utensils  are  cold!"  thought  he. 

Moreover,  there  was  no  fire  in  the  stove,  and  it  even 
seemed  as  if  none  had  been  lighted  for  a  long  time.  A  glass 
mask,  which  Jehan  noted  among  the  alchemist's  tools,  and 
doubtless  used  to  protect  the  archdeacon's  face  when  handling 
any  dangerous  substance,  lay  in  one  corner,  covered  with  dust, 
and  apparently  forgotten.  Beside  it  lay  an  equally  dusty 
pair  of  bellows,  upon  the  upper  surface  of  which  was  the 
motto,  inlaid  in  copper,  "  Spira,  spera." 

Other  mottoes  were  written  on  the  walls,  after  the  man- 
ner of  the  Hermetics,  in  great  number, —  some  in  ink,  others 
engraved  with  a  metal  point.  Moreover,  Gothic  letters,  He- 
brew letters,  Greek  letters,  and  Roman  letters  were  used 
indiscriminately, —  the  inscriptions  overlapping  each  other  at 
haphazard,  the  newest  effacing  the  oldest,  and  all  entangled 
together,  like  the  branches  in  a  thicket,  like  the  pikes  in  an 
affray.  There  was  a  confused  medley  of  all  human  philoso- 
phy, thought,  and  knowledge.  Here  and  there  one  shone  out 
umong  the  rest  like  a  flag  among  the  spear-heads.  They 
were  for  the  most  part  brief  Greek  or  Latin  devices,  such  as 
the  Middle  Ages  expressed  so  well:  "  Unde?  inde?  " 
*"  Homo  homini  momtrum."  "  Astra,  castra,  nomen,  numen." 
18 
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"  Me'ya  /3t/3Xiov,  /xe'ya  KOLKOV"  "  Sapere  aude." 
vult,"  etc.  Sometimes  a  single  word  without  any  apparent 
meaning,  "  *AvayKo<f>ayia"  which  possibly  hid  a  bitter  allusion 
to  the  monastic  system;  sometimes  a  simple  maxim  of  clerical 
discipline  in  the  form  of  a  regular  hexameter,  "  Ccelestem  do- 
minum,  terrestrem  dicito  domnum."  There  were  also  Hebrew 
hieroglyphics,  of  which  Jehan,  who  did  not  even  know  much 
Greek,  could  make  nothing;  and  the  whole  was  crisscrossed  in 
every  direction  with  stars,  figures  of  men  and  animals,  and 
intersecting  triangles,  which  contributed  not  a  little  to  make 
the  blotted  wall  of  the  cell  look  like  a  sheet  of  paper  which 
a  monkey  had  bedaubed  with  an  inky  pen. 

The  entire  abode,  moreover,  had  a  look  of  general  desertion 
and  decay,  and  the  bad  condition  of  the  implements  led  to  the 
conjecture  that  their  owner  had  for  some  time  been  distracted 
from  his  labours  by  other  cares. 

This  owner,  however,  bending  over  a  huge  manuscript 
adorned  with  quaint  paintings,  seemed  tormented  by  a  thought 
which  mingled  constantly  with  his  meditations, —  at  least, 
so  Jehan  judged  from  hearing  him  exclaim,  with  the  pensive 
pauses  of  a  man  in  a  brown  study  thinking  aloud :  — 

"  Yes,  Manu  said  it,  and  Zoroaster  taught  it, —  the  sun  is 
the  offspring  of  fire,  the  moon  of  the  sun ;  fire  is  the  central 
soul  of  the  great  whole;  its  elementary  atoms  perpetually 
overflow,  and  flood  the  world  in  boundless  currents!  At  the" 
points  where  these  currents  cross  in  the  heavens,  they  produce 
light;  at  their  points  of  intersection  on  the  earth,  they  pro- 
duce gold.  Light,  gold;  the  same  thing!  From  fire  to  the 
concrete  state.  The  difference  between  the  visible  and  palpa- 
ble, between  the  fluid  and  solid  of  the  same  substance,  between 
steam  and  ice, —  nothing  more.  These  are  not  mere  dreams, 
—  it  is  the  general  law  of  Nature.  But  how  are  we  to  wrest 
from  science  the  secret  of  this  general  law?  Why,  this  light 
which  irradiates  my  hand  is  gold!  these  self-same  atoms,  ex- 
panded in  harmony  with  a  certain  law,  only  require  to  be 
condensed  in  accordance  with  another  law.  And  how?  Some 
have  fancied  it  was  by  burying  a  sunbeam.  Averroes, —  yes, 
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it  was  Averroes, —  Averroes  interred  one  under  the  first  column 
to  the  left  in  the  sanctuary  of  the  Koran,  in  the  great  mosque 
of  Cordova;  but  the  vault  may  not  be  opened  to  see  if  the 
operation  be  successful,  until  eight  thousand  years  have 
passed." 

"  The  deuce !  "  said  Jehan  aside,  "  that's  a  long  time  to  wait 
for  a  crown." 

"  Others  have  thought,"  continued  the  musing  archdeacon, 
"  that  it  was  better  to  work  with  a  ray  from  Sirius.  But  it 
is  not  easy  to  get  such  a  ray  pure,  on  account  of  the  si- 
multaneous presence  of  other  stars  which  blend  with  it. 
Flamel !  What  a  name  for  one  of  the  elect,  Flamma!  —  Yes, 
fire.  That  is  all:  the  diamond  lurks  in  the  coal;  gold  is  to 
be  found  in  fire.  But  how  to  extract  it?  Magistri  declares 
that  there  are  certain  feminine  names  possessing  so  sweet  and 
mysterious  a  spell  that  it  is  enough  to  pronounce  them  during 
the  operation.  Let  us  read  what  Manu  says  under  this  head: 
6  Where  women  are  reverenced,  the  divinities  rejoice;  where 
they  are  scorned,  it  is  vain  to  pray  to  God.  A  woman's 
mouth  is  ever  pure;  it  is  like  running  water,  it  is  like  a  sun- 
beam. A  woman's  name  should  be  agreeable,  soft,  fantastic; 
it  should  end  with  long  vowels,  and  sound  like  words  of 
blessing.'  Yes,  the  sage  is  right, —  indeed,  Maria,  Sophia, 
Esmeral  —  Damnation !  again  that  thought !  " 

And  he  closed  the  book  violently. 

He  passed  his  hand  across  his  brow,  as  if  to  drive  away 
the  idea  which  possessed  him ;  then  he  took  from  the  table  a 
nail  and  a  small  hammer,  the  handle  of  which  was  curiously 
painted  with  cabalistic  letters. 

"  For  some  time,"  said  he  with  a  bitter  smile,  "  I  have 
failed  in  all  my  experiments;  a  fixed  idea  possesses  me,  and 
is  burned  into  my  brain  as  with  a  red-hot  iron.  I  have  not 
even  succeeded  in  discovering  the  lost  secret  of  Cassiodorus, 
wiiose  lamp  burned  without  wick  or  oil.  And  yet  it  is  a  simple 
matter!" 

"  A  plague  upon  him !  "  muttered  Jehan. 

"  A  single  wretched  thought,  then,"  continued  the  priest, 
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"  is  enough  to  make  a  man  weak  and  mad !  Oh,  how  Claude 
Pernelle  would  laugh  me  to  scorn, —  she  who  could  not  for 
an  instant  turn  Nicolas  Flamel  from  his  pursuit  of  the  great 
work!  Why^  I  hold  in  my  hand  the  magic  hammer  of 
Ezekiel!  At  every  blow  which  the  terrible  rabbi,  in  the 
seclusion  of  his  cell,  struck  on  this  nail  with  this  hammer, 
that  one  of  his  foes  whom  he  had  condemned,  were  he  two 
thousand  leagues  away,  sank  an  arm's-length  into  the  earth, 
which  swallowed  him  up.  The  King  of  France  himself,  hav- 
ing one  night  knocked  heedlessly  at  the  magician's  door,  sank 
knee-deep  into  the  pavement  of  his  own  city  of  Paris.  Well, 
I  have  the  hammer  and  the  nail,  and  they  are  no  more  pow- 
erful tools  in  my  hand  than  a  cooper's  tiny  mallet  would  be 
to  a  smith;  and  yet  I  only  need  to  recover  the  magic  word 
uttered  by  Ezekiel  as  he  struck  his  nail." 

"  Nonsense !  "  thought  Jehan. 

"  Let  me  see,  let  me  try,"  resumed  the  archdeacon,  eagerly. 
"  If  I  succeed,  I  shall  see  a  blue  spark  flash  from  the  head 
of  the  nail.  '  Emen^Hetan!  Emen-Hetan!  '  That's  not 
it.  '  Sigeani!  Sigeani!  '  May  this  nail  open  the  gates  of 
the  tomb  for  every  one  who  bears  the  name  of  Phoebus !  A 
curse  upon  it !  Always,  always  and  forever  the  same  idea !  " 

And  he  threw  the  hammer  from  him  angrily.  Then  he 
sank  so  far  forward  over  the  table  that  Jehan  lost  sight  of 
him  behind  the  huge  back  of  the  chair.  For  some  moments 
he  saw  nothing  but  his  fist  convulsively  clinched  upon  a  book. 
All  at  once  Don  Claude  rose,  took  up  a  pair  of  compasses, 
and  silently  engraved  upon  the  wall,  in  capital  letters,  this 
Greek  word:  — 

'ANATKH. 

"  My  brother  is  mad,"  said  Jehan  to  himself ;  "  it  would 
have  been  much  simpler  to  write  Fatum;  every  one  is  not 
obliged  to  understand  Greek." 

The  archdeacon  resumed  his  seat  in  his  arm-chair,  and 
bowed  his  head  on  his  hands,  like  a  sick  man  whose  brow  is 
heavy  and  burning. 


NOTRE-DAME  277 

The  student  watched  his  brother  in  surprise.  He,  who 
wore  his  heart  on  his  sleeve,  who  followed  no  law  in  the  world 
but  the  good  law  of  Nature,  who  gave  free  rein  to  his  pas- 
sions, and  in  whom  the  fountain  of  strong  feeling  was  always 
dry,  so  clever  was  he  at  draining  it  daily, —  he  could  not 
guess  the  fury  with  which  the  sea  of  human  passions  bubbles 
and  boils  when  it  is  denied  all  outlet;  how  it  gathers  and 
grows,  how  it  swells,  how  it  overflows,  how  it  wears  away  the 
heart,  how  it  breaks  forth  in  repressed  sobs  and  stifled  con- 
vulsions, until  it  has  rent  its  dikes  and  burst  its  bed.  Claude 
Frollo's  stern  and  icy  exterior,  that  cold  surface  of  rugged 
a  ad  inaccessible  virtue,  had  always  misled  Jehan.  The  jovial 
student  had  never  dreamed  of  the  boiling  lava  which  lies  deep 
and _fierj__beneath  the  snowy  front  of  JEtna. 

We  know  not  if  he  was  suddenly  made  aware  of  these 
things;  but,  feather-brain  though  he  was,  he  understood  that 
ho  had  seen  what  he  was  never  meant  to  see,  that  he  had  sur- 
prised his  elder  brother's  soul  in  one  of  its  most  secret 
moments,  and  that  he  must  not  let  Claude  discover  it.  Noting 
that  the  archdeacon  had  relapsed  into  his  former  immobility, 
ho  drew  his  head  back  very  softly,  and  made  a  slight  noise 
behind  the  door,  as  if  he  had  just  arrived,  and  wished  to 
warn  his  brother  of  his  approach. 

"  Come  in ! "  cried  the  archdeacon  from  within  the  cell ; 
"  I  expected  you.  I  left  the  door  on  the  latch  purposely ; 
come  in,  Master  Jacques." 

The  student  entered  boldly.  The  archdeacon,  much  an- 
noyed by  such  a  visit  in  such  a  place,  started  in  his  chair. 
"What!  is  it  you,  Jehan?" 

"  It  is  a  J,  at  any  rate,"  said  the  student,  with  his  merry, 
rosy,  impudent  face. 

Don  Claude's  features  resumed  their  usual  severe  expres- 
sion. 

"  Why  are  you  here  ?  " 

"  Brother,"  replied  the  student,  trying  to  put  on  a  modest, 
unassuming,  melancholy  look,  and  twisting  his  cap  with  an 
innocent  air,  "  I  came  to  ask  you  — " 
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"What?" 

"  For  a  little  moral  lecture,  which  I  sorely  need."  Jehan 
dared  not  add  aloud,  "  And  a  little  money,  which  I  need  still 
more  sorely."  The  last  part  of  his  sentence  was  left  un- 
spoken. 

"  Sir,"  said  the  archdeacon  in  icy  tones,  "  I  am  greatly 
displeased  with  you." 

"  Alas  !  "  sighed  the  student. 

Don  Claude  turned  his  chair  slightly,  and  looked  steadily 
at  Jehan. 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you." 

This  was  a  terrible  beginning.  Jehan  prepared  for  a  severe 
attack. 

"  Jehan,  I  hear  complaints  of  you  every  day.  How  about 
that  beating  with  which  you  bruised  a  certain  little  Viscount 
Albert  de  Ramonchamp  ?  " 

"  Oh !  "  said  Jehan,  "  that  was  nothing, —  a  mischievous 
page,  who  amused  himself  with  spattering  the  students  by 
riding  his  horse  through  the  mud  at  full  speed !  " 

"  How  about  that  Mahiet  Fargel,"  continued  the  arch- 
deacon, "whose  gown  you  tore?  *  Tunic am  dechiraverunt,' 
the  complaint  says." 

"  Oh,  pooh !  a  miserable  Montaigu  cape, —  that's  all !  " 

"  The  complaint  says  *  tunicam?  and  not  '  cappettam.' 
Do  you  know  Latin  ?  " 

Jehan  made  no  answer. 

"  Yes,"  resumed  the  priest,  shaking  his  head,  "  this  is  what 
study  and  learning  have  come  to  now.  The  Latin  language 
is  hardly  understood,  Syriac  is  an  unknown  tongue,  Greek  is 
held  in  such  odium  that  it  is  not  considered  ignorance  for  the 
wisest  to  skip  a  Greek  word  without  reading  it,  and  to  say, 
'  Grcecum  est,  non  l&gitur.9 ' 

The  student  boldly  raised  his  eyes :  "  Brother,  would  you 
like  me  to  explain  in  good  every-day  French  that  Greek  word 
written  yonder  on  the  wall?" 

"Which  word?" 

"  'ANATKH." 
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A  slight  flush  overspread  the  archdeacon's  dappled  cheeks, 
like  the  puff  of  smoke  which  proclaims  to  the  world  the  secret 
commotion  of  a  volcano.  The  student  scarcely  noticed  it. 

"  Well,  Jehan !  "  stammered  the  elder  brother  with  an  effort, 
"  what  does  the  word  mean?  " 

"  FATE." 

Don  Claude  turned  pale  again,  and  the  student  went  on 
carelessly, — 

"  And  that  word  below  it,  written  by  the  same  hand, 
'Amyvei'a,  means  '  impurity.'  You  see  I  know  my  Greek." 

The  archdeacon  was  still  silent.  This  Greek  lesson  had 
given  him  food  for  thought. 

Little  Jehan,  who  had  all  the  cunning  of  a  spoiled  child, 
thought  this  a  favourable  opportunity  to  prefer  his  request. 
He  therefore  assumed  a  very  sweet  tone,  and  began :  — 

"  My  good  brother,  have  you  taken  such  an  aversion  to  me 
that  you  pull  a  long  face  for  a  few  paltry  cuffs  and  thumps 
distributed  in  fair  fight  to  no  one  knows  what  boys  and  mon- 
keys (quibusdam  marmosetis)?  You  see,  dear  brother  Claude, 
that  I  know  my  Latin." 

But  all  this  affectionate  hypocrisy  failed  of  its  usual  effect 
on  the  stern  elder  brother.  Cerberus  did  not  snap  at  the  sop. 
The  archdeacon's  brow  did  not  lose  a  single  wrinkle. 

"  What  are  you  driving  at  ?  "  said  he,  drily. 

"  Well,  then,  to  the  point !  This  is  it,"  bravely  responded 
Jehan ;  "  I  want  money." 

At  this  bold  declaration  the  archdeacon's  face  assumed  quite 
a  paternal  and  pedagogic  expression. 

"  You  know,  Master  Jehan,  that  our  Tirechappe  estate 
only  brings  us  in,  reckoning  the  taxes  and  the  rents  of  the 
iwenty-one  houses,  thirty-nine  pounds  eleven  pence  and  six 
Paris  farthings.  It  is  half  as  much  again  as  in  the  time  of 
the  Paclet  brothers,  but  it  is  not  much." 

"  I  want  money,"  stoically  repeated  Jehan. 

"  You  know  that  it  has  been  officially  decided  that  our 
twenty-one  houses  were  held  in  full  fee  of  the  bishopric,  and 
that  we  can  only  buy  ourselves  off  from  this  homage  by  pay- 
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ing  two  silver  gilt  marks  of  the  value  of  six  Paris  pounds  to 
the  right  reverend  bishop.  Now,  I  have  not  yet  been  able 
to  save  up  those  two  marks.  You  know  this." 

"  I  know  that  I  want  money,"  repeated  Jehan  for  the  third 
time. 

"  And  what  would  you  do  with  it  ?  " 

This  question  made  the  light  of  hope  shine  in  Jehan's  eyes. 
He  resumed  his  demure,  caressing  manner. 

"  See  here,  dear  brother  Claude ;  I  do  not  come  to  you  with 
any  evil  intention.  I  don't  want  to  cut  a  dash  at  the  tavern 
with  your  money,  or  to  walk  the  streets  of  Paris  in  garments 
of  gold  brocade  with  my  lackey,  cum  meo  laquasio.  No, 
brother ;  I  want  the  money  for  a  charity." 

"  What  charity  ?  "  asked  Claude  with  some  surprise. 

"  There  are  two  of  my  friends  who  want  to  buy  an  outfit 
for  the  child  of  a  poor  widow  in  the  Haudry  almshouse.  It 
is  a  real  charity.  It  will  cost  three  florins;  I  want  to  give 
my  share." 

"  Who  are  your  two  friends  ?  " 

"  Pierre  1'Assommeur  and  Baptiste  Croque-Oison."  1 

"  Hum !  "  said  the  archdeacon ;  "  those  names  are  as  fit  for 
charity  as  a  bombard  for  the  high  altar." 

Certainly  Jehan  had  chosen  very  suspicious  names  for  his 
two  friends,  as  he  felt  when  it  was  too  late. 

"  And  then,"  added  the  sagacious  Claude,  "  what  kind  of 
an  outfit  could  you  buy  for  three  florins,  and  for  the  child  of 
one  of  the  women  in  the  Haudry  almshouse,  too?  How  long 
have  those  widows  had  babies  in  swaddling-clothes  ?  " 

Jehan  broke  the  ice  once  more :  — 

"  Well,  then,  if  I  must  tell  you,  I  want  the  money  to  go 
to  see  Isabeau  la  Thierrye  to-night,  at  the  Val-d' Amour." 

"  Impure  scamp !  "  cried  the  priest. 

**  'Avayveia,"  said  Jehan. 

This  quotation,  borrowed,  perhaps  maliciously,  by  the  stu- 
dent from  the  wall  of  the  cell,  produced  a  strange  effect  upon 

*  Peter  Knock-'em-down  and  Baptist  Goose-gobbler. 
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the  priest.      He  bit  his  lip,  and  his  rage  was  extinguished  in  a 
blush. 

"  Begone !  "  said  he  to  Jehan.     "  I  am  expecting  some  one." 

The  student  made  another  effort, — 

"  Brother  Claude,  at  least  give  me  a  few  farthings  for 
food." 

"  How  far  have  you  got  in  Gratian's  decretals  ?  "  asked  Don 
Claude. 

"  I've  lost  my  copy-books." 

"  Where  are  you  in  the  Latin  humanities  ?  " 

"  Somebody  has  stolen  my  copy  of  Horace." 

"  Where  are  you  in  ^rjstptle?  " 

"  My  faith,  brother !  what  Father  of  the  Church  says  that 
ihe  errors  of  heretics  have  in  all  ages  taken  refuge  in  the 
brambles  of  Aristotle's  metaphysics?  Plague  take  Aristotle! 
I  will  not  destroy  my  religion  with  his  metaphysics." 

"  Young  man,"  resumed  the  archdeacon,  "  at  the  king's 
last  entry  there  was  a  gentleman  called  Philippe  de  Comines, 
who  had  embroidered  on  his  horse's  housings  this  motto,  which 
I  advise  you  to  consider:  '  Qui  non  laborat  non  manducet.' ' 

The  student  was  silent  for  a  moment,  his  finger  to  his  ear, 
his  eye  fixed  upon  the  ground,  and  an  angry  air. 

Suddenly  he  turned  to  Claude  with  the  lively  quickness  of  a 
water  wagtail, — 

"  So,  good  brother,  you  refuse  to  give  me  a  penny  to  buy 
a  crust  from  a  baker  ?  " 

'  Qui  non  laborat  non  manducet.9 ' 

At  this  reply  from  the  inflexible  archdeacon,  Jehan  hid  his 
i  ace  in  his  hands  like  a  woman  sobbing,  and  exclaimed  in  ac- 
cents of  despair,  "  'OTOTOTOTOTOI  !  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that,  sir  ?  "  asked  Claude,  amazed 
at  this  outburst. 

"  Why,"  said  the  student, —  and  he  looked  up  at  Claude 
with  impudent  eyes  into  which  he  had  just  rubbed  his  fists 
to  make  them  look  red  with  crying, — "  it  is  Greek !  It  is  an 
anapaest  of  JEschylus  which  expresses  grief  perfectly." 

And  here  he  burst  into  laughter  so  absurd  and  so  violent 
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that  it  made  the  archdeacon  smile.     It  was  really  Claude's 
fault;  why  had  he  so  spoiled  the  child? 

"  Oh,  good  brother  Claude,"  added  Jehan,  emboldened  by 
this  smile,  "  just  see  my  broken  buskins !  Was  there  ever 
more  tragic  cothurnus  on  earth  than  boots  with  flapping 
soles?" 

The  archdeacon  had  promptly  resumed  his  former  severity. 

"  I  will  send  you  new  boots,  but  no  money." 

"  Only  a  paltry  penny,  brother,"  continued  the  suppliant 
Jehan.  "  I  will  learn  Gratian  by  heart.  I  will  believe  heart- 
ily in  God.  I  will  be  a  regular  Pythagoras  of  learning  and 
virtue.  But  give  me  a  penny,  for  pity's  sake!  Would  you 
have  me  devoured  by  famine,  which  gapes  before  me  with  its 
jaws  blacker,  more  noisome,  deeper  than  Tartarus  or  a  monk's 
nose?" 

Don  Claude  shook  his  wrinkled  brow :  " '  Qui  non  la- 
borat,—'  " 

Jehan  did  not  let  him  finish. 

"  Well,  then,"  he  cried,  "  to  the  devil !  Hurrah  for  fun ! 
I'll  go  to  the  tavern,  I'll  fight,  I'll  drink,  and  I'll  go  to  see 
the  girls!" 

And  upon  this,  he  flung  up  his  cap  and  cracked  his  fingers 
like  castanets. 

The  archdeacon  looked  at  him  with  a  gloomy  air. 

"  Jehan,  you  have  no  soul !  " 

"  In  that  case,  according  to  Epicurus,  I  lack  an  unknown 
quantity  composed  of  unknown  qualities." 

"  Jehan,  you  must  think  seriously  of  reform." 

"  Oh,  come !  "  cried  the  student,  gazing  alternately  at  his 
brother  and  at  the  alembics  on  the  stove ;  "  is  everything 
crooked  here, —  ideas  as  well  as  bottles  ?  " 

"  Jehan,  you  are  on  a  very  slippery  road.  Do  you  know 
where  you  are  going  ?  " 

"  To  the  tavern,"  said  Jehan. 

"  The  tavern  leads  to  the  pillory." 

"  It's  as  good  a  lantern  as  any  other,  and  perhaps  it  was 
the  one  with  which  Diogenes  found  his  man." 
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"  The  pillory  leads  to  the  gallows." 

"  The  gallows  is  a  balance,  with  a  man  in  one  scale  and  the 
whole  world  in  the  other.  It  is  a  fine  thing  to  be  the  man." 

"  The  gallows  leads  to  hell." 

"  That's  a  glorious  fire." 

"  Jehan,  Jehan,  you  will  come  to  a  bad  end!  " 

"  I  shall  have  had  a  good  beginning." 

At  this  moment  the  sound  of  footsteps  was  heard  on  the 
stairs. 

"  Silence !  "  said  the  archdeacon,  putting  his  finger  to  his 
lip :  "  here  comes  Master  Jacques.  Listen,  Jehan,"  he  added 
in  a  low  voice ;  "  take  care  you  never  mention  what  you  may 
see  and  hear  here.  Hide  yourself  quickly  under  that  stove, 
and  don't  dare  to  breathe." 

The  student  crawled  under  the  stove;  there,  a  capital  idea 
occurred  to  him. 

"  By  the  way,  brother  Claude,  I  want  a  florin  for  holding 
my  breath." 

"  Silence !  you  shall  have  it." 

"  Then  give  it  to  me." 

"  Take  it ! "  said  the  archdeacon,  angrily,  flinging  him  his 
purse. 

Jehan  crept  farther  under  the  stove,  and  the  door  opened. 


END  OF  vox,,  i. 
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BOOK  VII   (continued) 
CHAPTER  V 

THE  TWO  MEN  DRESSED  IN  BLACK 

THE  person  who  entered  wore  a  black  gown  and  a  gloomy 
air.  Our  friend  Jehan  (who,  as  may  readily  be  sup- 
posed, had  so  disposed  himself  in  his  corner  that  he  could 
see  and  hear  everything  at  his  good  pleasure)  was  struck, 
at  the  first  glance,  by  the  extreme  melancholy  of  the  new- 
comer's face  and  attire.  Yet  a  certain  amiability  pervaded 
the  countenance,  albeit  it  was  the  amiability  of  a  cat  or  a 
judge, —  a  sickly  amiability.  The  man  was  very  grey,  wrin- 
kled, bordering  on  sixty  years ;  had  white  eyebrows,  hanging 
lip,  and  big  hands.  When  Jehan  saw  that  he  was  a  mere 
nobody, —  that  is,  probably  a  doctor  or  a  magistrate,  and  that 
his  nose  was  very  far  away  from  his  month,  a  sure  sign  of 
stupidity, —  he  curled  himself  up  in  his  hiding-place,  in 
despair  at  having  to  pass  an  indefinite  length  of  time  in  so 
uncomfortable  a  position  and  in  such  poor  company. 

Meantime,  the  archdeacon  did  not  even  rise  from  his  chair 
to  greet  this  person.  He  signed  to  him  to  be  seated  on  a  stool 
near  the  door,  and  after  a  few  moments'  silence,  which  seemed 
the  continuation  of  a  previous  meditation,  he  said  in  a  some- 
what patronizing  *one,  "  Good-morning,  Master  Jacques." 
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"  Your  servant,  master,"  replied  the  man  in  black. 

In  the  two  ways  of  pronouncing,—  on  the  one  hand  that 
"  Master  Jacques,"  and  on  the  other  that  distinctive  "  mas- 
ter,"- -  there  was  the  difference  that  there  is  between  domine 
and  domne.  It  bespoke  the  greeting  of  teacher  and  pupil. 

"  Well,"  resumed  the  archdeacon  after  a  fresh  pause,  which 
Master  Jacques  took  care  not  to  break,  "  have  you  suc- 
ceeded? " 

"  Alas !  master,"  said  the  other,  with  a  sad  smile,  "  I  am 
still  blowing  away.  As  many  ashes  as  I  choose;  but  not  a 
particle  of  gold." 

Don  Claude  made  an  impatient  gesture.  "  I'm  not  talking 
about  that,  Master  Jacques  Charmolue,  but  about  the  trial  of 
your  sorcerer,  Marc  Cenaine, —  wasn't  that  what  you  called 
him  ?  —  the  butler  to  the  Court  of  Accounts.  Does  he  con- 
fess his  magic?  Was  the  rack  successful?" 

"  Alas !  no,"  replied  Master  Jacques,  still  with  the  same  sad 
smile,  "  we  have  not  that  consolation.  The  man  is  as  hard 
as  flint;  we  might  boil  him  at  the  Pig-market  before  he 
would  say  a  word.  And  yet,  we  have  spared  nothing  to  get 
at  the  truth;  all  his  bones  are  out  of  joint  already;  we  have 
left  no  stone  unturned.  As  the  old  comic  author,  Plautus 
says :  — 

*  Advorsum  stimulos,  laminas,  crucesque,  compedesque, 
Nervos,  catenas,  carceres,  numellas,  pedicas,  bolas' 

All  in  vain;  the  man  is  terrible  indeed.  I  can't  make  him 
out !  " 

"  You've  not  found  anything  new  at  his  house  ?  " 

"  Yes,  indeed,"  said  Master  Jacques,  fumbling  in  his  purse ; 
"  this  parchment.  There  are  words  written  on  it  which  we 
cannot  comprehend.  And  yet  the  criminal  lawyer,  Philippe 
Lheulier,  knows  a  little  Hebrew,  which  he  picked  up  in  that 
affair  of  the  Jews  in  the  Rue  Kantersten  at  Brussels." 

So  saying,  Master  Jacques  unrolled  a  parchment. 

"  Give  it  to  me,"  said  the  archdeacon.  And  casting  his 
eyes  over  the  writing,  he  exclaimed,  "  Clear  magic,  Master 
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Jacques !  '  Emen-Hetan!  '  that  is  the  cry  of  the  vampires  as 
they  appear  at  their  Sabbath.  '  Per  ipsum,  et  cum  ipso,  et  in 
ipso!  ' —  that  is  the  word  of  command  which  rechains  the 
dovil  in  hell.  '  Hax,  pax,  max!  '  this  belongs  to  medicine :  a 
prescription  against  the  bite  of  mad  dogs.  Master  Jacques, 
3rou  are  the  king's  proxy  to  the  Ecclesiastical  Court.  This 
parchment  is  an  abomination." 

"  We  will  return  the  man  to  the  rack.  Here  again,"  added 
Master  Jacques,  rummaging  in  his  wallet  once  more,  "  is  some- 
thing else  which  we  found  in  Marc  Cenaine's  house." 

It  was  a  vessel  similar  to  those  which  covered  Don  Claude's 
stove. 

"  Ah !  "  said  the  archdeacon,  "  an  alchemist's  crucible." 

"  I  must  confess,"  replied  Master  Jacques,  with  his  shy, 
awkward  smile,  "  that  I  tried  it  on  my  furnace,  but  I  suc- 
ceeded no  better  than  with  my  own." 

The  archdeacon  began  to  examine  the  vessel. 

"  What  has  he  inscribed  upon  his  crucible?  '  Och!  Och!  ' 
—  the  word  which  drives  away  fleas !  This  Marc  Cenaine  is  a 
dolt !  I  can  easily  believe  that  you  will  never  make  gold  with 
this.  Put  it  in  your  alcove  in  summer,  for  that's  all  it's  fit 
for." 

"  Talking  of  mistakes,"  said  the  king's  proxy,  "  I  have  just 
been  studying  the  porch  below  before  I  came  upstairs ;  is 
your  reverence  very  sure  that  it  is  the  opening  of  the  book 
of  physics  which  is  represented  there  on  the  side  towards  the 
Hospital;  and  that,  of  the  seven  nude  figures  at  the  feet  of 
the  Virgin,  the  one  with  wings  at  his  heels  is  meant  for  Mer- 
cury?" 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  priest ;  "  it  is  so  written  by  Augustin 
Nypho,  that  Italian  doctor  who  had  a  bearded  familiar  spirit, 
which  taught  him  everything.  However,  we  will  go  down, 
and  I  will  explain  all  this  to  you  on  the  spot." 

"  Thanks,  master,"  said  Charmolue,  bowing  to  the  ground. 
"  By  the  way,  I  forgot !  When  will  it  please  you  to  have 
the;  little  witch  arrested?" 

"  What  witch?" 
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"  That  gipsy  girl  whom  you  know  well,  who  comes  every 
day  and  dances  in  the  square  before  the  cathedral,  despite 
the  official  prohibition.  She  has  a  goat  which  is  possessed, 
and  which  has  the  devil's  own  horns ;  which  reads  and  writes, 
and  is  as  good  a  mathematician  as  Picatrix,  and  would  be  quite 
enough  to  hang  an  entire  tribe  of  gipsies.  The  papers  are 
ready;  the  case  will  be  a  short  one,  I  warrant!  A  pretty 
creature,  by  my  soul, —  that  dancing-girl!  The  finest  black 
eyes !  Two  carbuncles !  When  shall  we  begin  ?  " 

The  archdeacon  was  extremely  pale. 

"  I  will  let  you  know,"  he  stammered  in  a  voice  which  was 
scarcely  articulate ;  then  he  added,  with  an  effort,  "  Devote 
yourself  to  Marc  Cenaine." 

"  Never  fear,"  said  Charmolue,  smiling ;  "  I'll  have  him  re- 
strapped  to  the  leather  bed  when  I  go  back.  But  he's  a  devil 
of  a  fellow;  he  would  tire  out  Pierrat  Torterue  himself,  and 
his  hands  are  bigger  than  mine.  As  the  worthy  Plautus 
says :  — 

'  Nudus  vinctus,  centum  pondo,  es  quando  pendes  per  pedes.' 

The  torture  of  the  wheel!  That's  the  best  thing  we  have. 
He  shall  take  a  turn  at  that." 

Don  Claude  seemed  absorbed  in  gloomy  reverie.  He  turned 
to  Charmolue  with  the  words, — 

"  Master  Pierrat, —  Master  Jacques,  I  mean, —  devote 
yourself  to  Marc  Cenaine." 

"  Yes,  yes,  Don  Claude.  Poor  man !  he  must  have  suffered 
like  Mummol.  But  then,  what  an  idea,  to  go  to  the  Witches' 
Sabbath, —  a  butler  of  the  Court  of  Accounts,  who  must  know 
Charlemagne's  text,  '  Stryga  vel  masca!  '  As  for  that  little 
girl, —  Smelarda,  as  they  call  her, —  I  will  await  your  orders. 
Ah!  and  as  we  pass  through  the  porch  you  will  also  explain 
to  me  the  meaning  of  the  gardener  painted  in  relief  at  the 
entrance  to  the  church.  The  Sower,  isn't  it?  Eh!  master, 
what  are  you  thinking  about  ?  " 

Don  Claude,  lost  in  his  own  thoughts,  did  not  hear  him. 
Charmolue,  following  the  direction  of  his  gaze  saw  that  it 
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fixed  mechanically  upon  the  large  cobweb  which  covered 
the  window.  At  this  instant  a  rash  fly,  in  search  of  the 
March  sun,  plunged  headlong  into  the  trap  and  was  caught 
in  it.  At  the  vibration  of  its  web  the  huge  spider  made  a 
sudden  sally  from  its  central  cell,  and  with  one  bound  fell 
upon  the  fly,  which  it  doubled  up  with  its  front  antennae, 
while  its  hideous  proboscis  dug  out  the  head.  "Poor  fly!" 
said  the  king's  proxy  to  the  Ecclesiastical  Court;  and  he 
raised  his  hand  to  save  it.  The  archdeacon,  with  a  start,  held 
buck  his  arm  with  convulsive  force. 

"  Master  .Jacques,"  he  cried,  "  do  not  interfere  with  the 
work  of  Fate !  " 

The  attorney  turned  in  alarm;  he  felt  as  if  iron  pincers 
had  seized  his  arm.  The  priest's  eye  was  fixed,  wild,  and 
flaming,  and  was  still  fastened  upon  the  horrible  little  group 
of  the  spider  and  the  fly. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  added  the  priest  in  a  voice  which  seemed  to  come 
from  his  very  entrails,  "  this  is  a  universal  symbol.  The  in- 
sect flies  about,  is  happy,  is  young;  it  seeks  the  spring  sun, 
the  fresh  air,  freedom ;  oh,  yes,  but  it  runs  against  the  fatal 
web ;  the  spider  appears, —  the  hideous  spider !  Poor  dancing- 
girl!  poor  predestined  fly!  Master  Jacques,  do  not  interfere! 
it  is  the  hand  of  Fate !  Alas !  Claude  you  are  the  spider. 
Claude,  you  are  the  fly  as  well!  You  flew  abroad  in  search 
of  learning,  light,  and  sun;  your  only  desire  was  to  gain  the 
pure  air,  the  broad  light  of  eternal  truth;  but  in  your  haste 
to  reach  the  dazzling  window  which  opens  into  the  other  world, 
—  the  world  of  intellect,  light,  and  learning, —  blind  fly ! 
senseless  doctor!  you  failed  to  see  that  subtle  spider's  web 
woven  by  Fate  between  the  light  and  you;  you  plunged  head- 
lor-g  into  it,  wretched  fool!  and  now  you  struggle  in  its 
meshes,  with  bruised  head  and  broken  wings,  in  the  iron  grasp 
of  destiny.  Master  Jacques,  Master  Jacques,  let  the  spider 
do  its  work !  " 

"'  I  assure  you,"  said  Charmolue,  looking  at  him  uncompre- 
hendingly,  *'  I  will  not  touch  it.  But  for  mercy's  sake,  mas- 
ter, let  go  my  arm !  Your  hand  is  like  a  pair  of  pincers." 
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The  archdeacon  did  not  hear  him.  "  Oh,  madman ! "  he 
resumed,  without  taking  his  eyes  from  the  window.  "  And  if 
you  could  have  broken  this  dreadful  web  with  your  frail 
wings,  do  you  think  you  could  have  reached  the  light  ?  Alas ! 
how  could  you  have  passed  that  pane  of  glass  beyond  it, — 
that  transparent  obstacle,  that  crystal  wall  harder  than  iron, 
which  separates  all  philosophy  from  truth?  Oh,  vanity  of 
science!  How  many  sages  have  flown  from  afar  to  bruise 
their  heads  against  it!  How  many  contending  systems  have 
rushed  pell-mell  against  that  everlasting  pane  of  glass !  " 

He  ceased  speaking.  These  last  ideas,  which  had  insensibly 
diverted  his  thoughts  from  himself  to  science,  seemed  to  have 
calmed  him.  Jacques  Charmolue  completely  restored  him  to 
a  sense  of  reality  by  asking  him  this  question :  "  Come,  mas- 
ter, when  are  you  going  to  help  me  to  make  gold?  I  long 
for  success." 

The  archdeacon  shook  his  head  with  a  bitter  smile: 

"  Master  Jacques,  read  Michel  Psellus,  *  Dialogues  de  En- 
ergia  et  Operatione  Dcemonum.9  Our  work  is  not  altogether 
innocent." 

"  Not  so  loud,  master !  I  fear  you  are  right,"  said 
Charmolue.  "  But  I  must  needs  dabble  a  little  in  hermetics, 
being  only  the  king's  proxy  to  the  Ecclesiastical  Court,  at 
a  salary  of  thirty  Tours  crowns  a  year.  But  speak  lower." 

At  this  moment  the  sound  of  champing  and  chewing  pro- 
ceeding from  under  the  stove,  attracted  Charmolue's  anxious 
ear. 

"What  was  that?"  he  asked. 

It  was  the  student,  who,  greatly  cramped  and  much  bored 
in  his  hiding-place,  had  contrived  to  find  an  old  crust  of 
bread  and  a  bit  of  mouldy  cheese,  and  had  set  to  work  to 
devour  them  without  more  ado,  by  the  way  of  consolation  and 
of  breakfast.  As  he  was  ravenously  hungry,  he  made  a  great 
deal  of  noise,  and  smacked  his  lips  loudly  over  every  mouth- 
ful as  to  give  the  alarm  to  the  lawyer. 

"  It  is  my  cat,"  said  the  archdeacon,  hastily,  "  feasting 
under  there  upon  some  mouse." 
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This  explanation  satisfied  Charmolue. 

"  Indeed,  master,"  he  replied  with  a  respectful  smile, 
"  every  philosopher  has  had  his  familiar  animal.  You  know 
what  Servius  says:  *  Nullus  enim  locus  sine  genio  est.'  " 

But  Don  Claude,  who  feared  some  fresh  outbreak  from 
Jchan,  reminded  his  worthy  disciple  that  they  had  certain 
figures  on  the  porch  to  study  together;  and  the  two  left 
the  cell,  to  the  great  relief  of  the  student,  who  began  seriously 
to  fear  that  his  knees  would  leave  their  permanent  mark  upon 
his  chin. 


CHAPTER  VI 

THE   EFFECT   PRODUCED   BY   SEVEN   OATHS  IN   THE 
OPEN  AIR 

<  TT1E  DEUM  LAUDAMUS !  "  cried  Master  Jehan,  as  he 
JL  stepped  from  his  hiding-place ;  "  the  two  screech- 
owls  have  gone.  Ochl  och!  Haxl  pax!  max!  the  fleas!  the 
mad  dogs !  the  devil !  I've  had  enough  of  their  talk !  My 
head  rings  like  a  belfry.  Mouldy  cheese  into  the  bargain! 
Now,  then!  let  us  be  off;  let  us  take  our  big  brother's  purse, 
and  convert  all  these  coins  into  bottles !  " 

He  cast  a  look  of  tenderness  and  admiration  into  the  in- 
terior of  the  precious  purse,  adjusted  his  dress,  wiped  his 
boots,  dusted  his  poor  shoulder-pads  all  grey  with  ashes, 
whistled  a  tune,  frisked  about,  looked  to  see  if  there  was 
nothing  left  in  the  cell  which  he  might  carry  off,  scraped  up 
a  few  glass  charms  and  trinkets  from  the  top  of  the  stove, 
thinking  he  might  pass  them  off  upon  Isabeau  la  Thierrye  for 
jewels,  then  gave  a  push  to  the  door,  which  his  brother  had 
left  ajar  as  a  final  favour,  and  which  he  left  open  in  his  turn 
as  a  final  piece  of  mischief,  and  hopped  down  the  winding 
stairs  as  nimbly  as  a  bird. 

In  the  midst  of  the  shadows  of  the   spiral  staircase  he 
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elbowed  something  which  moved  aside  with  a  growl;  he  took 
it  for  granted  that  it  was  Quasimodo,  and  this  struck  him 
as  so  droll  that  he  held  his  sides  with  laughter  all  the  rest  of 
the  way  down.  As  he  came  out  into  the  public  square,  he 
was  still  laughing. 

He  stamped  his  foot  when  he  found  himself  on  solid  ground 
once  more.  "  Oh,"  said  he,  "  good  and  honourable  pave- 
ment of  Paris!  Cursed  stairs,  which  would  put  all  the  an- 
gels of  Jacob's  ladder  out  of  breath!  What  was  I  think- 
ing of  when  I  poked  myself  into  that  stone  gimlet  which 
pierces  the  sky;  and  all  to  eat  musty  cheese,  and  to  see  the 
steeples  of  Paris  through  a  garret  window !  " 

He  walked  on  a  few  paces,  and  saw  the  two  screech-owls 

—  that  is  to  say,  Don  Claude  and  Master  Jacques  Charmolue 

—  lost  in  contemplation  of  a  bit  of  carving  on  the  porch. 
He  approached  them  on  tiptoe,  and  heard  the  archdeacon  say 
in  a  very  low  voice  to  Charmolue,   "  It  was   Guillaume  de 
Paris  who  had  a  Job  graven  on  that  lapis-lazuli  coloured 
stone,  gilded  at  the  edges.     Job  represents  the  philosopher's 
stone,  which  must  also  be  tried  and  tortured  before  it  can 
become  perfect,  as  Raymond  Lulle  says :  '  Sub  conservatione 
formce  specifics  salva  amma.9 ' 

"  That's  all  one  to  me,"  said  Jehan.  "  'Tis  I  who  hold 
the  purse." 

At  this  instant  he  heard  a  loud  ringing  voice  pronounce 
a  terrible  string  of  oaths  just  behind  him. 

"Zounds!  Odds  bodikins !  By  the  Rood!  By  Cock  and 
pye !  Damme !  'Sdeath !  Thunder  and  Mars !  " 

"  By  my  soul,"  exclaimed  Jehan,  "  that  can  be  no  other 
than  my  friend  Captain  Phoebus ! " 

The  name  of  Phoebus  reached  the  archdeacon's  ears,  just 
as  he  was  explaining  to  the  king's  proxy  the  dragon  hiding 
his  tail  in  a  bath  from  which  rise  smoke  and  a  king's  head. 
Don  Claude  shuddered,  stopped  short,  to  the  great  surprise  of 
Charmolue,  turned,  and  saw  his  brother  Jehan  talking  to  a 
tall  officer  at  the  door  of  the  Gondelaurier  house. 

It  was  indeed  Captain  Phoebus  de  Chateaupers.     He  was 
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leaning  against  the  corner  of  his  lady-love's  house,  and  swear- 
ing like  a  pirate. 

"  My  word !  Captain  Phoebus,"  said  Jehan,  taking  him 
by  the  hand,  "  you  swear  with  admirable  spirit ! " 

"  Thunder  and  Mars !  "  replied  the  captain. 

"  Thunder  and  Mars,  yourself !  "  responded  the  student. 
"  Now,  then,  my  fine  captain,  what  has  caused  such  an  out- 
burst of  elegant  epithets?" 

"  Your  pardon,  good  comrade  Jehan,"  cried  Phoebus,  shak- 
ing him  by  the  hand ;  "  but  a  horse  running  at  full  speed  can- 
not stop  short.  Now,  I  was  swearing  at  full  gallop.  I  have 
just  come  from  those  prudes;  and  when  I  leave  them,  I  al- 
ways have  my  mouth  full  of  oaths;  I  must  needs  spit  them 
out,  or  I  should  choke.  Thunder  and  guns !  " 

"  Will  you  take  a  drink  ?  "  asked  the  student.  This  propo- 
sition calmed  the  captain. 

"  With  pleasure ;  but  I've  no  money." 

"  But  I  have !  " 

"Pshaw!  let  me  see!" 

Jehan  displayed  the  purse  to  the  captain's  eyes,  with  dig- 
nity and  simplicity.  Meanwhile  the  archdeacon,  having  left 
the  amazed  Charmolue,  had  approached  them,  and  stood  some 
paces  distant,  watching  them  both  unobserved  by  them,  so 
absorbed  were  they  in  looking  at  the  purse. 

Phoebus  exclaimed,  "  A  purse  in  your  pocket,  Jehan ! 
That's  like  the  moon  in  a  pail  of  water.  I  see  it,  but  it  is 
not  really  there.  It's  only  a  shadow.  By  Heaven!  I  wager 
there's  nothing  but  pebbles  in  it !  " 

Jehan  answered  coldly,  "  I'll  show  you  the  kind  of  pebbles 
that  I  pave  my  pocket  with." 

And  without  another  word  he  emptied  the  purse  upon  a 
neighbouring  post,  with  the  air  of  a  Roman  saving  his 
country. 

"  Good  God ! "  muttered  Phoebus ;  "  gold  pieces,  big  silver 
pieces,  little  silver  pieces,  crowns,  shillings,  and  pence!  It  is 
daxzling ! " 

Jehan   remained   dignified   and  unmoved.     A   few   pennies 
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had   rolled   into   the   mud;   the    captain,   in   his   enthusiasm, 
stooped  to  pick  them  up.     Jehan  restrained  him,  saying, — 

"  Fie,  Captain  Phoebus  de  Chateaupers ! " 

Phoebus  counted  the  money,  and  turning  solemnly  to  Jehan, 
asked,  "  Do  you  know,  Jehan,  that  you  have  here  twenty-three 
crowns?  Whom  did  you  rob  last  night  in  the  Rue  Coupe- 
Gueule?  " 

Jehan  threw  back  his  fair  curly  head,  and  said,  half  clos- 
ing his  eyes  in  scorn, — 

"  I  have  a  brother  who  is  an  archdeacon  and  a  fool." 

"  Confound  it ! "  cried  Phoebus ;  *'  so  you  have,  the  worthy 
fellow!" 

"  Let  us  take  a  drink,"  said  Jehan. 

"Where  shall  we  go?"  said  Phoebus;  "to  the  Pomme 
d'Eve!" 

"  No,  Captain ;  let  us  go  to  the  Vieille  Science.  An  old 
woman  who  handles  a  saw  to  saw  a  handle,1 —  that's  a  rebus ; 
and  I  love  that  sort  of  thing." 

"  A  plague  on  rebuses,  Jehan !  The  wine  is  better  at  the 
Pomme  d'Eve;  and  besides,  at  the  door  is  a  vine  in  the  sun, 
which  cheers  me  as  I  drink." 

"  So  be  it,"  said  the  student;  and  taking  Phoebus  by  the 
arm,  the  two  friends  set  out  for  that  tavern.  It  is  needless 
to  say  that  they  first  picked  up  the  money,  and  that  the 
archdeacon  followed  them. 

The  archdeacon  followed  them,  sad  and  worn.  Was  this 
the  Phoebus  whose  accursed  name,  since  his  interview  with 
Gringoire,  had  mingled  with  all  his  thoughts  ?  He  knew  not ; 
but  at  any  rate  it  was  a  Phoebus,  and  that  magic  name  was 
enough  to  make  the  archdeacon  follow  the  two  heedless  com- 
rades with  stealthy  tread,  listening  to  their  every  word  and 
noting  their  least  gesture  with  eager  attention.  Moreover, 
nothing  was  easier  than  to  hear  everything  they  said;  for 
they  spoke  very  loud,  utterly  regardless  of  the  fact  that  they 
were  taking  the  passers-by  into  their  confidence.  They  talked 
of  duels,  women,  drinking,  and  riots. 

i  Vne  vieille  qui  scie  une  ante. 
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At  the  corner  of  a  street  the  sound  of  a  tambourine  was 
heard  from  a  neighbouring  cross-way.  Don  Claude  over- 
heard the  officer  say  to  the  student, — 

"  Thunder !     We  must  hasten." 

"Why,  Phoebus?" 

"  I'm  afraid  the  gipsy  girl  will  see  me." 

"What  gipsy  girl?" 

"  That  little  thing  with  the  goat." 

"Smeralda?" 

"  Just  so,  Jehan.  I  always  forget  her  devil  of  a  name. 
Make  haste;  she  would  be  sure  to  recognize  me.  I  don't 
wish  to  have  that  girl  accost  me  in  the  street." 

"  Do  you  know  her,  Phoebus  ?  " 

Here  the  archdeacon  saw  Phoebus  chuckle,  put  his  mouth 
to  Jehan's  ear,  and  whisper  a  few  words  to  him;  then  he 
burst  out  laughing,  and  shook  his  head  with  a  triumphant 
air. 

"Really?"  said  Jehan. 

"  Upon  my  soul !  "  said  Phoebus. 

"To-night?" 

"  To-night." 

"  Are  you  sure  she  will  come  ?  " 

"  Are  you  mad,  Jehan  ?  How  can  there  be  any  doubt  in 
such  matters  ?  " 

"  Captain  Phoebus,  you  are  a  lucky  soldier !  " 

The  archdeacon  heard  every  word  of  this  conversation. 
His  teeth  chattered;  he  shook  from  head  to  foot.  He  stood 
still  a  moment,  leaned  against  a  post  like  a  drunken  man, 
then  followed  in  the  track  of  the  two  jolly  scamps. 

When  he  rejoined  them  they  had  changed  the  subject.  He 
heard  them  singing  at  the  top  of  their  voices  the  old  re- 
frain :  — 

"The  lads  of  Petty-Tiles,  they  say, 
Like  calves  are  butchered  every  day." 
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CHAPTER  VII 

THE  SPECTRE  MONK 

PT1HE  famous  tavern  known  as  the  Pomme  d'Eve  was 
JL  situated  in  the  University,  at  the  corner  of  the  Rue 
de  la  Rondelle  and  the  Rue  du  Batonnier.  It  was  a  large, 
low  room  on  the  ground-floor,  with  an  arched  roof,  the  cen- 
tral spring  of  which  rested  on  a  huge  wooden  pillar  painted 
yellow;  there  were  tables  in  every  direction,  shining  pewter 
jugs  hung  on  the  wall;  there  were  always  plenty  of  topers, 
lets  of  girls,  a  window  looking  on  the  street,  a  vine  at  the 
door,  and  over  the  door  a  creaking  piece  of  sheet  iron,  on 
which  were  painted  a  woman  and  an  apple,  rusted  by  the  rain 
and  swinging  in  the  wind  on  an  iron  rod.  This  kind  of 
weathercock,  which  overlooked  the  pavement,  was  the  sign. 

Night  was  falling;  the  streets  were  dark.  The  tavern, 
full  of  candles,  flared  from  a  distance  like  a  forge  in  the 
gloom ;  a  noise  of  glasses,  of  feasting,  of  oaths,  and  of  quar- 
rels escaped  from  the  broken  window-panes.  Through  the 
mist  with  which  the  heat  of  the  room  covered  the  glazed  case- 
ment in  front  of  the  inn  swarmed  a  myriad  confused  figures, 
and  from  time  to  time  a  ringing  burst  of  laughter  was  heard. 
People  passing,  intent  on  their  own  affairs,  hastened  by  that 
noisy  window  without  a  glance;  but  now  and  then  some  little 
ragged  boy  would  raise  himself  on  tiptoe  to  the  window-sill, 
and  scream  into  the  tavern  the  old  mocking  cry  with  which 
drunkards  were  often  greeted  at  this  period :  — 

"  Back  to  your  glasses, 
Ye  drunken,  drunken  asses," 

One  man,  however,  marched  imperturbably  up  and  down 
in  front  of  the  noisy  tavern,  looking  continually,  and  never 
stirring  farther  away  from  it  than  a  pikeman  from  his  sentry- 
box.  His  cloak  was  pulled  up  to  his  very  nose.  This  cloak 
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he  had  just  bought  from  the  old-clothes  man  who  lived  hard 
by  the  Pomme  d'Eve,  doubtless  to  shield  himself  from  the 
chill  of  the  March  evening,  perhaps  to  hide  his  dress.  From 
time  to  time  he  paused  before  the  dim  panes  set  in  lead,  lis- 
tened, looked,  and  stamped  his  feet  impatiently. 

At  last  the  tavern  door  opened.  This  seemed  to  be  what 
he  was  waiting  for.  Two  tipplers  came  out.  The  ray  of 
1'ght  which  escaped  through  the  door,  for  a  moment  reddened 
their  jovial  faces.  The  man  with  the  cloak  took  up  his  posi- 
tion under  a  porch  on  the  other  side  of  the  street. 

"  Thunder  and  guns !  "  said  one  of  the  two  drinkers.  "  It 
will  strike  seven  directly.  It  is  the  hour  for  my  appoint- 
ment." 

"  I  tell  you,"  resumed  his  companion,  with  a  thick  utter- 
ance, "  that  I  do  not  live  in  the  Rue  des  Mauvaises-Paroles, 
indignus  qui  inter  mala  verba  habitat.  My  lodgings  are  in 
the  Rue  Jean-Pain-Mollet,  in  vico  Johannis-Pain-Mollet. 
You  are  more  unreasonable  than  a  unicorn,  if  you  say  to 
the  contrary.  Everybody  knows  that  he  who  has  once  climbed 
upon  a  bear's  back  is  never  afraid;  but  you've  a  fine  nose 
for  scenting  out  dainty  bits  like  Saint- Jacques  de  1'Hopital." 

"  Jehan,  my  friend,  you  are  drunk,"  said  the  other. 

He  replied,  staggering,  "  So  it  pleases  you  to  say,  Phoebus ; 
but  it  is  well  proven  that  Plato  had  the  profile  of  a  hunting- 
dog." 

The  reader  has  undoubtedly  recognized  our  two  worthy 
friends,  the  captain  and  the  student.  It  seems  that  the  man 
lurking  in  the  shadow  had  also  recognized  them;  for  he  fol- 
lowed with  slow  steps  all  the  zig-zags  which  the  student  forced 
the  captain  to  describe,  the  latter,  a  more  hardened  drinker, 
having  preserved  entire  self-possession.  By  listening  care- 
fully, the  man  with  the  cloak  was  able  to  catch  the  whole  of 
the  following  interesting  conversation:  — 

"  Body  of  Bacchus !  do  try  to  walk  straight,  Master 
Bachelor.  You  know  that  I  shall  have  to  leave  you.  Here 
it  is  seven  o'clock.  I  have  an  appointment  with  a  woman." 

"  Leave  me  then,  da      I  see  fiery  stars  and  spears.     You 
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are  like  the  Chateau-de-Dampmartin,  which  burst  with  laugh- 
ter." 

"  By  my  grandmother's  warts,  Jehan !  your  nonsense  is 
rather  too  desperate.  By-the-bye,  Jehan,  haven't  you  any 
money  left  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Rector,  there's  no  mistake :  the  little  butcher's  shop, 
parva  boucheria." 

"  Jehan,  friend  Jehan !  you  know  that  I  made  an  appoint- 
ment to  meet  that  little  girl  at  the  end  of  the  Pont  Saint- 
Michel;  that  I  can't  take  her  anywhere  but  to  Mother  Fal- 
ourdel, —  the  old  hag  on  the  bridge ;  and  that  I  must  pay  for 
the  room;  the  white-whiskered  old  jade  gives  no  credit.  Je- 
han, for  pity's  sake,  have  we  drunk  up  the  priest's  whole 
purse  ?  Haven't  you  a  penny  left  ?  " 

"  The  consciousness  that  you  have  spent  the  rest  of  your 
time  well  is  a  good  and  savoury  table-sauce." 

*'  Thunder  and  blazes !  A  truce  to  your  nonsense !  Tell 
me,  Jehan,  you  devil!  have  you  any  money  left?  Give  it 
to  me,  by  Heaven!  or  I  will  rob  you,  were  you  as  leprous  as 
Job  and  as  mangy  as  Caesar !  " 

"  Sir,  the  Rue  Galiache  is  a  street  which  runs  from  the 
Rue  de  la  Verrerie  to  the  Rue  da  la  Tixeranderie." 

"  Yes,  yes,  good  friend  Jehan,  my  poor  comrade,  the 
Rue  Galiache, —  that's  all  right,  quite  right,  but  in  Heaven's 
name,  come  to  your  senses!  I  want  only  a  few  pence,  and 
my  appointment  is  for  seven  o'clock." 

"  Silence  all  around,  and  pay  attention  to  my  song : 

'  When  the  rats  have  eaten  every  case, 
The  king  shall  be  lord  of  Arras'  race. 
When  the  sea,  so  deep  and  wide, 
Is  frozen  o'er  at  Saint  John's  tide, 
Across  the  ice  we  then  shall  see 
The  Arras  men  their  city  flee.' " 

"  There,  then,  scholar  of  Antichrist,  the  foul  fiend  fly  away 
with  you ! "  cried  Phoebus ;  and  he  gave  the  tipsy  student  a 
voilent  push,  which  sent  him  reeling  against  the  wall,  whence 
he  fell  gently  to  the  pavement  of  Philip  Augustus.  With 
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a  remnant  of  that  brotherly  compassion  which  never  quite 
forsakes  the  heart  of  a  toper,  Phrebus  rolled  Jehan  with  his 
foot  over  upon  one  of  those  pillows  of  the  poor  which  Provi- 
dence keeps  in  readiness  at  every  street  corner  in  Paris,  and 
which  the  rich  scornfully  stigmatize  as  dunghills.  The  cap- 
tain arranged  Jehan's  head  on  an  inclined  plane  of  cabbage- 
stalks,  and  the  student  instantly  began  to  snore  in  a  magnifi- 
cent bass.  However,  all  rancour  was  not  yet  dead  in  the  cap- 
tain's heart.  "  So  much  the  worse  for  you  if  the  devil's  cart 
picks  you  up  as  it  passes !  "  said  he  to  the  poor  sleeping 
scholar;  and  he  went  his  way. 

The  man  in  the  cloak,  who  had  not  ceased  following  him, 
paused  for  a  moment  beside  the  prostrate  student,  as  if  un- 
certain; then,  heaving  a  deep  sigh,  he  also  departed  in  the 
captain's  wake. 

Like  them,  we  will  leave  Jehan  to  sleep  under  the  friendly 
watch  of  the  bright  stars,  and  we  too  will  follow  them,  if  it 
so  please  the  reader. 

As  he  emerged  into  the  Rue  Saint-Andre-des-Arcs,  Cap- 
tain Phoebus  discovered  that  some  one  was  following  him. 
As  he  accidentally  glanced  behind  him,  he  saw  a  kind  of 
shadow  creeping  behind  him  along  the  walls.  He  stopped, 
it  stopped;  he  walked  on  again,  the  shadow  also  walked  on. 
This  troubled  him  but  very  little.  "  Pooh !  "  said  he  to  him- 
self, "  I  have  not  a  penny  about  me." 

In  front  of  the  College  d'Autun,  he  came  to  a  halt.  It  was 
at  this  college  that  he  had  passed  through  what  he  was 
pleased  to  call  his  studies,  and  from  a  habit  learned  in  his 
student  days  he  never  passed  the  statue  of  Cardinal  Pierre 
Bertrand  without  stopping  to  mock  at  it.  He  therefore 
paused  before  the  statue  as  usual.  The  street  was  deserted, 
save  for  the  shadow  approaching  slowly, —  so  slowly  that  he 
had  ample  time  to  observe  that  it  wore  a  cloak  and  a  hat. 
Coming  close  up  to  him,  it  stopped,  and  stood  more  motionless 
than  the  statue  of  Cardinal  Bertrand  itself;  but  it  fastened 
upon  Phoebus  a  pair  of  eyes  full  of  that  vague  light  seen  at 
night  in  the  pupil  of  a  cat's  eye, 
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The  captain  was  brave,  and  would  not  have  cared  a  farth- 
ing for  a  thief  with  a  bludgeon  in  his  hand ;  but  this  walk- 
ing statue,  this  petrified  man,  froze  his  very  blood.  At  that 
time  there  were  current  in  society  strange  stories  of  the  spec- 
tral monk,  who  prowled  the  streets  of  Paris  by  night.  These 
tales  now  came  confusedly  to  his  mind,  and  for  some  moments 
he  stood  stupefied;  at  last  he  broke  the  silence  with  a  forced 
laugh,  saying, — 

"  Sir,  if  you  are  a  robber,  as  I  hope,  you  remind  me  of 
a  heron  attacking  a  nutshell;  I  am  the  son  of  a  ruined  fam- 
ily, my  dear  fellow.  You've  come  to  the  wrong  shop;  you'd 
better  go  next  door.  In  the  chapel  of  that  college  there  is 
a  piece  of  the  true  cross  set  in  silver." 

The  hand  of  the  shadow  was  stretched  from  under  the  cloak, 
and  swooped  down  upon  Phoebus's  arm  with  the  grip  of  an 
eagle's  talons.  At  the  same  time  the  shadow  spoke :  — 

"  Captain  Phoebus  de  Chateaupers !  " 

"  What !  the  devil ! "  said  Phcebus ;  "  do  you  know  my 
name  ?  " 

"  I  not  only  know  your  name,"  replied  the  man  in  the 
cloak,  with  his  sepulchral  voice,  "  but  I  know  that  you  have  an 
appointment  this  evening?  " 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  astonished  Phoebus. 

"  At  seven  o'clock." 

"  In  fifteen  minutes." 

"  At  Mother  Falourdel's." 

"  Exactly  so."   , 

"  The  old  hag  of  the  Pont  Saint-Michel." 

"  Saint  Michel  the  archangel,  as  the  Pater  Noster  says/' 

"  Impious  wretch ! "  muttered  the  spectre.  "  With  a 
woman  ?  " 

"  Conftteor." 

"  Whose  name  is  — " 

"  Esmeralda,"  said  Phoebus,  cheerfully.  He  had  gradually 
recovered  all  his  unconcern. 

At  this  name  the  shadow's  claws  shook  the  captain's  arm 
furiously. 
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"  Captain  Phoebus  de  Chateaupers,  you  lie !  " 

Any  one  who  could  at  this  moment  have  seen  the  captain's 
flaming  face,  his  backward  bound,  so  violent  that  it  released 
him  from  the  vice-like  grasp  that  held  him,  the  haughty  air 
with  which  he  clapped  his  hand  to  his  sword-hilt,  and  the 
gloomy  immobility  of  the  man  in  the  cloak  in  the  presence  of 
this  rage, —  any  one  who  saw  all  this  would  have  trembled 
with  fear.  It  was  something  like  the  fight  between  Don  Juan 
and  the  statue. 

"  Christ  and  Satan !  "  cried  the  captain ;  "  that  is  a  word 
which  seldom  greets  the  ears  of  a  Chateaupers!  You  dare 
not  repeat  it !  " 

"  You  lie !  "  said  the  shadow,  coldly. 

The  captain  gnashed  his  teeth.  Spectre  monk,  phantom, 
superstitions,  all  were  forgotten  at  this  instant.  He  saw  noth- 
ing but  a  man  and  an  insult. 

"  Ha !  it  is  well !  "  he  stammered  in  a  voice  stifled  by  rage. 
He  drew  his  sword ;  then,  stuttering, —  for  anger  makes  a 
man  tremble  as  well  as  fear,  "  Here !  on  the  spot !  Now  then ! 
swords !  swords !  Blood  upon  these  stones !  " 

But  the  other  never  stirred.  When  he  saw  his  adversary 
on  his  guard,  and  ready  to  burst  with  wrath,  he  said, — 

"  Captain  Phoebus," —  and  his  voice  quivered  with  bitter- 
ness,— "  you  forget  your  appointment." 

The  fits  of  passion  of  such  men  as  Phoebus  are  like  boiling 
milk, —  a  drop  of  cold  water  is  enough  to  check  their  fury. 
At  these  simple  words  the  sword  which  glittered  in  the  cap- 
tain's hand  was  lowered. 

"  Captain,"  continued  the  man,  "  to-morrow,  the  day  after 
to-morrow,  in  a  month,  in  ten  years,  you  will  find  me  ready 
to  cut  your  throat ;  but  keep  your  appointment  first." 

"  Indeed,"  said  Phoebus,  as  if  trying  to  compound  with  his 
conscience,  "  a  sword  and  a  girl  are  both  charming  things  to 
encounter  by  appointment;  but  I  do  not  see  why  I  should 
miss  one  for  the  sake  of  the  other,  when  I  might  have  both." 

He  replaced  his  sword  in  his  scabbard. 

"  Go  to  your  appointment,"  replied  the  stranger. 
2 
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"  Sir,"  answered  Phoebus  with  some  embarrassment,  "  many 
thanks  for  your  courtesy.  You  are  right  in  saying  that  to- 
morrow will  be  time  enough  for  us  to  cut  slashes  and  button- 
holes in  Father  Adam's  doublet.  I  am  obliged  to  you  for 
allowing  me  to  pass  another  agreeable  quarter  of  an  hour.  I 
did  indeed  hope  to  put  you  to  bed  in  the  gutter,  and  yet  be 
in  time  for  my  fair  one, —  the  more  so  that  it  is  genteel  to 
keep  the  women  waiting  a  little  in  such  cases.  But  you  look 
to  me  like  a  determined  dog,  and  it  is  safer  to  put  the  party 
off  until  to-morrow.  I  will  therefore  go  to  my  appointment ; 
it  is  for  seven  o'clock,  as  you  know."  Here  Phoebus  scratched 
his  ear.  "  Ah,  by  my  halidom !  I  forgot ;  I  have  not  a 
penny  to  pay  the  toll  for  the  use  of  the  garret,  and  the  old 
hag  must  be  paid  in  advance.  She  won't  trust  me." 

"  Here  is  money  to  pay  her." 

Phoebus  felt  the  stranger's  cold  hand  slip  a  large  piece  of 
money  into  his.  He  could  not  help  taking  the  money  and 
squeezing  the  hand. 

"  By  God !  "  he  exclaimed,  "  you're  a  good  fellow !  " 

"  One  condition,"  said  the  man.  "  Prove  to  me  that  I  was 
wrong,  and  that  you  spoke  the  truth.  Hide  me  in  some 
corner  where  I  can  see  whether  this  woman  be  really  she  whose 
name  you  mentioned." 

"  Oh,"  answered  Phoebus,  "  with  all  my  heart !  We  will 
take  Saint  Martha's  room ;  you  can  look  in  very  easily  from 
the  kennel  beside  it." 

"  Come  on,  then !  "  said  the  shadow. 

"  At  your  service,"  replied  the  captain.  "  I  don't  know 
whether  or  no  you  are  Master  Diabolus  in  propria  persona: 
but  let  us  be  good  friends  for  to-night ;  to-morrow  I  will  pay 
you  all  my  debts,  of  purse  and  sword." 

They  set  forth  at  a  rapid  pace.  In  a  lew  moments  the 
sound  of  the  river  warned  them  that  they  stood  on  Pont  Saint- 
Michel,  then  covered  with  houses. 

"  I  will  first  introduce  you,"  said  Phoebus  to  his  compan- 
ion ;  "  then  I  will  go  and  fetch  my  charmer,  who  was  to  wait 
for  me  near  the  Petit-Chatelet." 
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His  comrade  made  no  answer;  since  they  had  walked  side 
by  side  he  had  not  said  a  word.  Phoebus  stopped  before  a 
low  door  and  knocked  loudly ;  a  light  appeared  through  the 
chinks  of  the  door. 

"Who  is  there?"  cried  a  mumbling  voice. 

"  By  Saint  Luke's  face !  By  God's  passion !  By  the 
Rood !  "  answered  the  captain. 

The  door  opened  instantly,  and  revealed  to  the  new-comers 
an  old  woman  and  an  old  lamp,  both  in  a  very  shaky  state. 
The  old  woman  was  bent  double,  dressed  in  rags;  her  head 
shook ;  she  had  very  small  eyes,  wore  a  dishclout  on  her  head, 
and  her  hands,  face,  and  neck  were  covered  with  wrinkles ;  her 
lips  retreated  under  her  gums,  and  she  had  tufts  of  white 
hair  all  around  her  mouth,  which  gave  her  the  demure  look  of 
a  cat. 

The  interior  of  the  hovel  was  as  dilapidated  as  its  mistress ; 
there  were  whitewashed  walls,  black  beams  running  across  the 
ceiling,  a  dismantled  fireplace,  cobwebs,  in  every  corner;  in 
the  middle  of  the  room  stood  a  rickety  collection  of  tables  and 
chairs;  a  dirty  child  played  in  the  ashes;  and  in  the  back- 
ground a  staircase,  or  rather  a  wooden  ladder,  led  to  a  trap- 
door in  the  ceiling. 

On  entering  this  den  Phoebus's  mysterious  companion 
pulled  his  cloak  up  to  his  eyes.  But  the  captain,  swearing 
all  the  time  like  a  Turk,  hastened  "  to  make  the  sun  flash 
from  a  crown-piece,"  as  our  all-accomplished  Regnier  says. 

"  Saint  Martha's  room,"  said  he. 

The  old  woman  treated  him  like  a  lord,  and  put  the  coin 
away  in  a  drawer.  It  was  the  money  which  the  man  in  the 
black  cloak  had  given  Phoebus.  While  her  back  was  turned, 
the  ragged,  dishevelled  little  boy,  who  was  playing  in  the 
ashes  went  adroitly  to  the  drawer,  took  out  the  crown-piece, 
and  put  in  its  place  a  dried  leaf  which  he  had  pulled  from  a 
fagot. 

The  old  woman  beckoned  to  the  two  gentlemen,  as  she  called 
them,  to  follow  her,  and  climbed  the  ladder  before  them.  On 
reaching  the  upper  floor,  she  placed  her  lamp  upon  a  chest} 
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and  Phoebus,  as  one  familiar  with  the  house,  opened  a  door 
leading  to  a  dark  hole.  "  Go  in  there,  my  dear  boy,"  said  he 
to  his  comrade.  The  man  in  the  cloak  obeyed  without  a  word ; 
the  door  closed  behind  him;  he  heard  Phoebus  bolt  it,  and  a 
moment  after  go  downstairs  again  with  the  old  woman.  The 
light  had  disappeared. 


CHAPTER  VIII 

THE  ADVANTAGE  OF  WINDOWS  OVERLOOKING  THE  RIVER 

/CLAUDE  FROLLO  (for  we  presume  that  the  reader, 
\^S  more  clever  than  Phoebus,  has  discovered  that  this 
spectral  monk  was  no  other  than  the  archdeacon),  Claude 
Frollo  groped  about  for  some  time  in  the  gloomy  hole  into 
which  the  captain  had  bolted  him.  It  was  one  of  those  nooks 
such  as  architects  sometimes  leave  at  the  junction  of  the  roof 
and  outer  wall.  The  vertical  section  of  this  kennel  —  as  Phoe- 
bus had  so  aptly  called  it  —  would  have  formed  a  triangle. 
Moreover,  there  was  neither  window  nor  loop-hole,  and  the 
pitch  of  the  roof  was  so  steep  that  it  was  impossible  to  stand 
upright.  Claude  therefore  squatted  in  the  dust  and  mortar 
which  crumbled  beneath  him.  His  head  was  burning;  as  he 
felt  about  him  with  his  hands,  he  found  upon  the  ground  a 
bit  of  broken  glass,  which  he  pressed  to  his  forehead,  its 
coolness  somewhat  refreshing  him. 

What  went  on  at  this  moment  in  the  archdeacon's  dark 
soul?  God  and  himself  alone  knew. 

According  to  what  fatal  order  did  he  dispose  in  his 
thoughts  Esmeralda,  Phoebus,  Jacques  Charmolue,  his  young 
brother,  so  greatly  loved,  deserted  by  him  in  the  mud,  his 
archdeacon's  gown,  perhaps  his  reputation,  dragged  through 
the  mire  of  Mother  Falourdel's  abode, —  all  these  images,  all 
these  adventures  ?  I  cannot  say ;  but  it  is  certain  that  the 
ideas  formed  a  horrible  group  in  his  mind. 


NOTRE-DAME  21 

He  waited  a  quarter  of  an  hour;  he  felt  as  if  a  century 
had  been  added  to  his  age.  All  at  once  he  heard  the  boards 
of  the  wooden  staircase  creak ;  some  one  was  coming  up.  The 
trap-door  opened;  a  light  appeared.  There  was  a  con- 
siderable crack  in  the  worm-eaten  door  of  his  prison ;  to  this 
he  glued  his  face.  Thus  he  could  see  everything  that  hap- 
pened in  the  next  room.  The  cat-faced  old  woman  first  rose 
from  the  trap-door,  lamp  in  hand;  then  came  Phoebus,  twirl- 
ing his  moustache ;  then  a  third  person, —  that  lovely,  grace- 
ful creature,  Esmeralda.  The  priest  saw  her  rise  from  be- 
low like  a  dazzling  apparition.  He  trembled;  a  cloud  came 
before  his  eyes ;  his  veins  swelled  to  bursting ;  everything  swam 
before  him ;  he  saw  and  heard  nothing  more. 

When  he  recovered  his  senses,  Phoabus  and  Esmeralda  were 
alone,  seated  on  the  wooden  chest  beside  the  lamp,  whose  light 
revealed  to  the  archdeacon's  eyes  their  two  youthful  figures, 
and  a  miserable  pallet  at  the  back  of  the  garret. 

Beside  the  pallet  there  was  a  window,  through  whose  panes, 
shattered  like  a  cobweb  upon  which  rain  has  fallen,  were  seen 
a  patch  of  sky,  and  the  moon  in  the  distance  resting  on  a  bed 
of  soft  clouds. 

The  young  girl  was  blushing  and  trembling,  and  confused. 
Her  long,  drooping  lashes  shaded  her  flushed  cheeks.  The 
officer,  to  whose  face  she  dared  not  raise  her  eyes,  was  radiant. 
Mechanically,  and  with  a  charming  awkwardness,  she  drew 
meaningless  lines  on  the  bench  with  her  finger-tip,  and  then 
looked  at  her  finger.  Her  feet  were  hidden,  for  the  little  goat 
was  lying  upon  them. 

The  captain  was  very  gallantly  arrayed;  at  his  wrists  and 
neck  he  wore  embroidery,  then  considered  very  elegant. 

Don  Claude  could  scarcely  hear  what  they  said,  for  the 
throbbing  of  his  temples. 

Lovers'  talk  is  very  commonplace.  It  is  a  perpetual  "  I 
love  you."  A  very  bare  and  very  insipid  phrase  to  an  in- 
different ear,  unless  adorned  with  a  few  grace-notes;  but 
Claude  was  not  an  indifferent  listener. 

"  Oh,"   said  the   girl,   without  raising  her  eyes,  "  do  not 
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despise  me,  my  lord  Phoebus !     I  feel  that  I  am  doing 
wrong." 

"  Despise  you,  pretty  child !  "  replied  the  officer  with  an 
air  of  extreme  gallantry, — "  despise  you !  By  God's  passion  ! 
and  why  ?  " 

"  For  coming  here  with  you." 

"  On  that  point,  my  beauty,  we  are  not  agreed.  I  should 
not  despise  you,  but  hate  you." 

The  young  girl  gazed  at  him  in  affright.  "  Hate  me ! 
What  have  I  done?" 

"  For  requiring  so  much  urging." 

"  Alas !  "  said  she,  "  that  is  because  I  am  breaking  a  sa- 
cred vow.  I  shall  never  find  my  parents!  The  amulet  will 
lose  its  virtue;  but  what  does  that  matter?  Why  should  I 
need  father  or  mother  now  ?  " 

So  saying,  she  fixed  upon  the  captain  her  large  dark  eyes, 
moist  with  love  and  joy. 

"  Deuce  take  me  if  I  understand  you !  "  exclaimed  Phoebus. 

Esmeralda  was  silent  for  a  moment,  then  a  tear  fell  from 
her  eyes,  a  sigh  from  her  lips,  and  she  said,  "  Oh,  my  lord, 
I  love  you  !  " 

There  was  such  an  odour  of  chastity,  such  a  charm  of  virtue 
about  the  young  girl,  that  Phoebus  did  not  feel  wholly  at  his 
ease  with  her.  But  this  speech  emboldened  him.  "  You  love 
me !  "  said  he,  with  transport ;  and  he  threw  his  arm  around 
the  gipsy's  waist.  He  had  only  waited  for  such  an  oppor- 
tunity. 

The  priest  saw  him,  and  tested  with  the  tip  of  his  finger 
the  point  of  a  dagger  hidden  in  his  bosom. 

"  Phoebus,"  continued  the  gypsy  girl,  gently  removing  the 
captain's  stubborn  hands  from  her  girdle,  "  you  are  good, 
you  are  generous,  you  are  kind ;  you  saved  me, —  me,  who  am 
but  a  poor  gipsy  foundling.  I  have  long  dreamed  of  an 
officer  who  should  save  my  life.  It  was  of  you  I  dreamed  be- 
fore I  ever  knew  you,  my  Phoebus ;  the  image  of  my  dreams 
had  a  gorgeous  uniform  like  yours,  a  grand  air,  a  sword. 
Your  name  is  Phoebus;  it  is  a  beautiful  name.  I  love  your 
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name ;  I  love  your  sword.  Draw  your  sword,  Phoebus,  and  let 
me  see  it." 

"  Child !  "  said  the  captain ;  and  he  unsheathed  his  rapier 
with  a  smile. 

The  gipsy  girl  studied  the  handle,  the  blade,  examined 
the  letters  on  the  hilt  with  adorable  curiosity,  and  kissed  the 
sword,  as  she  said, — 

"  You  are  a  brave  man's  sword.      I  love  my  captain." 

Phoebus  again  took  advantage  of  the  situation  to  imprint 
on  her  lovely  bent  neck  a  kiss  which  made  the  girl  start  up 
as  red  as  a  cherry.  The  priest  ground  his  teeth  in  the  dark- 
ness at  the  sight. 

"  Phoebus,"  resumed  the  gipsy,  "  let  me  talk  to  you. 
Walk  about  a  little,  so  that  I  may  have  a  good  look  at  you, 
and  hear  your  spurs  jingle.  How  handsome  you  are!" 

The  captain  rose  to  gratify  her,  while  he  scolded  her  with 
a  smile  of  satisfaction  :  — 

"  What  a  child  you  are !  By  the  way,  my  charmer,  did 
you  ever  see  me  in  my  full  dress  uniform?" 

"  Alas,  no !  "  she  replied. 

"  Well,  that  is  really  fine  !  " 

Phoebus  came  back  and  sat  down  beside  her,  but  much 
nearer  than  before. 

"  Look  here,  my  dear  — 

The  gipsy  gave  him  a  few  little  taps  on  the  lips  with  her 
pretty  hand,  with  a  childish  playfulness  full  of  gaiety  and 
grace. 

"  No,  no,  I  will  not  listen.  Do  you  love  me?  I  want  you 
to  tell  me  if  you  love  me." 

"  Do  I  love  you,  angel  of  my  life !  "  cried  the  captain,  half 
kneeling  before  her.  "  My  body,  my  soul,  my  blood,  are 
yours.  I  am  all  yours, —  all  yours.  I  love  you,  and  never 
loved  any  one  but  you." 

The  captain  had  so  often  repeated  this  phrase  on  many  a 
similar  occasion,  that  he  uttered  it  in  a  breath,  without  mak- 
ing a  single  mistake.  At  this  passionate  declaration  the 
gipsy  turned  towards  the  dirty  ceiling,  which  took  the  place 
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of  heaven,  a  look  of  angelic  happiness.  "  Oh,"  she  mur- 
mured, "  at  such  a  moment  one  might  well  wish  to  die !  " 

Phoebus  thought  "  the  moment  "  a  good  one  to  steal  an- 
other kiss,  which  inflicted  fresh  torment  on  the  wretched  arch- 
deacon in  his  lair. 

"  To  die  ?  "  exclaimed  the  amorous  captain.  "  What  are 
you  talking  about,  my  lovely  angel?  It  is  just  the  time  to 
live,  or  Jupiter  is  but  a  paltry  knave !  Die  at  the  beginning 
of  such  a  pleasant  thing!  By  Saint  Luke's  face,  what  a 
joke!  that  would  never  do!  Listen,  my  dear  Similar  —  Es- 
menarda  —  Forgive  me!  but  you  have  such  a  vastly  outland- 
ish name  that  I  can  never  get  it  straight.  I'm  forever  getting 
entangled  in  it." 

"  Good  Heavens !  "  said  the  poor  girl,  "  and  I  thought  the 
name  pretty  just  for  its  oddness!  But  if  you  don't  like  it, 
I  am  quite  ready  to  change  it  for  anything  you  please." 

"  Ah,  do  not  cry  for  such  a  trifle,  my  dearest !  It's  a  name 
to  which  one  has  to  get  used,  that's  all.  Once  I  have  learned 
it  by  heart,  it  will  be  all  right.  Now  listen,  my  dear  Similar; 
I  adore  you  passionately.  I  love  you  to  such  a  degree  that  it 
is  really  marvellous.  I  know  a  little  girl  who  is  bursting  with 
rage  about  it  — " 

The  jealous  damsel  cut  him  short:  "Who  is  she?" 

"What  difference  does  that  make  to  us?"  said  Phoebus; 
"  do  you  love  me  ?  " 

"Oh!"   said  she. 

"  Well,  then,  that  is  all  that  is  necessary.  You  shall  see 
how  I  love  you,  too.  May  the  great  devil  Negtune  bestride 
me  if  I  do  not  make  you  the  happiest  creature  irTtKe  world. 
We  will  have  a  pretty  little  room  somewhere!  I  will  review 
my  archers  under  your  windows.  They  are  all  mounted,  and 
make  nothing  of  Captain  Mignon's  men.  There  are  spear- 
men, cross-bowmen,  and  culverin  men.  I  will  take  you  to  see 
the  great  Paris  musters  at  the  Grange  de  Rully.  It's  a  very 
fine  sight, —  eighty  thousand  helmeted  heads ;  thirty  thousand 
bright  harnesses,  coats  of  mail,  or  brigandines;  sixty-seven 
banners  of  the  various  guilds ;  the  standards  of  the  Par- 
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liament,  the  Chamber  of  Accounts,  the  Treasury,  the  Assist- 
ants in  the  Mint;  in  fact,  the  devil's  own  train!  I  will  take 
you  to  see  the  lions  at  the  king's  palace,  which  are  wild  beasts ; 
all  the  women  like  that." 

For  some  moments  the  young  girl,  wrapped  in  her  own 
delightful  thoughts,  had  been  dreaming  to  the  sound  of  his 
voice,  without  heeding  the  meaning  of  his  words. 

"  Oh,  how  happy  you  will  be !  "  continued  the  captain ;  and 
at  the  same  time  he  gently  unclasped  the  gipsy's  belt. 

"What  are  you  doing?"  said  she,  quickly.  This  act  of 
violence  startled  her  from  her  reverie. 

"  Nothing,"  answered  Phoebus ;  "  I  was  merely  saying  that 
you  must  give  up  this  ridiculous  mountebank  dress  when  you 
come  to  live  with  me." 

"  When  I  live  with  you,  my  Phoebus !  "  said  the  young  girl, 
tenderly. 

She  again  became  pensive  and  silent. 

The  captain,  made  bold  by  her  gentleness,  took  her  by  the 
waist  without  any  resistance  on  her  part,  then  began  noise- 
lessly to  unlace  the  poor  child's  bodice,  and  so  disarranged  her 
neckerchief  that  the  panting  priest  saw  the  gipsy's  lovely 
shoulder  issue  from  the  gauze,  plump  and  brown,  like  the 
moon  rising  through  the  mists  on  the  horizon. 

The  young  girl  let  Phoebus  have  his  way.  She  did  not 
seem  conscious  of  what  he  was  doing.  The  bold  captain's 
eyes  sparkled. 

All  at  once  she  turned  towards  him. 

"  Phoebus,"  she  said,  with  a  look  of  infinite  love,  "  instruct 
me  in  your  religion." 

"  My  religion !  "  cried  the  captain,  bursting  into  laughter. 
"  I  instruct  you  in  my  religion !  Thunder  and  guns !  What 
do  you  want  with  my  religion?  " 

"  To  be  married  to  you,"  she  answered. 

The  captain's  face  assumed  an  expression  of  mingled  sur- 
prise, scorn,  recklessness,  and  evil  passion. 

"  Nonsense !  "  said  he.     "  Why  should  we  marry  ?  " 
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The  gipsy  turned  pale,  and  let  her  head  sink  sadly  on  her 
breast. 

"  My  pretty  love,"  tenderly  added  Phoebus,  "what  are  all 
these  foolish  ideas?  Marriage  is  nothing!  Is  any  one  less 
loving  for  not  having  spouted  a  little  Latin  in  some  priest's 
shop?" 

So  saying  in  his  sweetest  voice,  he  approached  extremely 
near  the  gipsy  girl;  his  caressing  hands  had  resumed  their 
place  around  the  lithe,  slender  waist,  and  his  eye  kindled  more 
and  more,  and  everything  showed  that  Master  Phoebus  was 
about  to  enjoy  one  of  those  moments  in  which  Jupiter  himself 
commits  so  many  follies  that  the  good  Homer  is  obliged  to 
call  in  a  cloud  to  help  him. 

But  Don  Claude  saw  all.  The  door  was  made  of  decayed 
puncheon  staves,  which  left  ample  room  between  them  for  the 
passage  of  his  hawk-like  glance.  The  brown-skinned,  broad- 
shouldered  priest,  hitherto  condemned  to  the  austere  rule  of 
the  convent,  shuddered  and  burned  at  this  scene  of  love,  dark- 
ness, and  passion. 

The  young  and  lovely  girl,  her  garments  in  disorder 
abandoning  herself  to  this  ardent  young  man,  made  his  veins 
run  molten  lead.  An  extraordinary  agitation  shook  him; 
his  eye  sought,  with  lustful  desire,  to  penetrate  beneath  all 
these  unfastened  pins.  Any  one  who  had  at  this  moment 
seen  the  face  of  the  unhappy  man  glued  to  the  worm-eaten 
bars,  might  have  thought  he  saw  a  tiger  glaring  from  his 
cage  at  some  jackal  devouring  a  gazelle.  His  pupils  glowed 
like  a  candle  through  the  cracks  of  the  door. 

Suddenly,  with  a  rapid  motion,  Phoebus  removed  the  gip- 
sy's neckerchief.  The  poor  child,  who  still  sat  pale  and 
dreamy,  sprang  up  with  a  start;  she  retreated  hastily  from 
the  enterprising  officer,  and,  glancing  at  her  bare  throat  and 
shoulders,  red,  confused,  and  dumb  with  shame,  she  crossed 
her  lovely  arms  over  her  bosom  to  cover  it.  But  for  the  flame 
which  mantled  her  cheeks,  any  one  seeing  her  thus  silent  and 
motionless,  might  have  thought  her  a  statue  of  Modesty.  Her 
eyes  were  downcast. 
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Meantime  the  captain's  action  had  exposed  the  mysterious 
amulet  which  she  wore  about  her  neck. 

"  What's  this  ?  "  said  he,  seizing  this  pretext  to  draw  nearer 
to  the  beautiful  creature  whom  he  had  alarmed. 

"  Do  not  touch  it !  "  replied  she,  quickly  "  it  is  my  pro- 
tector. It  will  help  me  to  find  my  family,  if  I  am  still  worthy 
of  it.  Oh,  leave  me,  Mr.  Captain!  My  mother!  my  poor 
mother !  Mother,  where  are  you  ?  Help  me  now !  For 
Heaven's  sake,  Mr.  Phoebus,  give  me  back  my  neckerchief !  " 

Phoebus  drew  back,  and  said  in  a  cold  tone, — 

"  Oh,  young  lady !  I  see  very  plainly  that  you  do  not  love 
me!" 

"  I  do  not  love  him ! "  exclaimed  the  unhappy  creature,  and 
at  the  same  time  she  hung  upon  the  captain,  whom  she  drew 
to  a  seat  by  her  side.  "  I  not  love  you,  my  Phoebus  ?  How 
can  you  say  so,  you  wicked  man,  to  break  my  heart?  Oh, 
come !  take  me,  take  everything !  Do  with  me  what  you  will ; 
I  am  yours.  What  do  I  care  for  the  amulet !  What  is  my 
mother  to  me  now !  You  are  my  mother,  for  I  love  you ! 
Phoebus,  my  adored  Phoebus,  do  you  see  me?  It  is  I,  look 
at  me;  it  is  that  little  girl  whom  you  cannot  repulse,  who 
comes, —  who  comes  herself  in  search  of  you.  My  soul,  my 
life,  my  person,  are  yours ;  I  am  all  yours,  my  captain.  No, 
then,  we  will  not  marry;  it  would  trouble  you;  and  what  am 
I?  A  miserable  child  of  the  gutter;  while  you,  my  Phoebus, 
are  a  gentleman.  A  fine  thing,  truly, —  a  dancing-girl  to 
marry  an  officer!  I  was  mad.  No,  Phoebus,  no;  I  will  be 
your  mistress,  your  amusement,  your  pleasure,  when  you  will ; 
always  yours.  I  am  only  made  for  that, —  to  be  soiled,  de- 
spised, dishonoured ;  but  what  matter  ?  I  shall  be  loved.  I 
shall  be  the  proudest  and  happiest  of  women.  And  when  I 
grow  old  or  ugly,  Phoebus,  when  I  am  no  longer  fit  to  love 
you,  my  lord,  you  will  still  suffer  me  to  serve  you.  Others 
may  embroider  your  scarves ;  but  I,  your  servant,  will  take 
care  of  them.  You  will  let  me  polish  your  spurs,  brush  your 
coat,  dust  your  riding-boots.  You  will  have  this  much  pity 
for  me,  my  Phoebus,  will  you  not?  Meantime,  take  me! 
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There,  Phoebus,  all  this  belongs  to  you,  only  love  me.  We 
gipsy  girls  need  nothing  else, —  nothing  but  air  and  love." 

As  she  said  this,  she  flung  her  arms  around  the  officer's 
neck ;  she  gazed  up  into  his  face  imploringly,  and  with  a 
lovely  smile  through  her  tears.  Her  delicate  throat  rubbed 
against  his  cloth  doublet  with  its  rough  embroideries.  She 
threw  herself  across  his  lap,  her  beautiful  body  half  revealed. 
The  enraptured  captain  pressed  his  burning  lips  to  those 
beautiful  brown  shoulders.  The  young  girl,  her  eyes  fixed  on 
the  ceiling,  her  head  thrown  back,  shuddered  and  trembled  at 
his  kiss. 

All  at  once  above  the  head  of  Phoebus  she  saw  another  head, 
—  a  livid,  green,  convulsed  face,  with  the  look  of  a  soul  in 
torment;  beside  this  face  there  was  a  hand  which  held  a  dag- 
ger. It  was  the  face  and  the  hand  of  the  priest;  he  had 
broken  open  the  door,  and  he  was  there.  Phoebus  could  not 
see  him.  The  girl  was  motionless,  frozen,  mute,  at  the  fright- 
ful apparition,  like  a  dove  which  chances  to  raise  its  head  at 
the  instant  when  the  sea-eagle  glares  into  its  nest  with  fiery 
eyes. 

She  could  not  even  utter  a  cry.  She  saw  the  dagger 
descend  upon  Phoebus  and  rise  again  reeking. 

"  Malediction !  "  said  the  captain ;  and  he  fell. 

She  fainted. 

As  her  eyes  closed,  as  all  consciousness  left  her,  she  fancied 
she  felt  a  fiery  touch  upon  her  lips,  a  kiss  more  burning  than 
the  torturer's  red-hot  iron. 

When  she  recovered  her  senses  she  was  surrounded  by  the 
soldiers  of  the  watch,  some  of  whom  were  just  carrying  off 
the  captain  bathed  in  his  own  blood;  the  priest  had  vanished; 
the  window  at  the  back  of  the  room,  which  opened  upon  the 
river,  was  wide  open ;  some  one  picked  up  a  cloak  which  he 
supposed  belonged  to  the  officer,  and  she  heard  the  soldiers 
say, — 

"  She  is  a  sorceress  who  has  stabbed  a  captain." 


Phoebus  and  Esmeralda. 

Notre-Dame.     Vol.  II,  Page  28. 
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CHAPTER  I 

THE  CROWN  CHANGED  TO  A  DRY  LEAF 

RINGOIRE  and  the  entire  Court  of  Miracles  were  in  a 
terrible  state  of  anxiety.  Esmeralda  had  not  been 
heard  from  for  a  whole  long  month,  which  greatly  grieved  the 
Duke  of  Egypt  and  his  friends  the  Vagrants;  nor  did  any 
one  know  what  had  become  of  her  goat,  which  redoubled 
Gringoire's  grief.  One  night  the  gipsy  girl  had  disap- 
peared, and  since  then  had  given  no  sign  of  life.  All  search 
for  her  was  vain.  Some  malicious  dummy  chuckers  l  told 
Gringoire  that  they  had  met  her  that  same  evening  near  the 
Pont  Saint-Michel,  walking  with  an  officer;  but  this  husband, 
after  the  fashion  of  Bohemia,  was  an  incredulous  philosopher, 
nnd  besides,  he  knew  better  than  any  one  else  how  chaste  his 
wife  was.  He  had  been  able  to  judge  what  invincible  modesty 
resulted  from  the  two  combined  virtues  of  the  amulet  and  the 
g'ipsy,  and  he  had  made  a  mathematical  calculation  of  the 
3fesistance  of  that  chastity  multiplied  into  itself.  He  was 
therefore  quite  easy  on  this  point. 

But  he  could  not  explain  her  disappearance.  It  was  a 
j^reat  grief  to  him,  and  he  would  have  grown  thin  from  fret- 
ting had  such  a  thing  been  possible.  He  had  forgotten  every- 
thing else, —  even  his  literary  tastes,  even  his  great  work, 
"  De  figuris  rcgularibus  et  irregularibus,"  which  he  intended 
to  have  printed  with  the  first  money  which  he  might  have 
i  Sham  epileptics. 

29 


30  NOTRE-DAME 

(for  he  raved  about  printing  ever  since  he  had  seen  the 
"  Dldascalon  "  of  Hugues  de  Saint-Victor  printed  with  the 
celebrated  types  of  Vindelin  de  Spire). 

One  day,  as  he  was  walking  sadly  by  the  Tournelle,  he 
noticed  a  crowd  before  one  of  the  doors  of  the  Palace  of 
Justice. 

"What's  the  matter?"  he  asked  a  young  man  who  was 
just  coming  out. 

"  I  don't  know,  sir,"  replied  the  young  man.  "  I  hear  that 
they  are  trying  a  woman  who  murdered  a  man-at-arms.  As 
it  seems  that  there  was  witchcraft  about  it,  the  bishop  and 
the  judge  of  the  Bishop's  Court  have  interfered  in  the  mat- 
ter; and  my  brother,  who  is  archdeacon  of  Josas,  spends  his 
entire  time  here.  Now,  I  wanted  to  speak  to  him ;  but  I  could 
not  get  at  him  on  account  of  the  crowd,  which  annoys  me 
mightily,  for  I  am  in  need  of  money." 

"  Alas !  sir,"  said  Gringoire,  "  I  wish  I  could  lend  you  some ; 
but  if  my  breeches  are  full  of  holes,  it  is  not  from  the  weight 
of  coins." 

He  dared  not  tell  the  young  man  that  he  knew  his  brother 
the  archdeacon,  whom  he  had  not  revisited  since  the  scene  in 
the  church, —  a  neglect  which  embarrassed  him. 

The  student  went  his  way,  and  Gringoire  followed  the 
crowd,  going  up  the  stairs  to  the  Great  Hall.  He  con- 
sidered that  there  was  nothing  like  the  sight  of  a  criminal  trial 
to  dispel  melancholy,  the  judges  being  generally  most  de- 
lightfully stupid.  The  people  with  whom  he  had  mingled 
walked  on  and  elbowed  one  another  in  silence.  After  a  slow 
and  tiresome  progress  through  a  long  dark  passage  which 
wound  through  the  Palace  like  the  intestinal  canal  of  the  an- 
cient edifice,  he  reached  a  low  door  opening  into  a  hall,  which 
his  tall  figure  enabled  him  to  examine  over  the  moving  heads 
of  the  mob. 

The  hall  was  huge  and  ill-lighted,  which  made  it  seem  still 
larger.  Evening  was  coming  on ;  the  long-pointed  windows 
admitted  but  a  faint  ray  of  daylight,  which  faded  before  it 
reached  the  vaulted  ceiling, —  an  enormous  lattice-work  of 


NOTRE-DAME  31 

carved  beams,  whose  countless  figures  seemed  to  move  con- 
fusedly in  the  shadow.  There  were  already  several  lighted 
candles  here  and  there  on  the  tables,  and  shining  upon  the 
heads  of  clerks  bending  over  musty  papers.  The  front 
cf  the  hall  was  occupied  by  the  crowd;  to  the  right  and  left 
there  were  lawyers  in  their  robes,  and  tables ;  in  the  back- 
ground, upon  a  dais,  a  number  of  judges,  the  last  rows  of 
whom  were  lost  in  the  darkness ;  their  faces  were  forbidding 
and  unmoved.  The  walls  were  plentifully  sprinkled  with 
fleurs-de-lis.  A  huge  crucifix  was  dimly  visible  over  the 
heads  of  the  judges,  and  everywhere  there  were  pikes  and 
halberds  tipped  with  fire  by  the  light  of  the  candles. 

"  Sir,"  asked  Gringoire  of  one  of  his  neighbours,  "  who  are 
Jill  those  people  drawn  up  in  line  yonder,  like  prelates  in 
council?  " 

"  Sir,"  said  the  neighbour,  "  those  are  the  councillors  of 
the  High  Chamber  on  the  right,  and  the  councillors  of  in- 
quiry on  the  left, —  the  referendaries  in  black  gowns,  and 
the  masters  in  scarlet  ones." 

"  Yonder,  above  them,"  added  Gringoire,  "  who  is  that 
big  red- faced  fellow  in  such  a  perspiration?  " 

"  That  is  the  president." 

"  And  those  sheep  behind  him  ?  "  continued  Gringoire,  who, 
us  we  have  already  said,  did  not  love  the  magistracy.  This 
was  perhaps  partly  due  to  the  grudge  which  he  had 
borne  the  Palace  of  Justice  ever  since  his  dramatic  misad- 
venture. 

"  Those  are  the  masters  of  requests  of  the  king's  house- 
hold." 

"  And  that  boar  in  front  of  them?  " 

"  That  is  the  clerk  to  the  Court  of  Parliament." 

"  And  that  crocodile  on  the  right  ?  " 

"  Master  Philippe  Lheulier,  advocate  extraordinary  to  tht* 
king." 

"  And  that  big  black  cat  on  the  left?  " 

"  Master  Jacques  Charmolue,  king's  proxy  to  the  Eccle- 
siastical Court,  with  the  officials." 
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"  Now,  then,  sir,"  said  Gringoire,  "  what  are  all  these 
worthy  men  doing  here  ?  " 

"  They  are  trying  a  case." 

"  Whom  are  they  trying?     I  do  not  see  the  prisoner." 

"  It's  a  woman,  sir.  You  cannot  see  her.  She  has  her 
back  to  us,  and  is  hidden  from  us  by  the  crowd.  Stay ;  there 
she  is,  where  you  see  that  group  of  halberds." 

"  Who  is  the  woman?  "  asked  Gringoire.  "  Do  you  know 
her  name?  " 

"No,  sir;  I  have  only  just  got  here.  I  merely  suppose 
that  there  is  sorcery  in  the  case,  because  the  judge  of  the 
Bishop's  Court  is  present  at  the  trial." 

"  Well,"  said  our  philosopher,  "  we  will  see  all  these  men 
of  the  gown  devour  human  flesh.  It  is  as  good  a  sight  as  any 
other." 

"  Sir,"  remarked  his  neighbour,  "  doesn't  it  strike  you  that 
Master  Jacques  Charmolue  has  a  very  amiable  air?  " 

"  Hum !  "  replied  Gringoire.  "  I  always  suspect  an  ami- 
ability with  pinched  nostrils  and  thin  lips." 

Here  their  neighbours  demanded  silence  from  the  two  chat- 
terers; an  important  piece  of  evidence  was  being  heard. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  an  old  woman  in  the  middle  of  the  hall, 
whose  face  was  so  lost  in  the  abundance  of  her  garments  that 
she  looked  like  a  walking  rag-bag, — "  gentlemen,  the  thing  is 
as  true  as  it  is  true  that  my  name  is  Falourdel,  and  that  I 
have  lived  for  forty  years  on  the  Pont  Saint-Michel,  paying 
my  rent,  lord's  dues,  and  quit-rents  punctually;  and  the  door 
is  just  opposite  the  house  of  Tassin-Caillart  the  dyer,  which 
is  on  the  side  looking  up  stream ;  a  poor  old  woman  now, 
a  pretty  girl  once,  gentlemen.  Some  one  said  to  me  only 
a  few  days  ago,  4  Mother  Falourdel,  don't  sit  at  your  wheel 
and  spin  too  much  of  an  evening;  the  devil  loves  to  comb  old 
women's  distaffs  with  his  horn.  It  is  very  certain  that  the 
spectre  monk  who  roamed  about  the  Temple  last  year  now 
haunts  the  City.  Mother  Falourdel,  beware  lest  he  knock  at 
your  door.'  One  evening  I  was  spinning  at  my  wheel;  there 
was  a  knock  at  the  door.  I  asked  who  was  there.  Some  one 
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swore  roundly.  I  opened.  Two  men  came  in, —  one  in  black, 
with  a  handsome  officer.  I  could  only  see  the  eyes  of  the  one 
in  black, — two  burning  coals ;  all  the  rest  was  hat  and  cloak. 
This  is  what  they  said  to  me :  '  The  Saint  Martha  room.' 
That  is  my  upstairs  room,  gentlemen, —  my  nicest  one.  They 
gave  me  a  crown.  I  put  the  crown  in  my  drawer,  and  I  said, 
*  That  shall  be  to  buy  tripe  to-morrow  at  the  Gloriette  sham- 
bles.' We  went  up.  When  we  got  to  the  upper  room,  while 
my  back  was  turned  the  black  man  disappeared.  This 
startled  me  a  little.  The  officer,  who  was  as  handsome  as  any 
great  lord,  went  downstairs  again  with  me.  He  left  the 
house.  By  the  time  I  had  spun  a  quarter  of  a  skein  he  was 
back  with  a  lovely  young  girl, —  a  puppet  who  would  have 
shone  like  the  sun  if  her  hair  had  been  well  dressed.  She 
had  with  her  a  goat, —  a  big  goat.  I  have  forgotten  now 
whether  it  was  black  or  white.  That  bothered  me.  As  for 
the  girl,  she  was  none  of  my  business ;  but  the  goat !  I  don't 
like  those  animals ;  they  have  a  beard  and  horns.  They  look 
like  men.  And  then,  they  savour  of  sorcery.  However,  I 
said  nothing.  I  had  the  crown-piece.  That  was  right,  my 
lord  judge,  wasn't  it?  I  took  the  captain  and  the  girl  to 
the  upper  room,  and  I  left  them  alone, —  that  is,  with  the 
goat.  I  went  down  and  began  to  spin  again.  You  must 
know  that  my  house  has  a  ground-floor  and  a  floor  above;  it 
overlooks  the  river  at  the  back,  like  all  the  rest  of  the  houses 
on  the  bridge,  and  the  window  on  the  ground-floor  and  the 
one  above  both  open  upon  the  water.  As  I  say,  I  was  spin- 
ning. I  don't  know  how  I  fell  to  thinking  of  the  goblin 
monk,  of  whom  the  goat  had  reminded  me;  and  then,  that 
pretty  girl  was  so  queerly  rigged  out.  All  at  once  I  heard 
a  scream  upstairs,  and  something  fell  on  the  floor,  and  the 
window  opened.  I  ran  to  my  window,  which  is  just  under  it, 
and  I  saw  a  dark  mass  fall  past  me  into  the  water.  It  was  a 
phantom  dressed  like  a  priest.  It  was  bright  moonlight.  I 
saw  as  plainly  as  possible.  He  swam  away  towards  the  City. 
Then,  all  in  a  tremble,  I  called  the  watch.  Those  gentlemen 
entered,  and  being  somewhat  merry,  and  not  knowing  what 
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the  matter  was,  they  fell  to  beating  me.  But  I  soon  explained 
things  to  them.  We  went  upstairs,  and  what  did  we  find? 
My  poor  room  all  stained  with  blood,  the  captain  stretched  out 
at  full  length  with  a  dagger  in  his  throat,  the  girl  pretending 
to  be  dead,  and  the  goat  in  a  terrible  fright.  *  Well  done ! ' 
said  I ;  *  it  will  take  me  more  than  a  fortnight  to  scrub  up 
these  boards.  I  shall  have  to  scrape  them ;  it  will  be  a  dread- 
ful piece  of  work ! '  They  carried  off  the  officer, —  poor 
young  man !  —  and  the  girl,  all  dishevelled  and  in  disorder. 
But  stay;  the  worst  of  all  is  that  next  day,  when  I  went  to 
get  the  crown  to  buy  my  tripe,  I  found  a  withered  leaf  in 
its  place." 

The  old  woman  paused.  A  murmur  of  horror  ran  round 
the  room. 

"  The  phantom,  the  goat,  and  all  that,  savour  of  sorcery," 
said  one  of  Gringoire's  neighbors. 

"  So  does  that  withered  leaf !  "  added  another. 

"  No  doubt,"  continued  a  third,  "  the  girl  was  a  witch,  who 
was  in  league  with  the  goblin  monk  to  plunder  officers." 

Gringoire  himself  was  inclined  to  consider  the  whole  story 
both  terrible  and  probable. 

"  Woman  Falourdel,"  said  the  president,  majestically, 
"  have  you  nothing  more  to  tell  the  court  ?  " 

"  No,  my  lord,"  replied  the  old  woman,  "  except  that  in 
the  report  my  house  was  called  a  dirty,  rickety  hut,  which  is 
an  outrageous  way  to  talk.  The  houses  on  the  bridge  are 
not  much  to  look  at,  because  there  are  so  many  people  there; 
but  all  the  same  even  butchers  don't  scorn  to  live  there,  and 
some  of  them  are  rich  folks,  and  married  to  very  neat,  hand- 
some women." 

The  magistrate  who  had  reminded  Gringoire  of  a  croco- 
dile now  rose. 

"Silence!"  said  he.  "I  beg  you,  gentlemen,  not  to  lose 
sight  of  the  fact  that  a  dagger  was  found  upon  the  prisoner. 
Woman  Falourdel,  did  you  bring  that  leaf  into  which  the 
crown-piece  which  the  evil  spirit  gave  you  was  changed?  " 

"  Yes,  my  lord,"  replied  she ;  "  I  found  it.     Here  it  is," 
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An  usher  handed  the  dead  leaf  to  the  crocodile,  who  shook 
his  head  mournfully,  and  passed  it  to  the  president,  who  sent 
it  on  to  the  king's  proxy  to  the  Ecclesiastical  Court ;  and  in 
this  way  it  went  the  round  of  the  room. 

"  It  is  a  birch-leaf,"  said  Master  Jacques  Charmolue. 
This  was  a  fresh  proof  of  magic. 

A  councillor  next  took  up  the  word. 

"  Witness,  two  men  went  upstairs  together  in  your  house. 
The  black  man, —  whom  you  first  saw  disappear,  and  after- 
wards swim  the  Seine  in  a  priest's  gown,, —  and  the  officer. 
Which  of  the  two  gave  you  the  money?  " 

The  old  woman  thought  for  a  moment,  and  said,  "  It  was 
the  officer." 

A  confused  clamour  ran  through  the  crowd. 

"  Ah !  "  thought  Gringoire,  "  that  shakes  my  conviction." 

However,  Master  Philippe  Lheulier,  advocate  extraor- 
dinary to  the  king,  interfered  afresh. 

"  I  must  remind  you,  gentlemen,  that  in  his  deposition, 
written  at  his  bedside,  the  murdered  officer,  while  he  declares 
that  he  had  a  vague  idea  at  the  instant  the  man  in  black 
accosted  him  that  it  might  easily  be  the  goblin  monk,  added 
that  the  phantom  had  urged  him  to  keep  his  appointment 
with  the  prisoner;  and  upon  his  remarking  that  he  had  no 
money,  gave  him  the  crown,  which  the  said  officer  paid  away 
to  Mother  Falourdel.  Therefore,  the  crown  was  a  coin  from 
hell." 

This  conclusive  observation  seemed  to  dispel  all  the  doubts 
of  Gringoire  and  the  other  sceptics  in  the  audience. 

"  Gentlemen,  you  have  the  brief,"  added  the  king's  advo- 
cate, sitting  down ;  "  you  can  consult  the  statement  of  Phoe- 
bus de  Chateaupers." 

At  the  sound  of  this  name  the  prisoner  rose;  her  head  ap- 
peared above  the  crowd.  The  terrified  Gringoire  recognized 
Esmeralda. 

She  was  pale;  her  hair,  once  so  gracefully  braided  and 
spangled  with  sequins,  fell  about  her  in  disorder;  her  lips 
were  livid;  her  hollow  eyes  were  horrible.  Alas! 
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"Phoebus!"  said  she,  wildly,  "where  is  he?  Oh,  gen- 
tlemen, before  you  kill  me,  in  pity  tell  me  if  he  still  lives!  " 

"  Be  silent,  woman !  "  replied  the  president ;  "  that  does 
not  concern  us." 

"  Oh,  have  mercy !  Tell  me  if  he  is  alive !  "  she  repeated, 
clasping  her  beautiful  but  emaciated  hands;  and  her  chains 
rattled  as  she  moved. 

"  Well,"  said  the  king's  advocate,  drily,  "  he  is  dying ! 
Are  you  satisfied?  " 

The  wretched  girl  fell  back  upon  her  seat,  voiceless,  tear- 
less, white  as  a  waxen  image. 

The  president  leaned  towards  a  man  standing  at  his .  feet, 
with  a  golden  cap  and  a  black  gown,  a  chain  about  his  neck, 
and  a  wand  in  his  hand. 

"  Usher,  bring  in  the  other  prisoner." 

All  eyes  were  turned  upon  a  small  door  which  opened,  and 
to  Gringoire's  great  dismay  a  pretty  goat,  with  gilded  horns 
and  hoofs,  appeared.  The  dainty  creature  paused  a  mo- 
ment on  the  threshold,  stretching  her  neck  as  if,  perched  on 
the  point  of  a  rock,  she  had  a  vast  horizon  before  her.  All 
at  once  she  saw  the  gipsy  girl,  and  leaping  over  the  table  and 
the  head  of  a  clerk  with  two  bounds,  she  was  at  her  knees; 
then  she  curled  herself  gracefully  at  the  feet  of  her  mis- 
tress, imploring  a  word  or  a  caress;  but  the  prisoner  re- 
mained motionless,  and  even  poor  Djali  could  not  win  a  look 
from  her. 

"  Why,  but  —  That  is  the  ugly  beast  I  told  you  about," 
said  old  Falourdel ;  "  and  I  recognize  the  pair  of  them  well 
enough !  " 

Jacques  Charmolue  interrupted  her. 

"  If  it  please  you,  gentlemen,  we  will  proceed  to  examine 
the  goat." 

Such  was  indeed  the  other  prisoner.  Nothing  was  sim- 
pler at  that  time  than  to  bring  a  suit  for  witchcraft  against 
an  animal.  Among  other  details,  we  find  in  the  provost's 
accounts  for  1466  a  curious  item  of  the  costs  of  the  trial 
of  Gillet-Soulart  and  his  sow,  "  executed  for  their  demerits," 


NOTRE-DAME  37 

at  Corbeil.  Everything  is  set  down, —  the  cost  of  the  pen 
in  which  the  sow  was  imprisoned,  the  five  hundred  bundles  of 
short  fagots  brought  from  the  port  of  Morsant,  the  three 
pints  of  wine  and  the  bread  for  the  victim's  last  repast,  fra- 
ternally shared  by  the  executioner;  even  the  eleven  days' 
feeding  and  keep  of  the  sow,  at  eight  Paris  pence  each. 
Sometimes  they  went  even  beyond  animals.  The  capitularies 
of  Charlemagne  and  Louis  the  Debonair  inflict  severe  penal- 
ties upon  those  fiery  phantoms  who  take  the  liberty  of  ap- 
pearing in  mid-air. 

Meantime  the  king's  proxy  to  the  Ecclesiastical  Court  cried 
aloud,  "  If  the  devil  possessing  this  goat,  and  which  has 
resisted  every  exorcism,  persist  in  his  evil  deeds,  if  he  terrify 
the  court  with  them,  we  warn  him  that  we  shall  be  compelled 
to  send  him  to  the  gibbet  or  the  stake." 

Gringoire  was  in  a  cold  perspiration.  Charmolue  took 
from  a  table  the  gipsy  girl's  tambourine,  and  presenting  it  to 
the  goat  in  a  particular  way,  he  asked  the  creature : 

"What  time  is  it?" 

The  goat  looked  at  him  with  an  intelligent  eye,  lifted  her 
gilded  hoof,  and  struck  seven  blows.  It  was  indeed  seven 
o'clock.  A  movement  of  terror  ran  through  the  crowd. 

Gringoire  could  not  restrain  himself. 

"  She  is  lost !  "  he  cried  aloud ;  "  you  see  that  she  doesn't 
'"know  what  she  is  doing." 

"  Silence  among  the  people  at  the  end  of  the  hall !  "  said 
the  usher,  sharply. 

Jacques  Charmolue,  by  the  aid  of  the  same  manoeuvres 
with  the  tambourine,  made  the  goat  perform  various  other 
tricks  as  to  the  day  of  the  month,  the  month  of  the  year,  etc., 
which  the  reader  has  already  witnessed.  And,  by  an  optical 
illusion  common  to  judicial  debates,  those  same  spectators 
who  had  perhaps  more  than  once  applauded  the  innocent 
pranks  of  Djali  in  the  public  streets,  were  terrified  by  them 
within  the  walls  of  the  Palace  of  Justice.  The  goat  was 
clearly  the  devil. 

It  was  still  worse  when,  the  king's  proxy  having  emptied 
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out  upon  the  floor  a  certain  leather  bag  full  of  movable  let- 
ters, which  Djali  wore  about  her  neck,  the  goat  selected  with 
her  foot  the  separate  letters  spelling  out  the  fatal  name 
"  Phoebus."  The  spells  to  which  the  captain  had  fallen  a 
victim  seemed  to  be  irresistibly  demonstrated;  and,  in  all 
eyes,  the  gips}'  girl  —  that  enchanting  dancer  who  had  so 
often  dazzled  the  passers-by  with  her  grace  —  was  nothing  but 
a  horrible  witch. 

Moreover,  she  gave  no  sign  of  life;  neither  the  pretty 
pranks  of  Djali,  nor  the  threats  of  the  magistrates,  nor  the 
muttered  curses  of  the  audience  seemed  to  reach  her  ear. 

In  order  to  rouse  her,  an  officer  was  forced  to  shake  her 
most  unmercifully,  the  president  raising  his  voice  solemnly 
as  he  said :  — 

"  Girl,  you  are  of  the  gipsy  race,  addicted  to  sorceries. 
You,  with  your  accomplice,  the  bewitched  goat  involved  in 
the  charge,  did,  upon  the  night  of  the  29th  of  March  last, 
murder  and  stab,  in  league  with  the  powers  of  darkness,  by 
the  aid  of  charms  and  spells,  a  captain  of  the  king's  troops, 
one  Phoebus  de  Chateaupers.  Do  you  persist  in  denying 
this?" 

"  Horrible ! "  cried  the  young  girl,  hiding  her  face  in  her 
hands.  "  My  Phoebus !  oh,  this  is  indeed  hell !  " 

"  Do  you  persist  in  your  denial  ?  "  coldly  asked  the  presi- 
dent. 

"  Certainly  I  deny  it !  "  said  she,  in  terrible  accents ;  and 
she  rose  to  her  full  height,  her  eyes  flashing. 

The  president  continued  bluntly :  — 

"  Then  how  do  you  explain  the  facts  alleged  against 
you?" 

She  answered  in  a  broken  voice, — 

"  I  have  told  you  already.  I  do  not  know.  It  was  a 
priest, —  a  priest  whom  I  do  not  know ;  an  infernal  priest  who 
has  long  pursued  me !  " 

"  There  it  is,"  said  the  judge;  "  the  goblin  monk." 

"  Oh,  my  lords,  have  pity !     I  ana  only  a  poor  girl." 

"  A  gipsy,"  said  the  judge. 
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Master  Jacques  Charmolue  said  gently, — 

"  In  view  of  the  prisoner's  painful  obstinacy,  I  demand 
that  she  be  put  to  the  rack." 

"  Agreed,"  said  the  president. 

The  wretched  girl  shuddered.  Still,  she  rose  at  the  order 
of  the  halberdiers,  and  walked  with  quite  firm  step,  preceded 
by  Charmolue  and  the  priests  of  the  Bishop's  Court,  between 
two  rows  of  halberds,  towards  a  low  door,  which  suddenly 
opened  and  closed  behind  her,  making  the  unhappy  Grin- 
goire  feel  as  if  she  had  been  devoured  by  some  awful  monster. 

As  she  disappeared,  a  plaintive  bleat  was  heard.  It  was 
the  little  goat  mourning  for  her. 

The  hearing  was  over.  A  councillor  remarked  that  the 
gentlemen  were  tired,  and  that  it  would  be  a  long  time  for 
them  to  wait  until  the  torture  was  over;  and  the  president 
replied  that  a  magistrate  should  be  ever  ready  to  sacrifice  him- 
self to  his  duty. 

"What  a  disagreeable,  tiresome  jade,"  said  an  old  judge, 
"  to  force  us  to  send  her  to  the  rack  when  we  have  not 
supped ! " 


CHAPTER  II 

CONTINUATION  OF  THE  CROWN  CHANGED  TO  A  DRY  LEAF 

AFTER  going  up  a  few  steps  and  down  a  few  steps  in 
corridors  so  dark  that  they  were  lighted  with  lamps  at 
midday,  Esmeralda,  still  surrounded  by  her  dismal  escort, 
was  pushed  by  the  Serjeants  of  the  Palace  into  a  room  of 
forbidding  appearance.  This  room,  round  in  form,  occupied 
the  ground-floor  of  one  of  those  great  towers  which  still 
rise  above  the  layer  of  modern  structures  with  which  the  new 
Paris  has  covered  the  old  city.  There  were  no  windows  in 
this  vault,  nor  was  there  any  opening  save  the  low  entrance 
closed  by  a  huge  iron  door.  Still,  there  was  no  lack  of  light ; 
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a  furnace  was  built  in  the  thickness  of  the  wall;  a  vast  fire 
had  been  kindled  in  it,  which  filled  the  vault  with  its  red  glow, 
and  robbed  a  paltry  candle,  placed  in  a  corner,  of  all  its 
radiance.  The  iron  grating  which  served  to  close  the  fur- 
nace was  just  now  raised,  only  showing,  at  the  mouth  of  the 
flaming  chasm  against  the  dark  wall,  the  lower  edge  of  its 
bars,  like  a  row  of  sharp  black  teeth  set  at  regular  intervals, 
which  made  the  furnace  look  like  the  mouth  of  one  of  those 
legendary  dragons  that  spit  forth  fire.  By  the  light  which 
it  cast,  the  prisoner  saw,  all  around  the  room,  terrible  in- 
struments whose  use  she  did  not  understand.  In  the  middle 
of  the  room  was  a  leather  mattress  laid  almost  flat  upon  the 
ground,  over  which  hung  a  strap  with  a  buckle,  attached 
to  a  copper  ring  held  by  a  flat-nosed  monster  carved  on  the 
keystone  of  the  vaulted  ceiling.  Pincers,  nippers,  and  broad 
ploughshares  filled  the  interior  of  the  furnace,  and  glowed  in 
a  confused  white-hot  heap  upon  the  living  coals.  The  blood- 
red  light  of  the  furnace  illuminated  in  the  entire  room  noth- 
ing but  a  mass  of  horrible  objects. 

This  Tartarus  was  known  as  "  the  torture-chamber." 

Upon  the  bed  sat  carelessly  Pierrat  Torterue,  the  sworn 
torturer.  His  assistants,  two  square-faced  gnomes  with 
leather  aprons  and  linen  breeches,  were  stirring  the  iron  in- 
struments upon  the  coals. 

In  vain  the  poor  girl  strove  to  summon  all  her  courage; 
as  she  entered  the  room  a  feeling  of  terror  overcame  her. 

The  Serjeants  of  the  Bailiff  of  the  Palace  ranged  them- 
selves on  one  side,  the  priests  of  the  Bishop's  Court  on  the 
other.  A  clerk,  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  and  a  table  were  in  one 
corner. 

Master  Jacques  Charmolue  approached  the  girl  with  a  very 
sweet  smile,  saying, — 

"  Do  you  still  persist  in  your  denial,  my  dear  child?  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  she  in  a  faint  voice. 

"  In  that  case,"  resumed  Charmolue,  "  it  will  be  our  very 
painful  duty  to  question  you  more  urgently  than  we  could 
wish.  Be  kind  enough  to  take  your  seat  on  that  bed.  Mas- 
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ier  Pierrat,  make  room  for  the  young  lady,  and  close  the 
door." 

Pierrat  rose  with  a  grunt. 

"  If  I  close  the  door,"  he  muttered,  "  my  fire  will  go  out." 

"Very  well,  my  dear  fellow,"  replied  Charmolue;  "then 
leave  it  open." 

But  Esmeralda  still  stood.  That  leather  bed,  upon  which 
so  many  wretches  had  writhed  in  torment,  alarmed  her.  Ter- 
ror froze  the  marrow  in  her  bones;  she  stood  there,  stupefied 
and  bewildered.  At  a  sign  from  Charmolue,  the  two  assist- 
ants took  hold  of  her  and  seated  her  upon  the  bed.  They 
did  not  hurt  her ;  but  when  they  touched  her,  when  the  leather 
touched  her,  she  felt  all  the  blood  in  her  body  flow  back  to 
her  heart.  She  cast  a  desperate  look  around  the  room.  She 
seemed  to  see  all  those  monstrous  tools  of  torture,  which  were 
to  the  instruments  of  every  sort  which  she  had  hitherto  seen, 
what  bats,  spiders,  and  wood-lice  are  to  birds  and  insects, 
moving  and  advancing  towards  her  from  every  direction, 
to  crawl  over  her  and  bite  her  and  pinch  her. 

"  Where  is  the  doctor?  "  asked  Charmolue. 

"  Here,"  replied  a  black  gown  which  she  had  not  noticed 
before. 

She  shivered. 

"  Young  lady,"  resumed  the  caressing  voice  of  the  king's 
proxy  to  the  Ecclesiastical  Court,  "  for  the  third  time,  do 
you  persist  in  denying  those  things  of  which  you  are  ac- 
cused? " 

This  time  she  could  only  nod  her  head.  Her  voice  failed 
her. 

"  You  persist  ?  "  said  Jacques  Charmolue.  "  Then  I  am 
extremely  sorry,  but  I  must  perform  the  duty  of  my  office." 

"  Mr.  Proxy,"  said  Pierrat,  abruptly,  "  with  what  shall 
we  begin?  " 

Charmolue  hesitated  a  moment,  with  the  doubtful  face  of 
a  poet  in  search  of  a  rhyme. 

"  With  the  buskin,"  said  he  at  last. 

The  unfortunate   girl   felt  herself  so  wholly   forsaken  by 
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God  and  man,  that  her  head  fell  upon  her  breast  like  a  lifeless 
thing  destitute  of  all  strength. 

The  torturer  and  the  doctor  approached  her  together.  At 
the  same  time  the  two  assistants  began  to  rummage  in  their 
hideous  arsenal. 

At  the  clink  of  that  frightful  heap  of  iron,  the  unhappy 
creature  trembled  like  a  dead  frog  when  galvanism  is  ap- 
plied to  it.  "  Oh,"  she  murmured  in  so  low  a  tone  that  no 
one  heard  it,  "  oh,  my  Phoebus ! "  Then  she  relapsed  into 
her  former  immobility  and  marble-like  silence.  The  sight 
would  have  rent  any  heart  save  the  hearts  of  judges.  She 
seemed  some  poor  sinning  soul  questioned  by  Satan  at  the 
scarlet  gates  of  hell.  Could  it  be  that  this  gentle,  fair,  and 
fragile  creature,  a  poor  grain  of  millet  given  over  by  human 
justice  to  be  ground  in  the  fearful  mills  of  torture,  was  the 
miserable  body  upon  which  that  frightful  array  of  saws, 
wheels,  and  racks  was  to  fasten, —  the  being  whom  the  rough 
hands  of  executioners  and  pincers  were  to  handle? 

But  the  horny  fingers  of  Pierrat  Torterue's  assistants  had 
already  brutally  bared  that  charming  leg  and  that  tiny  foot, 
which  had  so  often  amazed  the  by-standers  with  their  grace 
and  beauty  in  the  streets  of  Paris. 

"  'Tis  a  pity ! "  growled  the  torturer,  as  he  looked  at  the 
dainty  and  delicate  limb. 

Had  the  archdeacon  been  present,  he  would  certainly  have 
recalled  at  this  moment  his  symbol  of  the  spider  and  th( 
fly.  Soon  the  wretched  victim  saw,  through  a  cloud  which 
spread  before  her  eyes,  the  buskin  approach ;  soon  she  saw 
her  foot,  locked  between  the  iron-bound  boards,  hidden  by  the 
hideous  machine.  Then  terror  restored  her  strength. 

"  Take  it  off !  "  she  cried  frantically ;  and  starting  up  all 
dishevelled,  "  Mercy  !  " 

She  sprang  from  the  bed  to  fling  herself  at  the  feet  of  the 
king's  proxy;  but  her  leg  was  held  by  the  heavy  mass  of 
wood  and  iron,  and  she  sank  down  upon  the  buskin,  more 
helpless  than  a  bee  with  a  leaden  weight  upon  its  wing. 

At  a  sign  from  Charmolue  she  was  replaced  upon  the  bed, 
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and  two  coarse  hands  bound  about  her  slender  waist  the  strap 
which  hung  from  the  ceiling. 

"  For  the  last  time,  do  you  confess  the  facts  in  the  case?  " 
asked  Charmolue  with  his  unshaken  benevolence. 

"  I  am  innocent." 

"  Then,  young  lady,  how  do  you  explain  the  circumstances 
brought  against  you  ?  " 

"  Alas !  sir,  I  do  not  know !  " 

"  Then  you  deny  everything  ?  " 

"  Everything !  " 

"  Proceed,"  said  Charmolue  to  Pierrat. 

Pierrat  turned  the  handle  of  the  screw-jack,  the  buskin 
contracted,  and  the  wretched  girl  uttered  one  of  those  terrible 
shrieks  which  defy  all  orthography  in  any  human  language. 

"  Stop!  "  said  Charmolue  to  Pierrat.  "  Do  you  confess?  " 
said  he  to  the  gipsy. 

"  Everything !  "  cried  the  miserable  girl.  "  I  confess,  I 
confess !  Mercy !  " 

She  had  not  calculated  her  strength  when  she  braved  the 
torture.  Poor  child!  her  life  thus  far  had  been  so  joyous, 
so  sweet,  so  smooth,  the  first  pang  vanquished  her. 

"  Humanity  compels  me  to  tell  you,"  remarked  the  king's 
proxy,  "  that  if  you  confess,  you  can  look  for  nothing  but 
death." 

"  I  hope  so,  indeed ! "  said  she.  And  she  fell  back  upon 
the  leather  bed,  almost  fainting,  bent  double,  suspended  by 
the  strap  buckled  around  her  waist. 

"  There,  my  beauty,  hold  up  a  little,"  said  Master  Pierrat, 
lifting  her.  "  You  look  like  the  golden  sheep  which  hangs 
on  my  Lord  of  Burgundy's  neck." 

Jacques  Charmolue  raised  his  voice, — 

"  Clerk,  write.  Young  gipsy  girl,  you  confess  your  com- 
plicity in  the  love-feasts,  revels,  and  evil  practices  of  hell, 
with  wizards,  demons,  and  witches  ?  Answer !  " 

"  Yes,"  said  she,  in  so  low  a  voice  that  it  was  scarcely  more 
than  a  whisper. 

"  You  confess  that  you  have  seen  the  ram  which  Beelze- 
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bub  reveals  in  the  clouds  to  summon  his  followers  to  the 
Witches'  Sabbath,  and  which  is  only  seen  by  sorcerers  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  You  confess  that  you  have  worshipped  the  heads  of 
Bophomet,  those  abominable  idols  of  the  Templars?" 

"  Yes." 

"  That  you  have  held  constant  intercourse  with  the  devil 
hi  the  shape  of  a  tame  goat,  included  in  the  trial?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  And,  finally,  you  acknowledge  and  confess  that,  with  the 
help  of  the  foul  fiend  and  the  phantom  commonly  called  the 
goblin  monk,  on  the  night  of  the  29th  of  March  last  you  did 
murder  and  assassinate  a  certain  captain  named  Phoebus  de 
Chateaupers?" 

She  raised  her  large  steady  eyes  to  the  magistrate's  face, 
and  answered  as  if  mechanically,  without  any  effort  or  con- 
vulsion,— 

"  Yes." 

It  was  plain  that  she  was  utterly  broken. 

"  Write,  clerk,"  said  Charmolue ;  and  addressing  the  tor- 
turers :  "  Release  the  prisoner,  and  lead  her  back  to  the 
court-room." 

When  the  prisoner  was  "  unshod,"  the  king's  proxy  ex- 
amined her  foot,  still  numb  with  pain. 

"  Come ! "  said  he ;  "  there  is  no  great  harm  done.  You 
screamed  in  time.  You  can  dance  yet,  my  beauty." 

Then  he  turned  to  his  companions  from  the  Bishop's 
Court  — 

"So  justice  is  enlightened  at  last!  That's  a  comfort, 
gentlemen!  The  young  lady  will  bear  witness  that  we  have 
acted  with  the  utmost  gentleness." 
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CHAPTER  III 

END  OF  THE  CROWN  CHANGED  TO  A  DEY  LEAF 

WHEN  she  returned  to  the  audience-chamber,  pale  and 
limping,  she  was  greeted  with  a  general  buzz  of  pleas- 
ure. On  the  part  of  the  audience,  it  was  caused  by  that 
feeling  of  satisfied  impatience  which  is  felt  at  the  theatre, 
at  the  end  of  the  final  intermission,  when  the  curtain  rises 
and  the  last  act  begins.  On  the  part  of  the  judges,  it  came 
from  a  prospect  of  supping  ere  long.  The  little  goat  also 
bleated  with  joy.  She  tried  to  run  to  meet  her  mistress,  but 
she  was  tied  to  the  bench. 

Night  had  now  fallen.  The  candles,  whose  number  had 
not  been  increased,  cast  so  little  light  that  the  walls  of  the 
court-room  could  not  be  seen.  Shadows  wrapped  everything 
in  a  sort  of  mist.  The  apathetic  faces  of  some  of  the  judges 
could  just  be  distinguished  in  the  gloom.  Opposite  them, 
at  the  extreme  end  of  the  long  hall,  they  could  make  out  a 
vague  white  patch  against  the  dark  background.  It  was 
the  prisoner. 

She  had  dragged  herself  painfully  to  her  place.  When 
Charmolue  had  magisterially  installed  himself  in  his,  he  sat 
down,  then  rose,  and  said,  without  too  great  a  show  of  vanity 
at  his  success,  "  The  prisoner  has  confessed  everything." 

"  Gipsy  girl,"  began  the  president,  "  have  you  confessed 
all  your  crimes  of  sorcery,  prostitution,  and  murder  com- 
mitted upon  Phoebus  de  Chateaupers  ?  " 

Her  heart  sank  within  her,  and  she  sobbed  aloud  in  the 
darkness. 

"  Whatever  you  please,"  she  replied  feebly ;  "  but  kill  me 
quickly !  " 

"  Sir  Proxy  to  the  Ecclesiastical  Court,"  said  the  presi- 
dent, "  the  court  is  ready  to  hear  your  requisitions." 

Master    Charmolue    drew    forth    a    tremendous    bundle    of 
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papers,  and  began  to  read,  with  many  gestures,  and  the  ex- 
aggerated emphasis  common  to  lawyers,  a  Latin  speech,  in 
which  all  the  evidence  produced  during  the  trial  was  set 
forth  in  Ciceronian  periphrases,  flanked  by  quotations  from 
Plautus,  his  favourite  comic  author.  We  regret  that  we  can- 
not present  our  readers  with  this  remarkable  piece  of  oratory. 
The  speaker  delivered  it  with  wonderful  effect.  Long  be- 
fore he  had  ended  the  exordium,  the  perspiration  poured  down 
his  face,  and  his  eyes  seemed  starting  from  his  head. 

All  at  once,  in  the  very  middle  of  a  period,  he  paused,  and 
his  glance,  usually  mild  enough  and  even  stupid,  became 
withering. 

"  Gentlemen,"  he  exclaimed  (but  in  French,  for  this  was 
not  set  down  in  his  manuscript),  "  Satan  plays  so  large  a 
part  in  this  affair,  that  yonder  he  stands,  listening  to  our 
discussions  and  making  a  mock  of  their  majesty.  Behold!" 

As  he  spoke,  he  pointed  to  the  little  goat,  which,  seeing 
Charmolue  gesticulate,  sincerely  thought  that  it  was  but 
right  for  her  to  do  the  same,  and  sitting  up  on  her  haunches, 
was  imitating  to  the  best  of  her  ability,  with  her  fore-feet 
and  her  bearded  head,  the  pathetic  pantomime  of  the  king's 
proxy.  This  was,  it  may  be  remembered,  one  of  her  best 
tricks.  This  incident  —  this  final  proof  —  produced  a  great 
effect;.  The  goat's  feet  were  tied  together,  and  the  king's 
proxy  resumed  the  thread  of  his  eloquence. 

His  speech  was  very  long,  but  the  peroration  was  admi- 
rable. We  give  the  concluding  phrase;  the  reader  may  im- 
agine Master  Charmolue's  hoarse  voice  and  frantic  ges- 
tures :  — 

"  Ideo,  Domni,  coram  stryga  demonstrate  crimine  patente, 
intentione  criminis  existente,  in  nomine  sanctce  ecclesice 
Nostrce-Domince  Parisiensis,  quce  est  in  saisina  habendi  omni- 
modam  alt  am  et  bassam  justitiam  in  ilia  hac  intemerata 
Civitatis  insula,  tenore  prcesentium  declaramus  nos  requirere, 
primo,  aliquandam  pecuniariam  indemnitatem;  secundo, 
amendationem  honorabilem  ante  portalium  maximum  Nostrce- 
Domince,  ecclesm  cathedralis;  tertio,  sententiam  in  virtute 


NOTRE-DAME  47 

cujus  ista  siryga  cum  sua  capella,  sen  in  trivio  vulgariter 
dlcto  the  Greve,  sen  in  insula  exeunte  in  fluvio  se  cance,  juxta 
pointam  jardini  regalis,  executatoz.  sint!  " 

He  put  on  his  cap  and  sat  down. 

"  Eheu!  "  said  the  agonized  Gringoire;  "  bassa  latinitas!  " 

Another  man  in  a  black  gown,  near  the  prisoner,  rose. 
This  was  her  lawyer.  The  judges,  being  hungry,  began  to 
murmur. 

"  Be  brief,  Sir  Lawyer,"  said  the  president. 

"  Mr.  President,"  replied  the  lawyer,  "  the  defendant  hav- 
ing confessed  her  crime,  I  have  but  a  few  words  to  say  to 
the  bench.  It  is  laid  down  in  the  Salic  law  that  '  If  a  witch 
have  devoured  a  man,  and  she  be  convicted  of  the  crime,  she 
shall  pay  a  fine  of  eight  thousand  farthings,  which  make  two 
hundred  pence  in  gold.'  May  it  please  the  court  to  sentence 
my  client  to  pay  this  fine." 

"  That  law  is  obsolete,"  said  the  king's  proxy. 

"  Nego,"  replied  the  lawyer. 

"  Put  it  to  the  vote ! "  said  a  councillor ;  "  the  crime  is 
clear,  and  it  is  late." 

The  question  was  put  to  the  vote  without  leaving  the  hall. 
The  judges  nodded  assent;  they  were  in  haste.  Their  hooded 
heads  were  uncovered  one  after  the  other  in  the  darkness,  in 
response  to  the  fatal  question  put  to  them  in  a  low  tone  by 
the  president.  The  poor  prisoner  seemed  to  be  looking  at 
them,  but  her  dim  eyes  saw  nothing. 

The  clerk  began  to  write;  then  he  handed  the  president 
a  lengthy  parchment. 

The  unhappy  girl  heard  a  stir  among  the  people,  the 
pikes  clashed,  and  an  icy  voice  said :  — 

"  Gipsy  girl,  upon  such  day  as  it  shall  please  the  lord  our 
king,  at  the  hour  of  noon,  you  shall  be  taken  in  a  trumbrel, 
in  your  shift,  barefoot,  a  rope  around  your  neck,  to  the 
square  before  the  great  door  of  Notre-Dame,  and  shall  there 
do  proper  penace,  with  a  wax  candle  of  the  weight  of  two 
pounds  in  your  hand;  and  thence  you  shall  be  taken  to  the 
,  where  you  shall  be  hanged  and  strangled  on  the  city 
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gibbet;  and  likewise  this  your  goat;  and  you  shall  pay  to 
the  judges  of  the  Bishop's  Court  three  golden  lions,  in  atone- 
ment for  the  crimes  by  you  committed  and  by  you  confessed, 
of  sorcery,  magic,  incontinence,  and  murder,  upon  the  person 
of  Lord  Phoebus  de  Chateaupers !  And  may  God  have  mercy 
on  your  soul !  " 

"  Oh,  it  is  a  dream !  "  she  murmured ;  and  she  felt  rude 
hands  bear  her  away. 


CHAPTER  IV 

1LASCIATE   OGNI   SPERANZA 

IN  the  Middle  Ages,  when  a  building  was  finished,  there 
was  almost  as  much  of  it  below  as  above  ground.  Un- 
less built  upon  piles,  like  Notre-Dame,  a  palace,  a  fortress, 
a  church,  had  always  a  double  foundation.  In  the  case  of 
cathedrals,  it  was  almost  like  another  and  subterranean  cathe- 
dral, low,  dark,  mysterious,  blind  and  mute,  beneath  the  upper 
nave,  which  blazed  with  light  and  echoed  with  the  sound  of 
organ  and  bells  day  and  night ;  sometimes  it  was  a  sepulchre. 
In  palaces  and  fortresses  it  was  a  prison;  sometimes,  too,  a 
tomb,  sometimes  a  combination  of  both.  These  mighty  struc- 
tures, whose  mode  of  formation  and  slow  growth  we  have 
explained  elsewhere,  had  not  merely  foundations,  but  as  it 
were  roots  which  extended  under  the  earth,  branching  out 
into  rooms,  galleries,  staircases,  in  imitation  of  the  building 
above.  Thus  churches,  palaces,  and  fortresses  were  buried 
midway  in  the  earth.  The  cellars  of  an  edifice  formed  an- 
other edifice,  into  which  one  descended  instead  of  ascending, 
and  whose  subterranean  stories  were  evolved  below  the  pile  of 
upper  stories  of  the  monument,  like  those  forests  and  moun- 
tains seen  reversed  in  the  mirroring  water  of  a  lake  beneath 
the  forests  and  mountains  on  its  shore. 
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In  the  Bastille  Saint-Antoine,  the  Palace  of  Justice  at 
Paris,  and  the  Louvre,  these  underground  structures  were 
prisons.  The  various  stories  of  these  prisons  as  they  sank 
deeper  into  the  ground  became  darker  and  more  contracted. 
They  formed  so  many  zones  presenting  various  degrees  of 
horror.  Dante  could  have  found  no  better  image  of  his  hell. 
These  tunnel-like  dungeons  usually  ended  in  a  deep  hole  like 
a  tub,  such  as  Dante  chose  for  the  abode  of  Satan,  and  where 
society  placed  those  condemned  to  death.  When  once  any 
poor  wretch  was  buried  there,  he  bade  farewell  to  light,  air, 
life,  all  hope ;  he  never  left  it  save  for  the  gallows  or  the  stake. 
Sometimes  he  lay  there  and  rotted.  Human  justice  styled 
this  "  forgetting."  Between  mankind  and  himself  the  pris- 
oner felt  that  a  mountain  of  stones  and  jailers  weighed  him 
down ;  and  the  entire  prison,  the  massive  fortress,  became  but 
a  huge  complicated  lock  which  shut  him  off  from  the  living 
world. 

It  was  in  a  dungeon-hole  of  this  kind,  in  one  of  the  oub- 
liettes dug  by  Saint  Louis,  the  in  pace  l  of  the  Tournelle, 
that  Esmeralda  was  placed  when  condemned  to  the  gallows, 
doubtless  lest  she  should  try  to  escape,  with  the  colossal 
Palace  of  Justice  above  her  head.  Poor  fly,  which  could  not 
have  stirred  the  smallest  one  of  the  unhewn  stones! 

Certainly  Providence  and  mankind  were  equally  unjust. 
Such  a  lavish  display  of  misery  and  torment  was  needless  to 
crush  so  frail  a  creature. 

There  she  lay,  lost  in  the  darkness,  buried,  entombed,  im- 
mured. Whoever  had  seen  her  in  that  state,  after  having 
seen  her  laugh  and  dance  in  the  sunshine,  must  have  shivered. 
Cold  as  night,  cold  as  death,  not  a  breath  of  air  to  flutter 
her  hair,  not  a  human  sound  in  her  ear,  not  a  ray  of  day- 
light in  her  eyes,  bent  double,  crushed  beneath  her  chains, 
crouching  beside  a  jug  and  a  loaf  of  bread,  upon  a  little 
straw,  in  the  pool  of  water  formed  beneath  her  by  the  damp 
oozing  of  her  cell,  motionless,  nearly  breathless,  she  was  almost 
beyond  all  sense  of  suffering.  Phoebus,  the  sun,  high  noon, 

i  Prison  in  which  monks  were  shut  up  for  life. 
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the  fresh  air,  the  streets  of  Paris,  her  dancing  always  hailed 
with  applause,  the  sweet  prattle  of  love  with  the  officer;  then 
the  priest,  the  old  hag,  the  dagger,  the  blood,  the  torture, 
and  the  gallows, —  all  these  things  had  hovered  before  her, 
now  like  a  gay  and  golden  vision,  now  like  a  monstrous  night- 
mare; but  they  were  now  naught  but  a  vague  and  horrible 
struggle  lost  in  the  darkness,  or  like  distant  music  played 
above,  on  the  earth,  and  no  longer  heard  in  the  depths  to 
which  the  wretched  girl  had  fallen. 

Since  she  had  been  there  she  had  neither  waked  nor  slept. 
In  her  misery,  in  her  dungeon,  she  could  no  more  distinguish 
waking  from  sleeping,  a  dream  from  reality,  than  she  could 
day  from  night.  All  was  mingled,  broken,  vague,  floating 
confusedly  before  her  mind.  She  felt  nothing,  knew  noth- 
ing, thought  nothing;  at  best,  she  only  dreamed.  Never  did 
living  creature  pierce  so  far  into  the  realm  of  nothing- 
ness. 

Thus  benumbed,  frozen,  petrified,  she  had  scarcely  noted 
the  sound  of  a  trap-door  which  was  twice  or  thrice  opened 
somewhere  above  her  without  even  admitting  a  ray  of  light, 
and  through  which  a  hand  had  thrown  a  crust  of  black  bread. 
And  yet  this  was  her  only  remaining  means  of  communica- 
tion with  men, —  the  periodical  visit  of  the  jailer. 

One  thing  only  still  mechanically  caught  her  ear:  over  her 
head  the  dampness  filtered  through  the  mouldy  stones  of  the 
roof,  and  at  regular  intervals  a  drop  of  water  fell.  She 
listened  stupidly  to  the  noise  made  by  this  drop  of  water  as  it 
dripped  into  the  pool  beside  her. 

This  drop  of  water  falling  into  the  pool  was  the  only 
movement  still  stirring  around  her,  the  only  clock  which 
marked  the  time,  the  only  sound  of  all  the  noises  made  upon 
the  surface  of  the  earth  which  reached  her. 

To  be  exact,  she  did  also  feel  from  time  to  time,  in  this  sink 
of  mire  and  gloom,  something  cold  crawling  hither  and  thither 
over  her  foot  or  her  arm,  and  she  shuddered. 

How  long  had  she  been  there?  She  did  not  know.  She 
remembered  a  death  sentence  pronounced  somewhere,  against 
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some  one;  then  she  was  borne  away,  and  she  waked  icy  cold, 
in  the  midst  of  night  and  silence.  She  had  dragged  herself 
about  on  her  hands  and  knees ;  then  iron  rings  had  cut  her 
ankle,  and  chains  had  clanked.  She  discovered  that  there 
was  a  wall  all  about  her,  that  there  was  a  tiled  floor  under 
her,  covered  with  water,  and  a  bundle  of  stray ;  but  neither 
lamp  nor  ventilator.  Then  she  seated  herself  upon  the 
straw,  and  occasionally,  for  a  change  of  position,  on  the  last 
step  of  some  stone  stairs  in  her  cell. 

At  one  time  she  tried  to  count  the  dark  moments  measured 
for  her  by  the  drop  of  water;  but  soon  this  sad  task  of  a 
diseased  brain  ceased  of  its  own  accord,  and  left  her  in  a 
stupor. 

At  last,  one  day,  or  one  night, —  for  midnight  and  noon 
wore  the  same  hue  in  this  tomb, —  she  heard  above  her  a  noise 
louder  than  that  usually  made  by  the  turnkey  when  he 
brought  her  bread  and  water.  She  raised  her  head,  and  saw 
a  reddish  ray  coining  through  the  cracks  in  the  sort  of  trap- 
door made  in  the  room  of  the  "  in  pace." 

At  the  same  time  the  heavy  iron  creaked,  the  trap-door 
grated  on  its  rusty  hinges,  turned,  and  she  saw  a  lantern,  a 
hand,  and  the  lower  part  of  the  bodies  of  two  men,  the  door 
being  too  low  for  her  to  see  their  heads.  The  light  hurt  her 
so  cruelly  that  she  shut  her  eyes. 

When  she  reopened  them,  the  door  was  again  closed,  the 
lantern  was  placed  on  a  step  of  the  staircase,  a  man  alone 
stood  before  her.  A  black  gown  fell  to  his  feet;  a  cowl  of 
the  same  colour  hid  his  face.  Nothing  of  his  person  was 
visible,  neither  his  face  nor  his  hands.  He  looked  like  a  long 
black  winding-sheet  standing  bolt  upright,  under  which 
something  seemed  to  move.  She  gazed  fixedly  for  some  mo- 
ments at  this  spectre.  Still,  neither  she  nor  he  spoke.  They 
seemed  two  statues  confronting  each  other.  Two  things  only 
seemed  to  live  in  the  cave, —  the  wick  of  the  lantern,  which 
crackled  from  the  dampness  of  the  atmosphere,  and  the  drop 
of  water  from  the  ceiling,  which  interrupted  this  irregular 
crackle  with  its  monotonous  plash,  and  made  the  light  of  the 
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lantern  quiver  in  concentric  rings  upon  the  oily  water  of  the 
pool. 

At  last  the  prisoner  broke  the  silence, — 

"Who  are  you?" 

"A  priest." 

The  word,  the  accent,  the  sound  of  his  voice,  made  her 
tremble. 

The  priest  added  in   a  hollow  tone, — 

"  Are  you  prepared?  " 

"For  what?" 

"  To  die." 

"Oh,"  said  she,  "will  it  be  soon?" 

"  To-morrow." 

Her  head,  which  she  had  lifted  with  joy,  again  sank  upon 
her  breast. 

"  That  is  a  very  long  time  yet !  "  she  murmured ;  "  why  did 
they  not  make  it  to-day  ?  " 

"  Then  you  are  very  unhappy  ?  "  asked  the  priest,  after  a 
pause. 

"  I  am  very  cold,"  replied  she. 

She  took  her  feet  in  her  hands, —  a  common  gesture  with 
those  wretched  people  who  suffer  from  cold,  and  which  we 
have  already  observed  in  the  recluse  of  the  Tour-Roland, — 
and  her  teeth  chattered. 

The  priest  seemed  to  cast  his  eyes  about  the  cell,  from  be- 
neath his  hood. 

"  No  light !  no  fire !  in  the  water !     It  is  horrible !  " 

"  Yes,"  she  answered,  with  the  look  of  surprise  which 
misfortune  had  imprinted  on  her  face.  "  Daylight  is 
for  every  one.  Why  is  it  that  they  give  me  nothing  but 
night?" 

"  Do  you  know,"  resumed  the  priest,  after  a  fresh  pause, 
"  why  you  are  here?  " 

"  I  think  I  did  know  once,"  said  she,  passing  her  thin 
fingers  over  her  brow  as  if  to  help  her  memory,  "  but  I  don't 
know  now." 

All  at  once  she  began  to  cry  like  a  little  child, 
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"  I  want  to  get  out,  sir.  I  am  cold,  I  am  frightened,  and 
there  are  creatures  which  crawl  all  over  me." 

«  Well,  follow  me." 

So  saying,  the  priest  took  her  by  the  arm.  The  unfor- 
tunate creature  was  frozen  to  the  marrow ;  but  still  that  hand 
gave  her  a  sensation  of  cold. 

"  Oh,"  she  murmured,  "  it  is  the  icy  hand  of  death.  Who 
are  you  ?  " 

The  priest  threw  back  his  hood;  she  looked.  It  was  that 
evil  face  which  had  so  long  haunted  her;  that  demon  head 
which  had  appeared  to  her  at  the  house  of  old  Falourdel 
above  the  adored  head  of  her  Phoebus;  that  eye  which  she 
had  last  seen  sparkle  beside  a  dagger. 

This  apparition,  always  so  fatal  to  her,  and  which  had  thus 
urged  her  on  from  misfortune  to  misfortune  and  even  to 
torture,  roused  her  from  her  torpor.  The  veil  which  had 
clouded  her  memory  seemed  rent  in  twain.  Every  detail  of 
her  mournful  adventure,  from  the  night  scene  at  the  house 
of  Falourdel  down  to  her  condemnation  at  the  Tournelle, 
rushed  upon  her  mind  at  once,  not  vague  and  confused  as 
heretofore,  but  clear,  distinct,  vivid,  living,  terrible.  The 
sombre  figure  before  her  recalled  those  half-effaced  memories 
almost  blotted  out  by  excess  of  suffering,  as  the  heat  of  the 
lire  brings  back  in  all  their  freshness  invisible  letters  traced 
on  white  paper  with  sympathetic  ink.  She  felt  as  if  every 
wound  in  her  heart  were  torn  open  and  bled  together. 

"  Ha ! "  she  cried,  pressing  her  hands  to  her  eyes  with 
a  convulsive  shudder,  "  it  is  the  priest !  " 

Then  her  arms  fell  listlessly  at  her  side,  and  she  sat  with 
downcast  head  and  eyes,  mute  and  trembling. 

The  priest  gazed  at  her  with  the  eye  of  a  kite  which  has 
long  hovered  high  in  the  heavens  above  a  poor  meadow-lark 
crouching  in  the  wheat,  gradually  and  silently  descending 
in  ever  lessening  circles,  and,  suddenly  swooping  upon  his 
prey  like  a  flash  of  lightning,  grasps  it  panting  in  his  clutch. 

She  murmured  feebly, — 

"  Do  your  work !  do  your  work !  strike  the  last  blow  | " 
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and  her  head  sank  between  her  shoulders  in  terror,  like  that 
of  a  lamb  awaiting  the  butcher's  axe. 

"  You  look  upon  me  with  horror,  then  ? "  he  asked  at 
length. 

She  made  no  answer. 

"Do  you  look  on  me  with  horror?"  he  repeated. 

Her  lips  moved  as  if  she  smiled. 

"  Yes,"  said  she,  "  the  executioner  jests  with  the  prisoner. 
For  months  he  has  pursued  me,  threatened  me,  terrified  me! 
But  for  him,  my  God,  how  happy  I  should  have  been !  It 
is  he  who  hurled  me  into  this  gulf  of  woe !  Oh,  heavens !  it 
is  he  who  killed, —  it  is  he  who  killed  him,  my  Phoebus !  " 

Here,  bursting  into  sobs  and  raising  her  eyes  to  the  priest, 
she  cried, — 

"Oh,  wretch!  who  are  you?  What  have  I  done  to  you? 
Do  you  hate  me  so  much?  Alas!  what  have  you  against 
me?" 

"  I  love  you !  "  exclaimed  the  priest. 

Her  tears  ceased  suddenly ;  she  stared  vacantly  at  him. 
He  had  fallen  upon  his  knees,  and  devoured  her  face  with 
eyes  of  flame. 

"Do  you  hear?     I  love  you!"  he  again  exclaimed. 

"  What  love !  "  said  the  miserable  girl  shuddering. 

He  replied, — 

"  The  love  of  a  damned  man." 

Both  were  silent  for  some  moments,  oppressed  by  the  in- 
tensity of  their  emotions, —  he  mad,  she  stunned. 

"  Listen,"  said  the  priest  at  last,  and  a  strange  calm 
seemed  to  have  taken  possession  of  him.  "  You  shall  know 
all.  I  will  tell  you  that  which  as  yet  I  have  hardly  ventured 
to  confess  to  myself,  when  I  secretly  questioned  my  own  soul 
in  those  dead  hours  of  the  night  when  the  darkness  is  so 
profound  that  it  seems  as  if  even  God  could  no  longer  see 
us.  Listen.  Before  I  met  you,  girl,  I  was  happy." 

"  And  I !  "  she  faintly  sighed. 

"  Do  not  interrupt  me !  Yes,  I  was  happy, —  at  least  I 
thought  so.  I  was  pure ;  my  soul  was  filled  with  limpid  light. 
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No  head  was  held  higher  or  happier  than  mine.  Priests  con- 
sulted me  on  chastity,  doctors  on  doctrines.  Yes,  science 
was  all  in  all  to  me ;  it  was  a  sister,- —  and  a  sister  was  all  I 
asked.  Not  but  that,  as  I  grew  older,  other  ideas  came  to 
me.  More  than  once  my  flesh  thrilled  as  a  woman's  form 
passed  by.  That  force  of  sex  and  passion  which,  although 
in  the  pride  of  youth,  I  had  imagined  I  had  stifled  forever, 
more  than  once  has  rebelled  against  the  chain  of  the  iron  vows 
which  bind  me, —  wretch  that  I  am !  —  to  the  cold  stones  of 
the  altar.  But  fasting,  prayer,  study,  and  monastic  morti- 
fications again  made  my  spirit  ruler  of  my  body.  And  then 
I  shunned  women.  I  had  only  to  open  a  book,  and  all  the 
fmpure  vapours  of  my  brain  were  banished  by  the  glorious 
sunbeams  of  science.  In  a  few  moments  I  felt  the  gross 
things  of  earth  fly  far  away,  and  I  was  once  more  calm  and 
serene,  bathed  in  the  tranquil  light  of  eternal  truth.  So  long 
as  the  demon  sent  only  vague  shadows  to  attack  me,  passing 
singly  before  me,  in  church,  in  the  streets,  or  in  the  fields, 
and  scarcely  recurring  in  my  dreams,  I  conquered  him  easily. 
Alas!  if  the  victory  be  not  still  mine,  God  is  to  blame,  who 
failed  to  make  man  and  the  devil  of  equal  strength.  Listen ! 
One  day—" 

Here  the  priest  paused,  and  the  prisoner  heard  him  utter 
agonizing  sighs. 

He  continued :  — 

"  One  day  I  was  leaning  from  the  window  of  my  cell. 
What  book  was  I  reading?  Oh,  all  that  is  confused  and 
vague  to  me  now.  I  had  been  reading.  The  window  looked 
upon  a  public  square.  I  heard  the  sound  of  tambourine  and 
music.  Vexed  at  being  thus  disturbed  in  my  reverie,  I  looked 
out.  What  I  saw  was  seen  by  many  others  as  well,  and  yet 
it  was  not  a  spectacle  for  mere  mortal  eyes.  There,  in  the 
middle  of  the  pavement, —  it  was  noon,  the  sun  shone  brightly, 
—  a  creature  was  dancing, —  a  creature  so  beautiful  that 
God  would  have  preferred  her  to  the  Virgin,  and  chosen  her 
to  be  his  mother,  and  would  have  wished  to  be  born  of  her, 
had  she  existed  when  he  was  made  man !  Her  eyes  were 
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black  and  lustrous;  amidst  her  black  hair  certain  locks  shone 
in  the  sun  like  threads  of  gold.  Her  feet  moved  so  swiftly 
that  they  faded  from  sight  like  the  spokes  of  a  wheel  re- 
volving rapidly.  About  her  head,  in  her  black  braids,  there 
were  metallic  plates  which  glittered  in  the  sun  and  made  a 
crown  of  stars  above  her  brow.  Her  gown,  sprinkled  with 
spangles,  scintillated,  blue,  and  sown  with  a  thousand  sparks 
like  a  summer  night.  Her  pliant  brown  arms  waved  and 
twined  about  her  waist  like  two  scarves.  Her  figure  was  of 
surpassing  beauty.  Oh,  how  resplendent  was  that  form 
which  stood  out  like  something  luminous  even  in  the  very  light 
of  the  sun  itself !  Alas !  girl,  it  was  you.  Surprised,  in- 
toxicated, charmed,  I  suffered  myself  to  gaze.  I  gazed  so 
long  that,  all  at  once,  I  shuddered  with  terror.  I  felt  that 
Fate  had  overtaken  me." 

The  priest,  oppressed,  again  paused  a  moment.  Then  he 
resumed :  — 

"  Already  half  fascinated  I  tried  to  lay  hold  of  something 
and  to  stay  myself  from  falling.  I  recalled  the  traps  which 
Satan  had  already  laid  for  me.  The  creature  before  me 
possessed  that  superhuman  beauty  which  could  only  proceed 
from  heaven  or  from  hell.  That  was  no  mere  girl  made  of 
common  clay,  and  dimly  illumined  within  by  the  flickering 
rays  of  a  woman's  soul.  It  was  an  angel, —  but  of  darkness, 
of  flame,  and  not  of  light ! 

"  Just  as  I  was  thinking  thus,  I  saw  close  beside  you  av 
goat,  a  devilish  beast,  which  looked  at  me  and  laughed.  The 
midday  sun  made  its  horns  seemed  tipped  with  fire.  Then 
I  recognized  the  snare  of  the  demon,  and  no  longer  doubted 
that  you  came  from  hell,  and  that  you  came  for  my  perdi- 
tion. I  believed  it." 

Here  the  priest  looked  in  the  prisoner's  face,  and  added 
coldly :  — 

"  I  believe  so  still.  However,  the  charm  worked  little  by 
little.  Your  dance  went  round  and  round  in  my  brain;  I 
felt  the  mysterious  spell  acting  within  me.  All  which  should 
havf>  waked  slumbered  in  my  soul,  and,  like  men  perishing  in 


NOTRE-DAME  57 

the  snow,  I  found  pleasure  in  the  approach  of  this  slumber. 
All  at  once  you  began  to  sing.  What  could  I  do,  miserable 
man?  Your  singing  was  even  more  enchanting  than  your 
dancing.  I  strove  to  escape.  Impossible.  I  was  nailed,  I 
was  rooted  to  the  spot.  It  seemed  as  if  the  marble  of  the 
floor  had  risen  to  my  knees.  I  was  forced  to  stay  to  the  end. 
My  feet  were  ice,  my  head  burned.  At  last, —  perhaps  you 
pitied  me, —  you  ceased  to  sing;  you  disappeared.  The  re- 
flection of  the  dazzling  vision,  the  echo  of  the  enchanting 
music  gradually  faded  from  my  eyes  and  ears.  Then  I  sank 
into  the  corner  of  the  window,  stiffer  and  more  helpless  than 
a  fallen  statue.  The  vesper  bell  aroused  me.  I  rose  to  my 
feet ;  I  fled ;  but,  alas !  something  within  me  had  fallen  which 
could  never  be  raised  up;  something  had  overtaken  me  which 
I  could  not  escape." 

He  paused  once  more,  and  then  went  on :  — 
"  Yes,  from  that  day  forth  there  was  another  man  within 
me,  whom  I  did  not  know.  I  strove  to  apply  all  my  reme- 
dies,—  the  cloister,  the  altar,  work,  books.  Follies,  all !  Oh, 
how  empty  science  seems  when  we  beat  against  it  in  despair 
a  head  filled  with  frantic  passion !  Girl,  do  you  know  what 
I  always  saw  between  my  book  and  me?  You,  your  shadow, 
the  image  of  the  bright  vision  which  had  once  passed  before 
me.  But  that  image  was  no  longer  of  the  same  colour;  it 
was  gloomy,  funereal,  sombre  as  the  black  circle  which  long 
haunts  the  sight  of  the  imprudent  man  who  looks  steadily  at 
the  sun. 

"  Unable  to  rid  myself  of  it,  forever  hearing  yeur  song 
ring  in  my  ears,  forever  seeing  your  feet  dance  over  my 
breviary,  forever  feeling  at  night,  in  dreams,  your  form 
against  mine,  I  longed  to  see  you  once  more,  to  touch  you, 
to  know  who  you  were,  to  see  if  you  were  indeed  like  the  ideal 
image  which  I  had  formed  of  you, —  to  destroy  perhaps  my 
dream  by  confronting  it  with  the  reality.  In  any  case,  I 
hoped  that  a  fresh  impression  might  dispel  the  first,  and  the 
first  had  become  unendurable.  I  sought  you  out ;  I  saw  you 
again.  Misery !  Having  seen  you  twice,  I  longed  to  see 
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you  a  thousand  times, —  I  longed  to  see  you  forever.  Then, 
—  how  may  a  man  stop  short  upon  that  steep  descent  to 
hell  ?  —  then  I  ceased  to  be  my  own  master.  The  other  end 
of  the  cord  which  the  demon  had  fastened  to  my  wings  was 
tied  to  his  own  foot.  I  became  a  wanderer  and  a  vagrant 
like  you.  I  waited  for  you  beneath  porches,  I  lurked  at 
street  corners,  I  watched  you  from  the  top  of  my  tower. 
Every  night  I  found  myself  more  charmed,  more  desperate, 
more  bewitched,  nearer  perdition! 

"  I  had  learned  who  you  were, —  a  gipsy.  How  could  I 
doubt  your  magic  powers?  I  hoped  that  a  criminal  suit 
would  set  me  free  from  your  spell.  A  sorceress  once  en- 
chanted Bruno  d'Ast;  he  had  her  burned  alive,  and  was 
cured.  I  knew  it.  I  decided  to  try  this  remedy.  I  at  first 
attempted  to  have  you  forbidden  all  access  to  the  square  in 
front  of  Notre-Dame,  hoping  that  I  might  forget  you  if 
you  no  longer  came  thither.  You  paid  no  heed  to  the  pro- 
hibition; you  returned.  Then  I  thought  of  carrying  you 
off.  One  night,  I  tried  to  do  so.  There  were  two  of  us. 
We  already  had  you  in  our  grasp,  -when  that  miserable  officer 
appeared.  He  rescued  you.  He  thus  began  your  misfor- 
tune, mine,  and  his  own.  Finally,  not  knowing  what  to 
do  or  what  would  become  of  me,  I  denounced  you  to  the 
judges. 

"  I  thought  that  I  should  be  cured,  like  Bruno  d'Ast.  I 
also  vaguely  thought  that  a  criminal  trial  would  make  you 
mine;  that  in  a  prison  I  should  have  you,  should  be  able  to 
hold  you  mine;  that  there  you  could  not  escape  me;  that  you 
had  possessed  me  so  long  that  I  might  well  possess  you  in 
my  turn.  When  a  man  does  wrong,  he  should  do  all  the 
wrong  he  can;  it  is  madness  to  stop  half-way  in  crime!  The 
extremity  of  guilt  has  its  raptures  of  joy.  A  priest  and  a 
witch  can  mingle  in  delight  upon  the  scanty  straw  of  a  cell! 

"  Accordingly  I  denounced  you.  It  was  then  that  I  ter- 
rified you  when  we  met.  The  plot  which  I  was  contriving 
against  you,  the  storm  which  I  was  about  to  bring  upon  your 
head,  burst  from  me  in  threats  and  in  lightning  flashes. 
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And  yet  I  still  hesitated.  My  scheme  had  terrible  sides 
which  made  me  shrink. 

"  Perhaps  I  might  have  given  it  up ;  perhaps  my  odious 
thought  might  have  withered  in  my  brain,  without  bearing 
fruit.  I  thought  that  it  would  always  be  in  my  power  to 
continue  or  to  stay  the  prosecution ;  but  every  evil  thought 
is  inexorable,  and  insists  upon  becoming  a  deed.  Where  I 
supposed  myself  all-powerful,  Fate  was  mightier  than  I. 
Alas,  alas!  it  is  she  which  captured  you  and  delivered  you 
over  to  the  terrible  wheels  of  the  machine  which  I  secretly 
constructed!  Listen.  I  am  near  the  end. 

"  One  day  —  again  the  sun  shone  bright  and  warm  —  I 
saw  a  man  pass  who  pronounced  your  name  and  laughed,  and 
whose  eyes  were  full  of  passion.  Damnation !  I  followed 
him.  You  know  the  rest." 

He  ceased. 

The  young  girl  could  only  utter  the  words, — 

"  Oh,  my  Phoebus !  " 

"Not  that  name!"  said  the  priest,  seizing  her  angrily  by 
the  arm.  "  Do  not  utter  that  name !  Oh,  unhappy  wretches 
that  we  are!  it  was  that  name  which  ruined  us!  or  rather 
we  have  ruined  each  other  by  the  inexplicable  caprice  of 
Fate!  You  suffer,  do  you  not?  You  are  cold,  the  dark- 
ness blinds  you,  the  dungeon  wraps  you  round;  but  perhaps 
you  have  still  some  ray  of  light  in  your  innermost  soul,  were 
it  but  your  childish  love  for  that  empty  man  who  played  with 
your  heart,  while  I  have  a  dungeon  within  me;  within  me  all 
is  winter,  ice,  despair;  my  soul  is  full  of  darkness. 

"  Do  you  know  all  that  I  have  suffered  ?  I  was  present 
at  your  trial.  I  sat  upon  the  bench  with  the  judges.  Yes, 
beneath  one  of  those  priests'  cowls  were  the  contortions  of 
the  damned.  When  you  were  brought  in,  I  was  there ;  when 
you  were  cross-questioned,  I  was  there.  The  den  of  wolves ! 
It  was  my  crime,  it  was  my  gibbet  which  I  saw  slowly  rise 
above  your  head.  At  each  witness,  each  proof,  each  plea, 
I  was  there;  I  counted  your  every  step  on  the  road  of  agony; 
I  was  there  again  when  that  savage  beast  —  Oh,  I  did  not 
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foresee  the  torture!  Listen.  I  followed  you  to  the  torture- 
chamber.  I  saw  you  stripped,  and  handled  half  naked  by 
the  infamous  hands  cf  the  executioner.  I  saw  your  foot, — 
that  foot  upon  which  I  would  have  given  an  empire  to  press 
a  single  kiss  and  die ;  that  foot  by  which  I  would  with  rapture 
have  been  crushed, —  I  saw  it  enclosed  in  the  horrid  buskin 
which  converts  the  limbs  of  a  living  creature  into  bleeding 
pulp.  Oh,  wretched  me !  As  I  saw  these  things,  I  grasped 
beneath  my  sackcloth  a  dagger,  with  which  I  slashed  my 
breast.  At  the  shriek  which  you  uttered,  I  plunged  it  deep 
into  my  flesh ;  had  you  shrieked  again,  it  would  have  pierced 
my  heart.  Look.  I  think  it  still  bleeds." 

He  opened  his  cassock.  His  breast  was  indeed  torn  as  if 
by  a  tiger's  claw,  and  upon  his  side  was  a  large,  open  wound. 

The  prisoner  shrank  from  him  in  horror. 

"  Oh,"  said  the  priest,  "  have  pity  on  me,  girl !  You  think 
yourself  unhappy.  Alas !  alas !  You  do  not  know  the  mean- 
ing of  misery.  Oh,  to  love  a  woman !  to  be  a  priest !  to  be 
abhorred!  to  love  her  with  all  the  strength  of  your  soul;  to 
feel  that  you  would  give  your  blood,  your  life,  your  reputa- 
tion, your  salvation,  immortality  and  eternity,  this  life  and 
the  next,  for  the  least  of  her  smiles ;  to  regret  that  you  are 
not  a  king,  a  genius,  an  emperor,  an  archangel,  a  god,  to 
place  at  her  feet  a  grander  slave;  to  clasp  her  in  your  arms 
night  and  day,  in  your  dreams  and  in  your  thoughts ;  and 
then  to  see  her  enamoured  of  a  soldier's  uniform,  and  to  have 
nothing  to  offer  her  but  a  priest's  dirty  gown,  which  would 
terrify  and  disgust  her;  to  be  present  with  your  jealousy  and 
your  rage  while  she  lavishes  upon  a  miserable  idiotic  braggart 
the  treasures  of  her  love  and  beauty!  To  see  that  body 
whose  form  inflames  you,  that  bosom  which  has  so  much 
sweetness,  that  flesh  tremble  and  blush  under  the  kisses  of 
another !  Oh,  Heaven !  to  love  her  foot,  her  arm,  her  shoul- 
der; to  think  of  her  blue  veins,  of  her  brown  skin,  until  one 
has  writhed  whole  nights  on  the  floor  of  one's  cell,  and  to 
see  all  the  caresses  which  you  have  dreamed  of  bestowing  upon 
her  end  on  the  rack ;  to  have  succeeded  only  in  stretching  her 
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upon  the  leather  bed, —  oh,  these  are  indeed  tongs  heated  red- 
hot  in  the  fires  of  hell !  Oh,  happy  is  he  who  is  sawn  asunder 
between  two  planks,  or  torn  in  quarters  by  four  horses!  Do 
you  know  what  agony  he  feels  through  long  nights,  whose 
arteries  boil,  whose  heart  seems  bursting,  whose  head  seems 
splitting,  whose  teeth  tear  his  hands, —  remorseless  tormentors 
which  turn  him  incessantly,  as  on  a  fiery  gridiron,  over  a 
thought  of  love,  jealousy,  and  despair!  Mercy,  girl!  One 
moment's  truce !  Cast  a  handful  of  ashes  upon  the  coals ! 
Wipe  away,  I  conjure  you,  the  big  drops  of  sweat  that  trickle 
from  my  brow !  Child,  torture  me  with  one  hand,  but  caress 
me  with  the  other !  Have  pity,  maiden, —  have  pity  upon 
me!" 

The  priest  wallowed  in  the  water  which  lay  on  the  floor, 
and  beat  his  head  against  the  edge  of  the  stone  stairs.  The 
girl  listened  to  him,  looked  at  him. 

When  he  ceased  speaking,  panting  and  exhausted,  she  re- 
peated in  a  low  tone, — 

"Oh,  my  Phoebus!" 

The  priest  dragged  himself  towards  her  on  his  knees. 

"  I  entreat  you,"  he  cried ;  "  if  you  have  any  feeling,  do 
not  repulse  me !  Oh,  I  love  you !  I  am  a  miserable  wretch ! 
When  you  utter  that  name,  unhappy  girl,  it  is  as  if  you 
ground  the  very  fibres  of  my  heart  between  your  teeth ! 
Have  mercy!  If  you  come  from  hell,  I  will  go  there  with 
you. 

"  I  have  done  everything  to  that  end.  The  hell  where 
you  are  will  be  paradise  to  me;  the  sight  of  you  is  more 
blissful  than  that  of  God!  Oh,  speak!  Will  you  not  ac- 
cept me?  I  should  have  thought  that  on  the  day  when  a 
woman  could  repel  such  love  the  very  mountains  themselves 
would  move!  Oh,  if  you  would  but  consent!  Oh,  how 
happy  we  might  be !  We  would  fly, —  I  would  help  you  to 
( scape. 

"  We  would  go  somewhere ;  we  would  seek  out  that  spot  of 
<arth  where  there  was  most  sunshine,  most  trees,  most  blue 
isky.  We  would  love  each  other;  we  would  pour  our  two 
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souls  one  into  .the  other,  and  we  would  thirst  inextinguishably 
each  for  the  other,  quenching  our  thirst  forever  and  to- 
gether at  the  inexhaustible  cup  of  love." 

She  interrupted  him  with  a  loud  burst  of  terrible  laughter. 

"  Only  look,  father !     There  is  blood  upon  your  nails !  " 

The  priest  for  some  moments  stood  petrified,  his  eyes  fixed 
on  his  hands. 

"  Ah,  yes !  "  he  replied  at  length,  with  strange  gentleness ; 
"  insult  me,  mock  me,  overwhelm  me !  But  come,  come.  We 
must  hasten.  To-morrow  is  the  day,  I  tell  you.  The  gal- 
lows in  the  Greve,  you  know !  It  is  ever  ready.  It  is  hor- 
rible,—  to  see  you  borne  in  that  tumbrel !  Oh,  have  mercy  ! 
I  never  felt  before  how  much  I  loved  you.  Oh,  follow  me! 
You  shall  take  your  time  to  love  me  after  I  have  saved  you. 
You  shall  hate  me,  too,  as  long  as  you  will.  But  come. 
To-morrow  !  to-morrow  !  the  gallows !  your  execution  !  Oh, 
save  yourself !  spare  me !  " 

He  seized  her  by  the  arm;  he  was  frantic;  he  strove  to 
drag  her  away. 

She  fixed  her  eyes  steadily  upon  him. 

"  What  has  become  of  my  Phoebus  ?  " 

"  Ah !  "  said  the  priest,  releasing  her  arm,  "  you  are  piti- 
less !  " 

"What  has  become  of  Phoebus?"  she  repeated  coldly. 

"  He  is  dead !  "  cried  the  priest. 

"  Dead !  "  said  she,  still  motionless  and  icy ;  "  then  why  do 
you  talk  to  me  of  living?  " 

He  did  not  listen  to  her. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  he,  as  if  speaking  to  himself,  "  he  must 
indeed  be  dead.  The  blade  entered  very  deeply.  I  think  I 
touched  his  heart  with  the  point.  Oh,  my  very  life  hung 
upon  that  dagger !  " 

The  young  girl  threw  herself  upon  him  like  an  angry 
tigress,  and  pushed  him  towards  the  stairs  with  supernatural 
strength. 

"  Begone,  monster !  begone,  assassin !  Leave  me  to  die ! 
M&y  the  blood  of  both  of  us  forever  stain  your  brow!  Be 
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yours,  priest  ?  Never !  never !  Nothing  shall  ever  unite  us, 
—  not  even  hell !  Go,  accursed  man  !  never !  " 

The  priest  had  stumbled  to  the  stairs.  He  silently  freed 
his  feet  from  the  folds  of  his  cassock,  took  up  his  lantern, 
and  slowly  ascended  the  steps  leading  to  the  door.  He  re- 
opened the  door  and  went  out. 

All  at  once  the  young  girl  saw  his  head  reappear;  his  face 
wore  a  frightful  expression,  and  he  cried  to  her  with  a  gasp 
of  rage  and  despair, — 

"  I  tell  you  he  is  dead !  " 

She  fell  face  downwards  on  the  ground,  and  no  sound  was 
heard  in  the  dungeon  save  the  sighing  of  the  drop  of  water 
which  rippled  the  water  in  the  darkness. 


CHAPTER  V 

THE   MOTHER 

I  DO  not  think  that  there  is  anything  in  the  world  more 
delightful  than  the  ideas  aroused  in  a  mother's  heart  by 
the  sight  of  her  child's  little  shoe,  especially  if  it  be  a  best 
shoe,  a  Sunday  shoe,  a  christening  shoe,  a  shoe  embroidered 
down  to  the  very  sole,  a  shoe  in  which  the  child  has  never  yet 
taken  a  step.  That  shoe  is  so  dainty,  so  tiny,  it  is  so  im- 
possible for  it  to  walk,  that  it  is  to  the  mother  as  if  she  saw 
her  child  itself.  She  smiles  at  it,  kisses  it,  talks  to  it ;  she 
asks  it  if  there  can  really  be  so  small  a  foot ;  and  if  the  child 
be  absent,  the  pretty  shoe  is  quite  enough  to  bring  the  sweet 
and  fragile  creature  before  her  eyes.  She  fancies  she  sees 
it ;  she  does  see  it,  from  head  to  foot  full  of  life  and  laughter, 
with  its  delicate  hands,  its  round  head,  its  pure  lips,  its  clear 
eyes,,  whose  very  white  is  blue.  If  it  be  winter,  it  is  there ; 
it  crawls  over  the  carpet;  it  laboriously  climbs  upon  a  stool, 
and  the  mother  trembles  lest  it  go  too  near  the  fire.  If  it  be 
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summer,  it  creeps  about  the  courtyard  or  the  garden,  pulls 
up  the  grass  which  grows  between  the  paving-stones,  gazes 
innocently  and  fearlessly  at  the  big  dogs  and  horses,  plays 
with  shells  and  flowers,  and  makes  the  gardener  scold  when 
he  finds  sand  on  his  borders  and  dirt  in  his  paths.  All  is 
bright  and  gay;  all  is  mirth  around  it  like  itself,  even  to  the 
breeze  and  the  sunbeam,  which  vie  with  each  other  in  sport- 
ing among  the  light  curls  of  its  hair.  The  shoe  shows  the 
mother  all  this,  and  makes  her  heart  melt  within  her  like  wax 
before  the  fire. 

But  if  she  has  lost  her  child,  these  thousand  images  of 
bliss,  delight,  and  love  which  hover  around  the  little  shoe 
become  so  many  horrid  visions.  The  pretty  embroidered  shoe 
ceases  to  be  aught  but  an  instrument  of  torture,  forever  rend- 
ing the  mother's  heart.  The  same  fibre  still  vibrates, —  the 
deepest  and  most  sensitive  fibre ;  but  instead  of  being  caressed 
by  an  angel,  it  is  wrenched  by  a  demon. 

One  morning,  as  the  May  sun  was  rising  in  a  deep-blue 
sky,  such  as  Garofolo  loved  to  use  for  the  background  of  his 
"  Descents  from  the  Cross,"  the  recluse  of  the  Tour-Roland 
heard  the  noise  of  wheels,  horses'  hoofs,  and  the  clink  of  iron 
in  the  Greve.  She  paid  but  little  heed  to  it,  pulled  her  hair 
over  her  ears  to  drown  it,  and  again  fell  to  gazing,  on  her 
knees,  at  the  inanimate  object  which  she  had  thus  adored 
for  fifteen  years.  This  little  shoe,  as  we  have  already  said, 
was  the  entire  universe  to  her.  Her  every  thought  was  bound 
up  in  it,  never  to  be  parted  until  death.  The  gloomy  cavern 
of  the  Tour-Roland  alone  knew  how  many  bitter  curses,  how 
many  touching  lamentations,  prayers,  and  sobs,  she  had  ad- 
dressed to  Heaven  on  behalf  of  that  dainty  pink  satin  toy. 
Never  was  greater  despair  lavished  on  a  prettier,  more  grace- 
ful object. 

On  this  particular  morning  it  seemed  as  if  her  grief  burst 
forth  with  even  greater  violence  than  usual;  and  those  who 
passed  by  outside,  heard  her  wailing  in  a  loud  monotonous 
tone  which  pierced  their  very  hearts. 

"  Oh,   my   daughter,"   she  moaned,   "  my   daughter !     My 
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poor,  dear  little  child,  I  shall  never  see  you  again,  then !  It 
is  all  over !  It  always  seems  to  me  as  if  it  were  but  yesterday 
that  it  happened!  My  God,  my  God,  it  would  have  been 
better  never  to  give  her  to  me,  if  you  meant  to  snatch  her 
from  me  so  soon!  Perhaps  you  did  not  know  that  our  chil- 
dren are  a  part  of  ourselves,  and  that  a  mother  who  loses  her 
child  can  no  longer  believe  in  God!  Ah,  wretch  that  I  was, 
to  go  out  that  day !  Lord !  Lord !  to  take  her  from  me  thus, 
you  could  never  have  seen  me  with  her  when  I  warmed  her, 
all  rapture,  at  my  fire ;  when  she  laughed  at  my  breast ; 
when  I  helped  her  little  feet  to  climb  up  my  bosom  to  my 
lips !  Oh,  if  you  had  seen  all  this,  my  God,  you  would  have 
had  pity  on  my  joy;  you  would  not  have  robbed  me  of  the 
only  love  left  in  my  heart !  Was  I,  then,  so  miserable  a  crea- 
ture, Lord,  that  you  could  not  look  upon  me  before  you  con- 
demned me?  Alas!  alas!  here  is  the  shoe,  but  where  is  the 
foot;  where  is  the  rest;  where  is  the  child?  My  daughter, 
my  daughter!  what  have  they  done  with  you?  Lord,  restore 
her  to  me!  My  knees  have  been  bruised  for  fifteen  years  in 
praying  to  you,  my  God!  Will  not  that  suffice?  Restore 
her  to  me  for  a  day,  an  hour,  a  single  instant, —  one  instant 
only.  Lord !  —  and  then  cast  me  to  the  devil  for  all  eternity ! 
Oh,  if  I  did  but  know  where  to  find  the  skirts  of  your  gar- 
ment, I  would  cling  to  them  with  both  hands  until  you  gave 
me  back  my  child!  Have  you  no  mercy,  when  you  see  her 
pretty  little  shoe,  Lord?  Can  you  condemn  a  poor  mother 
to  fifteen  years  of  torment?  Kind  Virgin,  gracious  Lady  of 
Heaven!  they  have  taken  away  my  child- Jesus;  they  have 
stolen  her;  they  devoured  her  flesh  upon  the  heath,  they 
drank  her  blood,  they  gnawed  her  bones !  Gracious  Virgin, 
have  pity  upon  me !  My  daughter !  I  must  have  my  daugh- 
ter! What  do  I  care  if  she  is  in  paradise?  I  don't  want 
an  angel;  I  want  my  child.  I  am  a  lioness,  roaring  for  my 
whelp.  Oh,  I  will  writhe  upon  the  ground,  I  will  beat  my 
forehead  against  the  stones,  and  I  will  be  forever  damned, 
and  I  will  curse  you,  Lord,  if  you  keep  my  child  from  me! 
You  see  that  my  arms  are  all  bitten  and  torn,  Lord!  Hag 
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the  good  God  no  compassion?  Oh,  give  me  nothing  but  salt 
and  black  bread,  but  give  me  back  my  daughter,  and  she  will 
warm  me  like  the  sun!  Alas!  God,  my  Lord,  I  am  but  a 
vile  sinner;  but  my  daughter  made  me  pious.  I  was  full  of 
religion  from  love  of  her;  and  I  saw  you  through  her  smile 
as  through  an  opening  in  the  heavens.  Oh,  if  I  could  only 
once,  once  more,  just  once  more,  put  this  shoe  on  her  pretty 
little  rosy  foot,  I  would  die,  kind  Virgin,  blessing  you!  Ah! 
'twas  fifteen  years  ago.  She  would  be  almost  a  woman  now ! 
Unhappy  child !  What !  then  it  is  indeed  true  I  shall  never 
see  her  again,  not  even  in  heaven,  for  I  shall  never  go  there! 
Oh,  what  misery!  to  think  that  there  is  her  shoe,  and  that  is 
all  I  have  left!" 

The  unhappy  woman  had  flung  herself  upon  the  shoe,  for 
so  many  years  her  consolation  and  her  despair,  and  she  burst 
into  heartrending  sobs  as  if  it  were  the  very  day  it  happened; 
for  to  a  mother  who  has  lost  her  child,  her  loss  is  ever  pres- 
ent. Such  grief  as  that  never  grows  old.  The  garments  of 
mourning  may  rust  and  wear  out;  the  heart  remains  forever 
darkened. 

At  this  instant  the  fresh,  gay  voices  of  a  band  of  chil- 
dren were  heard  outside,  passing  the  cell.  Every  time  that 
a  child  met  her  eye  or  ear,  the  poor  mother  rushed  into  the 
blackest  corner  of  her  tomb,  and  seemed  trying  to  bury  her 
head  in  the  stone  walls,  that  she  might  not  hear  or  see  them. 
But  to-day,  on  the  contrary,  she  sprang  up  hastily,  and  lis- 
tened eagerly.  One  of  the  little  boys  said, — 

"  They  are  going  to  hang  a  gipsy  girl  to-day." 

With  the  sudden  leap  of  that  spider  which  we  saw  rush 
upon  a  fly  when  her  web  quivered,  she  ran  to  her  window, 
which  looked,  as  the  reader  knows,  upon  the  Greve.  A  lad- 
der was  indeed  erected  close  to  the  permanent  gallows,  and 
the  hangman's  assistant  was  arranging  the  chains  rusted  by 
the  rain.  A  number  of  people  stood  about  watching  him. 

The  laughing  group  of  children  had  already  vanished. 
The  nun  looked  about  for  some  passer-by,  whom  she  might 
question.  She  noticed,  close  by  her  cell,  a  priest,  who  feigned 
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to  be  reading  the  public  breviary,  but  who  was  far  less  occu- 
pied with  the  "  letters  latticed  with  iron  "  than  with  the  gib- 
bet, towards  which  he  cast  repeated  wild  and  gloomy  glances. 
She  recognized  him  as  the  archdeacon  of  Josas,  a  holy  man. 

"Father,"  she  asked,  "who  is  to  be  hanged  yonder?" 

The  priest  stared  at  her,  and  made  no  answer;  she  repeated 
her  question.  Then  he  said, — 

"  I  do  not  know." 

"  The  children  said  that  it  was  a  gipsy  girl,"  continued  the 
recluse. 

"  I  believe  it  is,"  said  the  priest. 

Then  Paquette  la  Chantefleurie  burst  into  a  hyena-like 
laugh. 

"  Sister,"  said  the  archdeacon,  "  do  you  hate  the  gipsies  so 
intensely?  " 

"  Do  I  hate  them ! "  cried  the  recluse ;  "  they  are  witches, 
child-stealers !  They  devoured  my  little  girl,  my  child,  my 
only  child !  I  have  no  heart  now ;  they  ate  it !  " 

She  was  frightful  to  look  upon.  The  priest  gazed  coldly 
at  her. 

"  There  is  one  whom  I  hate  particularly,  and  whom  I  have 
cursed,"  she  added ;  "  she  is  young, —  about  the  age  that  my 
daughter  would  have  been  if  her  mother  had  not  eaten  my 
girl.  Every  time  that  young  viper  passes  my  cell,  my  blood 
boils!" 

"  Well,  then,  sister,  rejoice,"  said  the  priest,  as  cold  as  the 
statue  on  a  monument ;  "  it  is  that  same  girl  whose  death  you 
are  about  to  witness." 

His  head  fell  upon  his  breast,  and  he  moved  slowly  away. 

The  recluse  wrung  her  hands  with  joy. 

"  I  told  her  she  would  mount  those  steps !  Thanks,  Sir 
Priest !  "  she  cried. 

And  she  began  to  stride  up  and  down  behind  her  barred 
window,  with  dishevelled  hair  and  flaming  eyes,  striking  her 
shoulder  against  the  wall  as  she  moved,  with  the  savage  air 
of  a  caged  wolf  which  has  long  gone  hungry,  and  knows  that 
feeding-time  is  at  hand. 


68  NOTIiE-DAME 

CHAPTER  VI 

THREE  MEN'S  HEARTS,   DIFFERENTLY  CONSTITUTED 

PHOEBUS,  however,  was  not  dead.  Men  of  his  kind  are 
hard  to  kill.  When  Master  Philippe  Lheulier,  ad- 
vocate extraordinary  to  the  king,  said  to  poor  Esmeralda, 
"  He  is  dying,"  he  was  either  mistaken  or  joking.  '  When 
the  archdeacon,  in  pronouncing  her  sentence,  repeated,  "  He 
is  dead,"  the  fact  was  that  he  knew  nothing  whatever  about 
it,  but  that  he  supposed  so,  he  reckoned  upon  it,  had  no 
doubt  of  it,  sincerely  hoped  it  was  so.  It  would  have  been 
too  much  to  expect  of  him,  that  he  should  carry  good  news 
of  his  rival  to  the  woman  he  loved.  Any  man  would  have 
done  the  same  in  his  place. 

Not  that  Phoebus's  wound  was  not  severe,  but  it  was  less 
so  than  the  archdeacon  flattered  himself.  The  surgeon,  to 
whose  house  the  soldiers  of  the  watch  had  at  once  carried  him, 
had  for  a  week  feared  for  his  life,  and  even  told  him  so  in 
Latin.  However,  youth  triumphed;  and,  as  frequently  hap- 
pens, prognosis  and  diagnosis  to  the  contrary,  Nature  amused 
herself  by  saving  the  patient  in  spite  of  the  doctor.  It  was 
while  he  still  lay  upon  the  surgeon's  truckle-bed  that  he 
underwent  the  first  examination  from  Philippe  Lheulier  and 
the  board  of  inquiry  from  the  Bishop's  Court,  which  an- 
noyed him  exceedingly.  Accordingly,  one  fine  morning,  feel- 
ing better,  he  left  his  golden  spurs  in  payment  of  the  doc- 
tor, and  slipped  away.  This  circumstance,  moreover,  did  not 
at  all  disturb  the  legal  proceedings.  Justice  in  those  days 
cared  little  for  precision  and  accuracy  in  a  criminal  suit. 
Provided  the  prisoner  were  hanged,  that  was  all  that  was 
necessary.  Now,  the  judges  had  proof  enough  against  Es- 
meralda. They  believed  Phoebus  to  be  dead,  and  that  was 
the  end  of  the  matter. 

Phrebus,  for  his  part,  had  not  gone  far.     He  simply  re- 
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joined  his  company,  then  in  garrison  at  Queue-en-Brie,  in  the 
Ile-de-France,  a  few  relays  a  way  from  Paris. 

After  all,  he  had  no  desire  to  appear  at  the  trial  in  per- 
son. He  had  a  vague  feeling  that  he  should  play  a  ridicu- 
lous part  in  it.  In  fact,  he  did  not  quite  know  what  to 
taink  about  the  matter.  Irreligious  and  superstitious,  like 
most  soldiers  who  are  nothing  but  soldiers,  when  he  ques- 
tioned himself  concerning  the  affair,  he  felt  somewhat  uneasy 
about  the  goat,  about  the  strange  fashion  in  which  he  first 
met  Esmeralda,  the  no  less  strange  fashion  in  which  she  had 
allowed  him  to  guess  her  love  for  him,  the  fact  of  her  gipsy 
blood,  and  lastly  the  goblin  monk.  He  had  a  dim  idea  that 
there  was  far  more  magic  than  love  in  the  story,  that  there 
was  probably  a  witch,  perhaps  the  devil,  mixed  up  in  it;  it 
was  a  very  disagreeable  farce,  or,  to  use  the  language  of  the 
day,  a  mystery,  in  which  he  played  a  most  awkward  part, — 
that  of  the  butt  for  cuffs  and  laughter.  He  felt  quite  sheep- 
ish about  it ;  he  experienced  that  kind  of  shame  which  La  Fon- 
taine so  admirably  defines :  — 

"  Shamefaced  as  a  fox  by  timid  chicken  caught." 

However,  he  hoped  that  the  affair  would  not  be  noised 
abroad,  and  that  he  being  absent,  his  name  would  scarcely  be 
mentioned,  and  in  any  case  would  not  be  known  outside  the 
court-room.  In  this  he  was  not  mistaken ;  for  there  was  no 
Police  Gazette  then ;  and  as  a  week  seldom  passed  but  there 
was  some  coiner  boiled,  or  witch  hanged,  or 'heretic  burned, 
by  one  of  the  innumerable  justices  of  Paris,  people  were  so 
much  accustomed  to  seeing  the  old  feudal  Themis  at  every 
street  corner,  with  her  sleeves  tucked  up  and  her  arms  bare, 
doing  her  work  at  the  gibbet,  the  whipping-post,  or  the  pil- 
lory, that  they  hardly  noticed  her.  The  aristocracy  of  that 
day  scarcely  knew  the  name  of  the  victim  who  passed  them 
on  the  street,  and  at  most  it  was  only  the  mob  that  regaled 
itself  with  this  coarse  meat.  An  execution  was  a  common 
incident  in  the  highways,  like  the  baker's  kneading-trough, 
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or  the  butcher's  shambles.  The  hangman  was  but  a  kind  of 
butcher  a  shade  more  skilful  than  the  other. 

Phoebus  accordingly  soon  set  his  mind  at  rest  in  regard 
to  the  enchantress  Esmeralda,  or  Similar,  as  he  called  her; 
to  the  stab  inflicted  by  the  gipsy  or  the  goblin  monk  (to 
him  it  mattered  little  which)  ;  and  to  the  issue  of  the  trial. 
But  no  sooner  was  his  heart  vacant  on  that  score,  than  the 
image  of  Fleur-de-Lys  re-entered  it.  The  heart  of  Cap- 
tain Phoebus,  like  the  physics  of  that  time,  abhorred  a  va- 
cuum. 

Besides,  Queue-en-Brie  was  a  very  tedious  abode, —  a  vil- 
lage of  farriers,  and  dairymaids  with  chapped  hands;  a  long 
string  of  huts  and  hovels  bordering  the  high-road  on  either 
side  for  half  a  league. 

Fleur-de-Lys  was  his  last  passion  but  one, —  a  pretty  girl 
with  a  delightful  dowry;  therefore,  one  fine  morning,  com- 
pletely cured  of  his  wound,  and  feeling  sure  that  after  a  lapse 
of  two  months  the  gipsy  matter  must  be  past  and  forgotten, 
the  amorous  knight  appeared  in  state  at  the  door  of  the 
Gondelaurier  house. 

He  paid  no  heed  to  a  somewhat  numerous  crowd  which  had 
gathered  in  the  square  in  front  of  Notre-Dame ;  he  recollected 
that  it  was  the  month  of  May;  he  supposed  there  was  some 
procession,  that  it  was  Pentecost  or  some  other  holiday,  fas- 
tened his  horse  to  the  ring  at  the  porch,  and  went  joyously 
upstairs  to  see  his  fair  betrothed. 

She  was  alone  with  her  mother. 

Fleur-de-Lys  ever  had  upon  her  mind  the  scene  with  the 
sorceress,  her  goat,  her  accursed  alphabet,  and  Phoebus's  long 
absence.  Still,  when  her  captain  entered,  he  looked  so  hand- 
some with  his  spick-and-span  new  uniform,  his  glittering 
baldric,  and  his  impassioned  air,  that  she  blushed  for  pleas- 
ure. 

The  noble  damsel  herself  was  more  lovely  than  ever.  Her 
superb  light  hair  was  braided  in  the  most  ravishing  man- 
ner ;  she  was  dressed  from  head  to  foot  in  that  sky-blue  which 
is  so  becoming  to  fair  skins, —  a  piece  of  coquetry  which 
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Colombe  had  taught  her;  and  her  eyes  swam  in  that  languor 
of  love  which  is  still  more  becoming. 

Phoebus,  who  had  seen  no  beauties  of  any  sort  since  he 
left  the  rustic  wenches  of  Queue-en-Brie,  was  carried  away  by 
Fleur-de-Lys,  and  this  lent  such  cordiality  and  gallantry  to 
his  manner  that  his  peace  was  soon  made.  Madame  de  Gon- 
delaurier  herself,  still  seated  maternally  in  her  great  arm- 
chair, had  not  the  courage  to  scold  him.  As  for  the  re- 
proaches of  Fleur-de-Lys,  they  died  away  in  tender  cooings. 

The  young  girl  sat  by  the  window,  still  working  away  at 
her  Neptune's  cave.  The  captain  leaned  against  the  back 
of  her  chair,  and  slee  addressed  her  affectionate  complaints  to 
him  in  an  undertone. 

"  Where  have  you  been  for  these  two  months,  you  naughty 
fellow?" 

"  I  swear,"  replied  Phoebus,  somewhat  embarrassed  by  the 
question,  "  that  you  are  handsome  enough  to  disturb  the 
clreams  of  an  archbishop." 

She  could  not  help  smiling. 

"  There,  there,  sir !  Leave  my  beauty  out  of  the  question, 
and  answer  me.  Fine  beauty,  indeed !  " 

"  Well,  dear  cousin,  I  was  sent  back  to  garrison." 

"  And  where,  pray  ?  And  why  didn't  you  come  and  take 
leave  of  me?  " 

"At  Queue-en-Brie." 

Phoebus  was  enchanted  that  the  first  question  helped  him 
to  evade  the  second. 

"  But  that  is  close  by,  sir.  Why  did  you  never  come  to 
f.ee  us  ?  " 

Here  Phoebus  was  seriously  embarrassed. 

"  Why  —  my  duties  —  And  then,  fair  cousin,  I  have 
been  ill." 

"  111 !  "  she  repeated  in  alarm. 

"  Yes, —  wounded." 

"Wounded!" 

The  poor  child  was  quite  overcome. 

"  Oh,  don't  be  frightened  about  that ! "  said  Phoebus,  in- 
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differently ;  "  it  was  nothing.  A  quarrel,  a  sword-thrust ; 
why  should  that  trouble  you?  " 

"  Why  should  that  trouble  me  ?  "  cried  Fleur-de-Ly s,  rais- 
ing her  lovely  eyes  bathed  in  tears.  "  Oh,  you  do  not  really 
mean  what  you  say !  What  was  this  sword-thrust  ?  I  insist 
upon  knowing  everything." 

"  Well,  then,  my  dear,  I  had  a  row  with  Mahe  Fedy,- — 
you  know  whom  I  mean, —  the  lieutenant  from  Saint-Ger- 
main-en-Laye ;  and  each  of  us  ripped  up  a  few  inches  of  the 
other's  skin.  That's  all  there  is  about  it." 

The  lying  captain  was  well  aware  that  an  affair  of  hon- 
our always  exalts  a  man  in  a  woman's  eyes.  In  fact,  Fleur- 
de-Lys  looked  him  in  the  face,  quivering  with  terror,  de- 
light, and  admiration.  Still,  she  was  not  completely  reas- 
sured. 

"  If  you  are  sure  tnat  you  are  quite  cured,  dear  Phoebus !  " 
said  she.  "  I  don't  know  your  Mahe  Fedy,  but  he  is  a  bad 
man.  And  what  did  you  quarrel  about?  " 

Here  Phoebus,  whose  imagination  was  only  tolerably  active, 
began  to  wonder  how  he  was  to  get  out  of  the  scrape. 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know, —  a  trifle,  a  horse,  a  bit  of  gossip ! 
Fair  cousin,"  cried  he,  in  order  to  change  the  conversation, 
"  what  can  that  noise  be  in  the  square?  " 

He  stepped  to  the  window. 

"  Heavens !  fair  cousin,  what  a  crowd  there  is  in  the 
square !  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Fleur-de-Lys,  "  but  I  heard  that  a 
witch  was  to  do  public  penance  this  morning  before  the 
church,  and  to  be  hanged  afterwards." 

The  captain  felt  so  sure  that  Esmeralda's  affair  was  well 
over,  that  he  took  very  little  interest  in  Fleur-de-Lys'  words. 
Still  he  asked  her  one  or  two  questions. 

"  What  is  this  witch's  name?  " 

"  I  do  not  know,"  replied  she. 

"  And  what  do  they  claim  that  she  has  done  ?  " 

She  again  shrugged  her  white  shoulders. 

"  I  don't  know." 
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"  Oh,  my  sweet  Saviour !  "  said  the  mother,  "  there  are  so 
many  sorcerers  nowadays  that  they  burn  them,  I  verily  be- 
lieve, without  knowing  their  names.  You  might  as  well  try 
to  find  out  the  name  of  every  cloud  in  the  sky.  After  all, 
we  may  rest  easy.  The  good  God  keeps  his  list."  Here  the 
venerable  lady  rose,  and  came  to  the  window.  "  Good 
1  ,ord !  "  said  she,  "  you're  right,  Phoebus.  What  a  rabble ! 
15less  me!  if  they  haven't  climbed  upon  the  house-tops!  Do 
3  ou  know,  Phoebus,  it  reminds  me  of  my  young  days.  When 
King  Charles  VII.  entered  Paris,  there  was  exactly  such  a 
crowd.  I've  forgotten,  now,  just  what  year  that  was. 
When  I  talk  to  you  of  such  matters,  it  seems  to  you  like 
ancient  history,  doesn't  it,  while  to  me  it  seems  quite  recent. 
Oh,  that  was  a  much  finer-looking  crowd  than  this  is !  They 
even  hung  upon  the  battlements  of  the  Porte  Saint-Antoine. 
The  king  had  the  queen  on  the  crupper  behind  him,  and 
after  their  Highnesses  came  all  the  ladies  riding  on  the  crup- 
pers of  all  the  lords.  I  remember  people  laughed  well  be- 
cause beside  Amanyon  de  Garlande,  who  was  very  short  of 
stature,  was  my  lord  Matefelon,  a  knight  of  gigantic  size, 
who  had  killed  heaps  of  Englishmen.  It  was  a  splendid 
sight.  A  procession  of  all  the  gentlemen  in  France,  with 
their  oriflammes  blazing  in  our  very  eyes.  Some  bore  pen- 
nons and  some  bore  banners.  How  can  I  tell  you  who  they 
all  were?  There  was  the  Lord  of  Calan,  with  his  pennon; 
Juan  de  Chateaumorant  with  his  banner;  the  Lord  of  Coucy, 
with  his  banner,  and  a  showier  one  it  was,  too,  than  any  of 
the  others  except  that  of  the  Due  de  Bourbon.  Alas !  how 
sad  it  is  to  think  that  all  that  has  been,  and  that  nothing  of  it 
remains!  " 

The  two  lovers  did  not  listen  to  the  worthy  dowager. 
Phoebus  again  leaned  on  the  back  of  his  sweetheart's  chair, 
—  a  charming  position,  whence  his  impudent  gaze  pierced 
every  opening  in  Fleur-de-Lys'  neckerchief.  This  necker- 
chief gaped  so  opportunely,  and  permitted  him  to  note  so 
many  exquisite  things,  and  to  divine  so  many  others,  that, 
dazzled  by  her  skin  with  its  satiny  gloss,  he  said  to  himself, 
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"  How  can  anybody  ever  fall  in  love  with  any  but  a  fair- 
skinned  woman?  " 

Both  were  silent.  The  young  girl  occasionally  looked  up 
at  him  with  rapture  and  affection,  and  their  hair  mingled  in 
a  spring  sunbeam. 

"  Phoebus,"  suddenly  said  Fleur-de-Lys  in  a  low  voice, 
"  we  are  to  marry  in  three  months ;  swear  to  me  that  you 
have  never  loved  any  other  woman  but  me." 

"  I  swear  it,  lovely  angel !  "  replied  Phcebus,  and  his  pas- 
sionate gaze  combined  with  the  truthful  accent  of  his  voice  to 
convince  Fleur-de-Lys.  Perhaps  he  even  believed  himself  at 
that  instant. 

Meanwhile  the  good  mother,  charmed  to  see  the  lovers  on 
such  excellent  terms,  had  left  the  room  to  attend  to  some  do- 
mestic detail.  Phoebus  perceived  this,  and  solitude  so  em- 
boldened the  adventurous  captain  that  his  brain  soon  filled 
with  very  strange  ideas.  Fleur-de-Lys  loved  him;  he  was 
her  betrothed;  she  was  alone  with  him;  his  former  fancy  for 
her  revived,  not  in  all  its  freshness,  but  in  all  its  ardour. 
After  all,  it  is  no  great  crime  to  eat  some  of  your  fruit  be- 
fore it  is  harvested.  I  know  not  whether  all  these  thoughts 
passed  through  his  mind,  but  certain  it  is  that  Fleur-de-Lys 
was  suddenly  frightened  by  the  expression  of  his  eyes.  She 
looked  about  her,  and  saw  that  her  mother  had  gone. 

"  Heavens !  "  said  she,  blushing  and  confused,  "  how  warm 
I  feel ! " 

"  Indeed,  I  think,"  said  Phoebus,  "  that  it  must  be  almost 
noon.  The  sun  is  very  annoying;  I  had  better  close  the 
curtains." 

"No,  no,"  cried  the  poor  girl;  "on  the  contrary,  I  want 
air." 

And  like  a  deer  which  feels  the  hot  breath  of  the  pack, 
she  rose,  ran  to  the  window,  opened  it,  and  rushed  out  upon 
the  balcony. 

Phoebus,  vexed  enough,  followed  her. 

The  square  before  the  cathedral  of  Notre-Dame,  upon 
which,  as  we  know,  the  balcony  looked,  at  this  moment  offered 
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a  strange  and  painful  spectacle,  which  quickly  changed  the 
nature  of  the  timid  Fleur-de-Lys'  fright. 

A  vast  throng,  which  overflowed  into  all  the  adjacent 
streets  completely  blocked  the  square.  The  little  wall,  breast- 
high,  which  surrounded  the  central  part,  known  as  the  Parvis, 
would  not  have  sufficed  to  keep  it  clear  if  it  had  not  been  rein- 
forced by  a  thick  hedge  of  Serjeants  of  the  Onze-Vingts  and 
hackbuteers,  culverin  in  hand.  Thanks  to  this  thicket  of 
pikes  and  arquebuses,  it  remained  empty.  The  entrance  was 
guarded  by  a  body  of  halberdiers  bearing  the  bishop's  arms. 
The  wide  church-doors  were  closed,  in  odd  contrast  to  the 
countless  windows  overlooking  the  square,  which,  open  up 
to  the  very  gables,  revealed  thousands  of  heads  heaped  one 
upon  the  other  almost  like  the  piles  of  cannon-balls  in  an 
artillery  park. 

The  surface  of  this  mob  was  grey,  dirty,  and  foul.  The 
spectacle  which  it  was  awaiting  was  evidently  one  of  those 
which  have  the  privilege  of  extracting  and  collecting  all  that 
•s  most  unclean  in  the  population.  Nothing  could  be  more 
hideous  than  the  noise  which  arose  from  that  swarm  of  soiled 
caps  and  filthy  headgear.  In  that  crowd  there  was  more 
laugher  than  shouting;  there  were  more  women  than  men. 

Now  and  then  some  sharp,  shrill  voice  pierced  the  general 
uproar. 

"  Hollo !  Mahiet  Baliffre.     Will  she  be  hung  yonder?  " 
"  Fool !  that  is   where   she's  to   do   penance   in  her  shift. 
The  priest  will  spit  a  little  Latin  at  her.     It's  always  done 
here  at  noon.     If  you  are  looking  for  the  gallows,  you  must 
go  to  the  Greve." 

"  I'll  go  afterwards." 

"  I  say,  Boucanbry,  is  it  true  that  she  has  refused  a  con- 
fessor?" 

"  So  it  seems,  Bechaigne." 

"  Look  at  that,  the  heathen !  " 
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"  Sir,  it  is  the  custom.  The  Palace  bailiff  is  bound  to  de- 
liver over  the  malefactor,  sentence  having  been  pronounced, 
for  execution,  if  it  be  one  of  the  laity,  to  the  provost  of  Paris ; 
if  it  be  a  scholar,  to  the  judges  of  the  Bishop's  Court." 

"  I  thank  you,  sir." 

"  Oh,  Heavens !  "  said  Fleur-de-Lys,  "  the  poor  creature !  " 

The  thought  of  the  unfortunate  victim  filled  with  sadness 
the  glance  which  she  cast  upon  the  crowd.  The  captain,  far 
more  absorbed  in  her  than  in  that  collection  of  rabble,  amor- 
ously fingered,  her  girdle  from  behind.  She  turned  with  the 
smiling  entreaty, — 

"  For  pity's  sake,  let  me  alone,  Phoebus !  If  my  mother 
returned,  she  would  see  your  hand !  " 

At  this  instant  the  clock  of  Notre-Dame  slowly  struck 
twelve.  A  murmur  of  satisfaction  burst  from  the  crowd. 
The  last  vibration  of  the  twelfth  stroke  had  scarcely  died 
away,  when  the  sea  of  heads  tossed  like  the  waves  on  a  windy 
day,  and  a  vast  shout  rose  from  the  street,  the  windows,  and 
the  roofs : — 

"  There  she  is !  " 

Fleur-de-Lys  covered  her  eyes  with  her  hands  that  she 
might  not  see. 

"  My  charmer,"  said  Phoebus,  "  will  you  go  in  ?  " 

"  No,"  replied  she ;  and  those  eyes  which  she  had  closed 
from  fear  she  opened  again  from  curiosity. 

A  tumbrel,  drawn  by  a  strong  Norman  cart-horse,  and  en- 
tirely surrounded  by  cavalry  in  violet  livery  with  white 
crosses,  had  just  entered  the  square  from  the  Rue  Saint 
Pierre  aux  Boeufs.  The  officers  of  the  watch  made  a  pas- 
sage for  it  through  the  people  with  lusty  blows  of  their  whips. 
Beside  the  tumbrel  rode  a  number  of  officers  of  justice  and 
of  police  who  might  be  known  by  their  black  dress  and  their 
awkward  seat  in  the  saddle.  Master  Jacques  Charmolue  pa- 
raded at  their  head.  In  the  fatal  wagon  sat  a  young  girl, 
her  arms  bound  behind  her,  and  no  priest  at  her  side.  She 
was  in  her  shift;  her  long  black  locks  (it  was  the  fashion  then 
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not  to  cut  them  until  the  foot  of  the  gibbet  was  reached)  fell 
upon  her  breast  and  over  her  half -naked  shoulders. 

Through  this  floating  hair,  glossier  than  the  raven's  wing, 
a  3-ough  grey  cord  was  twisted  and  knotted,  chafing  her  deli- 
caie  skin,  and  winding  about  the  poor  girl's  graceful  neck 
like  an  earthworm  around  a  flower.  Beneath  this  rope  glit- 
tered a  tiny  amulet  ornamented  with  green  glass  beads,  which 
sht;  had  doubtless  been  allowed  to  keep,  because  nothing  is 
refused  to  those  about  to  die.  The  spectators  posted  at  the 
windows  could  see  at  the  bottom  of  the  tumbrel  her  bare 
legs,  which  she  tried  to  hide  under  her,  as  if  by  a  last  femi- 
nir  e  instinct.  At  her  feet  was  a  little  goat,  also  bound. 
The  prisoner  held  in  her  teeth  her  shift,  which  was  not  se- 
curely fastened. 

Even  in  her  misery  she  seemed  to  suffer  at  being  thus  ex- 
posed almost  naked  to  the  public  gaze.  Alas!  it  is  not  for 
such  tremors  that  modesty  is  made. 

"  Only  see,  fair  cousin,"  said  Fleur-de-Lys  quickly  to  the 
captain,  "  it  is  that  wicked  gipsy  girl  with  the  goat." 

So  saying,  she  turned  to  Phoebus.  His  eyes  were  fixed 
upon  the  tumbrel.  He  was  very  pale. 

6  What  gipsy  girl  with  the  goat  ?  "  he  stammered. 

"Why,  Phoebus!"  rejoined  Fleur-de-Lys;  "don't  you  re- 
member — 

Phoebus  interrupted  her :  — 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean." 

He  took  a  step  to  re-enter;  but  Fleur-de-Lys,  whose  jeal- 
ousy, already  so  deeply  stirred  by  this  same  gipsy,  was  again 
revived,  cast  a  suspicious  and  penetrating  look  at  him.  She 
now  vaguely  recalled  having  heard  that  there  was  a  captain 
concerned  in  the  trial  of  this  sorceress. 

"  What  ails  you?  "  said  she  to  Phoebus  "  one  would  think 
that  this  woman  had  disturbed  you." 

Phoebus  tried  to  sneer. 

"Me!     Not  the  least  in  the  world!     Me,  indeed!" 

"  Then  stay,"  returned  she,  imperiously ;  "  let  us  see  it 
out." 
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The  luckless  captain  was  forced  to  remain.  He  was  some- 
what reassured  when  he  found  that  the  prisoner  did  not  raise 
her  eyes  from  the  bottom  of  her  tumbrel.  It  was  but  too 
truly  Esmeralda.  Upon  this  last  round  of  the  ladder  of  op- 
probrium and  misfortune  she  was  still  beautiful;  her  large 
black  eyes  looked  larger  than  ever  from  the  thinness  of  her 
cheeks;  her  livid  profile  was  pure  and  sublime.  She  resem- 
bled her  former  self  as  one  of  Masaccio's  Virgins  resem- 
bles a  Virgin  by  Raphael, —  feebler,  thinner,  weaker. 

Moreover,  her  whole  being  was  tossed  hither  and  thither, 
and  save  for  her  sense  of  modesty,  she  had  abandoned  every- 
thing, so  utterly  was  she  crushed  by  stupor  and  despair. 
Her  body  rebounded  with  every  jolt  of  the  cart,  like  some 
shattered,  lifeless  thing.  A  tear  still  lingered  in  her  eye,  but 
it  was  motionless,  and,  as  it  were,  frozen. 

Meantime  the  mournful  cavalcade  had  traversed  the  crowd 
amid  shouts  of  joy  and  curious  stares.  Still,  we  must  con- 
fess, as  faithful  historians,  that  many,  even  the  hardest 
hearted,  were  moved  to  pity  at  the  sight  of  so  much  beauty 
and  so  much  misery. 

The  tumbrel  had  entered  the  Parvis. 

Before  the  central  door  it  stopped.  The  escort  was  drawn 
up  in  line  on  either  side.  The  mob  was  hushed,  and  amidst 
this  solemn,  anxious  silence  the  two  leaves  of  the  great  door 
moved,  as  if  spontaneously,  upon  their  creaking  hinges. 
Then  the  entire  length  of  the  deep,  dark  church  was  seen, 
hung  with  black,  faintly  lighted  by  a  few  glimmering  tapers 
upon  the  high  altar,  and  opening  like  the  jaws  of  some  cav- 
ern in  the  middle  of  the  square,  dazzling  with  light.  At  the 
very  end,  in  the  shadows  of  the  chancel,  a  huge  silver  cross 
was  dimly  visible,  standing  out  in  relief  against  a  black  cloth 
which  hung  from  the  roof  to  the  floor.  The  whole  nave  was 
empty;  but  heads  of  priests  were  seen  moving  confusedly 
among  the  distant  choir-stalls,  and,  at  the  moment  that  the 
great  door  was  thrown  open,  a  loud,  solemn,  and  monotonous 
chant  proceeded  from  the  church,  casting  fragments  of  dis- 
mal psalms,  like  gusts  of  wind,  upon  the  prisoner's  head:—- 
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"  Non  timebo  millia  populi  circumdantis  me:  exsurge,  Do- 
mine;  salvum  me  fac,  Deus! 

"  Salvum  me  fac,  Deus,  quoniam  intraverunt  aquce  usque 
ad  animam  meam. 

"  Infixus  sum  in  limo  profundi;  et  non  est  substantial 

At  the  same  time,  another  voice,  apart  from  the  choir,  in- 
toned from  the  steps  of  the  high  altar  this  mournful  offer- 
tory :  — 

"  Qui  verbum  meum  audit,  et  credit  ei  qui  misit  me,  habet 
vitam,  ceternam  et  in  judicium  non  venit;  sed  transit  a  morte 
in  vitam.'* 

This  chant,  sung  afar  off  by  a  few  old  men  lost  in  the 
darkness,  over  that  beautiful  being  full  of  life  and  youth, 
caressed  by  the  warm  air  of  spring,  bathed  in  sunshine,  was 
a  part  of  the  mass  for  the  dead. 

The  people  listened  quietly. 

The  wretched  victim,  in  her  terror,  seemed  to  lose  all  power 
of  sight  and  thought  in  the  dark  interior  of  the  church. 
Her  pale  lips  moved  as  if  in  prayer,  and  when  the  hangman's 
assistant  approached  to  help  her  down  from  the  cart,  he  heard 
her  murmur  in  an  undertone  the  word  "  Phoebus." 

Her  hands  were  untied,  and  she  alighted,  accompanied  by 
her  goat,  which  was  also  unbound,  and  which  bleated  with 
delight  at  regaining  its  freedom;  and  she  was  then  led  bare- 
footed over  the  hard  pavement  to  the  foot  of  the  steps  leading 
to  the  porch.  The  cord  about  her  neck  trailed  behind  her, 
like  a  serpent  pursuing  her. 

Then  the  chanting  in  the  church  ceased.  A  great  gold 
cross  and  a  file  of  tapers  began  to  move  in  the  gloom ;  the 
halberds  of  the  beadles  in  their  motley  dress  clashed  against 
the  floor;  and  a  few  moments  later  a  long  procession  of 
priests  in  chasubles  and  deacons  in  dalmatics  marched  sol- 
emnly towards  the  prisoner,  singing  psalms  as  they  came. 
But  her  eyes  were  fixed  upon  him  who  walked  at  their  head, 
immediately  after  the  cross-bearer. 

"  Oh,"  she  whispered  shudderingly,  "  there  he  is  again  I 
the  priest ! " 
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It  was  indeed  the  archdeacon.  On  his  left  was  the  assist- 
ant precentor,  and  on  his  right  the  precentor  himself,  armed 
with  the  wand  of  his  office.  He  advanced,  with  head  thrown 
back,  eyes  fixed  and  opened  wide,  chanting  in  a  loud  voice :  — 

"  De  venire  inferi  clamavi,  et  exaudisti  vocem  meam. 

"  Et  projecisti  me  in  profundum  in  corde  maris,  et  ftumen 
circumdedit  me." 

When  he  appeared  in  full  daylight  under  the  lofty  pointed 
arch  of  the  portal,  wrapped  in  a  vast  cope  of  cloth  of  silver 
embroidered  with  a  black  cross,  he  was  so  pale  that  more  than 
one  of  the  crowd  thought  that  he  must  be  one  of  those  mar- 
ble bishops  kneeling  upon  the  monuments  in  the  choir,  who 
had  risen  and  come  forth  to  receive  on  the  threshold  of  the 
tomb  her  who  was  about  to  die. 

She,  no  less  pale  and  no  less  rigid,  hardly  noticed  that  a 
heavy  lighted  taper  of  yellow  wax  had  been  placed  in  her 
hand;  she  did  not  hear  the  shrill  voice  of  the  clerk  reading 
the  fatal  lines  of  the  penance;  when  she  was  told  to  answer 
"  Amen,"  she  answered  "  Amen."  Nor  was  she  restored  to 
any  slight  sense  of  life  and  strength  until  she  saw  the  priest 
sign  to  her  jailers  to  retire,  and  himself  advance  alone  to- 
wards her. 

Then  the  blood  boiled  in  her  veins,  and  a  lingering  spark 
of  indignation  was  rekindled  in  that  already  numb,  cold  soul. 

The  archdeacon  approached  her  slowly;  even  in  this  ex- 
tremity she  saw  him  gaze  upon  her  nakedness  with  eyes  glit- 
tering with  passion,  jealousy,  and  desire.  Then  he  said  to 
her  aloud,  "  Young  girl,  have  you  asked  God  to  pardon  your 
faults  and  failings  ?  " 

He  bent  to  her  ear  and  added  (the  spectators  supposed  that 
he  was  receiving  her  last  confession).  "Will  you  be  mine? 
I  can  save  you  even  yet !  " 

She  gazed  steadily  at  him :  "  Begone,  demon !  or  I  will 
denounce  you ! " 

He  smiled  a  horrible  smile.  "  No  one  will  believe  you ; 
you  would  only  add  a  scandal  to  a  crime.  Answer  quickly! 
Will  you  be  mine  ?  " 


NOTRE-DAME  81 

"  What  have  you  done  with  my  Phoebus  ?  " 

u  He  is  dead !  "  said  the  priest. 

At  this  moment  the  miserable  archdeacon  raise^  his  head 
mechanically,  and  saw  at  the  opposite  end  of  the  square,  upon 
the  balcony  of  the  Gondelaurier  house,  the  captain  standing 
beside  Fleur-de-Lys.  He  staggered,  passed  his  hand  over  his 
eyes,  looked  again,  murmured  a  curse,  and  all  his  features 
were  violently  convulsed. 

"'  So  be  it !  die  yourself ! "  he  muttered.  "  No  one  else 
srmll  possess  you." 

Then,  raising  his  hand  above  the  gipsy  girl's  head,  he  ex- 
claimed in  funereal  tones,  "  /  nunc,  anima  anceps,  et  sit  tibi 
Deus  misericors!  " 

This  was  the  awful  formula  with  which  these  sombre  cere- 
monies were  wont  to  close.  It  was  the  signal  agreed  upon  be- 
tween the  priest  and  the  executioner. 

The  people  knelt. 

"  Kyrie,  eleison,"  said  the  priests  beneath  the  arch  of  the 
portal. 

"  Kyrie,  eleison,"  repeated  the  multitude  with  a  noise  which 
rose  above  their  heads  like  the  roar  of  a  tempestuous  sea. 

"  Amen,"  said  the  archdeacon. 

He  turned  his  back  upon  the  prisoner,  his  head  again  fell 
upon  his  breast,  his  hands  were  crossed,  he  rejoined  his  train 
of  priests,  and  a  moment  later  he  disappeared,  with  cross, 
candles,  and  copes,  beneath  the  dim  arches  of  the  cathedral, 
and  his  sonorous  voice  faded  slowly  down  the  choir,  chanting 
these  words  of  despair :  — 

"  Omnes  gurgites  tui  et  ftuctus  tui  super  me  transierunt!  " 

At  the  same  time  the  intermittent  echo  of  the  iron-bound 
shaft  of  the  beadles'  halberds,  dying  away  by  degrees  be- 
tween the  columns  of  the  nave,  seemed  like  the  hammer  of  a 
clock  sounding  the  prisoner's  final  hour. 

Meantime  the  doors  of  Notre-Dame  remained  open,  reveal- 
ing the  church,  empty,  desolate,  clad  in  mourning,  silent  and 
unlighted. 

The  prisoner  stood  motionless  in  her  place,  awaiting  her 
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doom.  One  of  the  vergers  was  obliged  to  warn  Master  Char- 
molue,  who  during  this  scene  had  been  studying  the  bas-relief 
upon  the  great  porch,  which  represents,  according  to  some, 
the  Sacrifice  of  Abraham;  according  to  others,  the  great  Al- 
chemical Operation,  the  sun  being  typified  by  the  angel,  the 
fire  by  the  fagot,  and  the  operator  by  Abraham. 

He  was  with  some  difficulty  withdrawn  from  this  contem- 
plation; but  at  last  he  turned,  and  at  a  sign  from  him,  two 
men  clad  in  yellow,  the  executioner's  aids,  approached  the 
gipsy  girl  to  refasten  her  hands. 

The  unhappy  creature,  as  she  was  about  to  remount  the 
fatal  tumbrel  and  advance  on  her  last  journey,  was  perhaps 
seized  by  some  poignant  regret  for  the  life  she  was  so  soon 
to  lose.  She  raised  her  dry  and  fevered  eyes  to  heaven,  to 
the  sun,  to  the  silvery  clouds  here  and  there  intersected  by 
squares  and  triangles  of  azure;  then  she  cast  them  down 
around  her,  upon  the  ground,  the  crowd,  the  houses.  All  at 
once,  while  the  men  in  yellow  were  binding  her  elbows,  she 
uttered  a  terrible  shriek, —  a  shriek  of  joy.  Upon  yonder 
balcony,  there,  at  the  corner  of  the  square,  she  had  just  seen 
him,  her  lover,  her  lord,  Phoebus,  the  other  apparition  of  her 
life. 

The  judge  had  lied!  the  priest  had  lied!  It  was  indeed 
he,  she  could  not  doubt  it;  he  was  there,  handsome,  living, 
clad  in  his  splendid  uniform,  the  plume  upon  his  head,  his 
sword  at  his  side ! 

"  Phoebus ! "  she  cried;  "  my  Phoebus !  " 

And  she  strove  to  stretch  out  her  arms  quivering  with  love 
and  rapture;  but  they  were  bound. 

Then  she  saw  the  captain  frown,  a  lovely  young  girl  who 
leaned  upon  him  look  at  him  with  scornful  lip  and  angry 
eyes;  then  Phoebus  uttered  a  few  words  which  did  net  reach 
her,  and  both  vanished  hastily  through  the  window  of  the  bal- 
cony, which  was  closed  behind  them. 

"  Phoebus,"  she  cried  in  despair,  "  do  you  believe  this 
thing?" 

A  monstrous  idea  had  dawned  upon  her.   .  She  remembered 
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that  she  had  been  condemned  for  the  murder  of  Captain  Phoe- 
bus de  Chateaupers. 

She  had  borne  everything  until  now.  But  this  last  blow 
was  too  severe.  She  fell  senseless  upon  the  pavement. 

"  Come,"  said  Charmolue,  "  lift  her  into  the  tumbrel,  and 
let  us  make  an  end  of  it ! " 

No  one  had  observed,  in  the  gallery  of  statues  of  the  kings 
carved  just  above  the  pointed  arches  of  the  porch,  a  strange 
spectator  who  had  until  now  watched  all  that  happened  with 
such  impassivity,  with  so  outstretched  a  neck,  so  deformed 
a  visage,  that,  had  it  not  been  for  his  party-coloured  red 
and  violet  garb,  he  might  have  passed  for  one  of  those  stone 
monsters  through  whose  jaws  the  long  cathedral  gutters  have 
for  six  centuries  past  disgorged  themselves.  This  spectator 
had  lost  nothing  that  had  passed  since  noon  before  the  doors 
cf  Notre-Dame.  And  at  the  very  beginning,  unseen  by  any 
one,  he  had  firmly  attached  to  one  of  the  small  columns  of  the 
gallery  a  strong  knotted  rope,  the  end  of  which  trailed  upon 
the  ground  below.  This  done,  he  began  to  look  about  him 
quietly,  and  to  whistle  from  time  to  time  when  a  blackbird 
flew  by  him. 

All  at  once,  just  as  the  hangman's  assistants  were  prepar- 
ing to  execute  Charmolue's  phlegmatic  order,  he  bestrode  the 
balustrade  of  the  gallery,  seized  the  rope  with  his  feet,  knees, 
find  hands;  then  he  slid  down  the  fa9ade  as  a  drop  of  rain 
glides  down  a  window-pane,  rushed  towards  the  two  execu- 
tioners with  the  rapidity  of  a  cat  falling  from  a  roof,  flung 
ihem  to  the  ground  with  his  two  huge  fists,  seized  the  gipsy 
girl  in  one  hand,  as  a  child  might  a  doll,  and  with  one  bound 
ivas  in  the  church,  holding  her  above  his  head,  and  shouting 
in  a  tremendous  voice, — 

"  Sanctuary ! " 

All  this  was  done  with  such  speed  that  had  it  been  night, 
one  flash  of  lightning  would  have  sufficed  to  see  it  all. 

"  Sanctuary !  sanctuary !  "  repeated  the  mob ;  and  the  clap- 
ping of  ten  thousand  hands  made  Quasimodo's  single  eye 
flash  with  pride  and  pleasure. 
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This  shock  restored  the  prisoner  to  her  senses.  She  raised 
her  eyelids,  looked  at  Quasimodo,  then  closed  them  suddenly, 
as  if  alarmed  by  her  saviour. 

Charmolue  stood  stupefied,  and  the  hangman  and  all  the 
escort  did  the  same.  In  fact,  within  the  precincts  of  Notre- 
Dame  the  prisoner  was  secure ;  the  cathedral  was  a  sure  place 
of  refuge;  all  human  justice  died  upon  its  threshold. 

Quasimodo  had  paused  beneath  the  great  portal,  his  broad 
feet  seeming  as  firmly  rooted  to  the  pavement  of  the  church 
as  the  heavy  Roman  pillars.  His  big  bushy  head  was  buried 
between  his  shoulders  like  the  head  of  a  lion  which  also  has 
a  mane  and  no  neck.  He  held  the  young  girl,  trembling 
from  head  to  foot,  suspended  in  his  horny  hands  like  a  white 
drapery;  but  he  carried  her  as  carefully  as  if  he  feared  he 
should  break  or  injure  her.  He  seemed  to  feel  that  she  was 
a  delicate,  exquisite,  precious  thing,  made  for  other  hands 
than  his.  At  times  he  looked  as  if  he  dared  not  touch  her, 
even  with  his  breath.  Then,  all  at  once,  he  pressed  her  close 
in  his  arms,  upon  his  angular  bosom,  as  his  treasure,  his  only 
wealth,  as  her  mother  might  have  done.  His  gnome-like  eye, 
resting  upon  her,  flooded  her  with  tenderness,  grief,  and 
pity,  and  was  suddenly  lifted,  flashing  fire.  Then  the  women 
laughed  and  wept,  the  mob  stamped  with  enthusiasm,  for  at 
that  instant  Quasimodo  was  truly  beautiful.  He  was  beau- 
tiful,—  he,  that  orphan,  that  foundling,  that  outcast ;  he 
felt  himself  to  be  august  and  strong;  he  confronted  that 
society  from  which  he  was  banished,  and  with  whose  decrees 
he  had  so  powerfully  interfered,  that  human  justice  from 
which  he  had  wrested  its  prey,  all  those  tigers  with  empty 
jaws,  those  myrmidons,  those  judges,  those  executioners,  all 
that  royal  will  which  he  had  crushed,  he, —  the  lowliest  of 
creatures,  with  the  strength  of  God. 

Then,  too,  how  touching  was  the  protection  extended  by 
so  deformed  a  creature  to  one  so  unfortunate  as  the  girl  con- 
demned to  die,  and  saved  by  Quasimodo !  It  was  the  two  ex- 
treme miseries  of  Nature  and  society  meeting  and  mutually 
aiding  each  other. 
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However,  after  a  few  moments  of  triumph,  Quasimodo 
plunged  abruptly  into  the  church  with  his  burden.  The  peo- 
ple, lovers  of  all  prowess,  followed  him  with  their  eyes,  re- 
gretting that  he  had  so  soon  withdrawn  from  their  plaudits. 
All  at  once  he  reappeared  at  one  end  of  the  gallery  of  the 
Icings  of  France;  he  ran  along  it  like  a  madman,  holding 
his  conquest  aloft,  and  shouting,  "  Sanctuary !  "  The  crowd 
broke  into  fresh  applause.  The  gallery  traversed,  he  again 
rushed  into  the  interior  of  the  church.  A  moment  after,  he 
reappeared  upon  the  upper  platform,  the  gipsy  still  in  his 
arms,  still  running  frantically,  still  shouting,  "  Sanctuary ! " 
gnd  the  mob  applauded.  At  last  he  appeared  for  the  third 
time  upon  the  summit  of  the  tower  of  the  big  bell;  from 
thence  he  seemed  with  pride  to  show  the  whole  city  her  whom 
he  had  saved,  and  his  thundering  voice  —  that  voice  so  rarely 
heard  by  any  one,  and  never  by  himself  —  repeated  thrice, 
with  frenzy  that  pierced  the  very  clouds :  "  Sanctuary ! 
Sanctuary !  Sanctuary !  " 

"  Noel !  Noel ! "  cried  the  people  in  their  turn ;  and  that 
vast  shout  was  heard  with  amazement  by  the  throng  in  the 
Greve  on  the  other  bank  of  the  river,  and  by  the  recluse,  who 
still  waited,  her  eyes  riveted  to  the  gallows. 


BOOK  IX 
CHAPTER  I 

DELIRIUM 

CLAUDE  FROLLO  was  no  longer  in  Notre-Dame  when 
his  adopted  son  so  abruptly  cut  the  fatal  knot  in 
which  the  wretched  archdeacon  had  caught  the  gipsy  and 
was  himself  caught.  Returning  to  the  sacristy,  he  had 
snatched  off  his  alb,  cope,  and  stole,  flung  them  all  into  the 
hands  of  the  amazed  sacristan,  fled  through  the  private  door 
of  the  cloisters,  ordered  a  boatman  of  the  Terrain  to  set  him 
over  to  the  left  bank  of  the  Seine,  and  plunged  in  among 
the  hilly  streets  of  the  University,  not  knowing  whither  he 
went,  meeting  at  every  turn  bands  of  men  and  women  hasten- 
ing gaily  towards  the  Pont  Saint-Michel  in  the  hope  that 
they  might  yet  be  in  time  to  see  the  witch  hanged, —  pale, 
haggard,  more  bewildered,  blinder,  and  fiercer  than  a  night- 
bird  let  loose  in  broad  daylight  and  pursued  by  a  troop  of 
boys.  He  no  longer  knew  where  he  was,  what  he  did,  whether 
he  was  dreaming  or  awake.  He  went  on,  he  walked,  he  ran, 
taking  any  street  at  haphazard,  but  still  urged  forward  by 
the  Greve,  the  horrible  Greve,  which  he  vaguely  felt  behind 
him. 

In  this  way  he  passed  St.  Genevieve's  Mount,  and  finally 
left  the  town  by  the  Porte  Saint-Victor.  He  continued  to 
flee  as  long  as  he  could  see,  on  turning,  the  ring  of  towers 
around  the  University,  and  the  scattered  houses  of  the  sub- 
urb; but  when  at  last  a  ridge  completely  hid  that  odious 
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Paris,  when  he  could  imagine  himself  a  hundred  leagues  away 
in  the  fields,  in  a  desert,  he  paused,  and  it  seemed  as  if  he 
breathed  again. 

Then  frightful  thoughts  crowded  upon  him.  Once  more 
he  saw  into  his  soul  as  clear  as  day,  and  he  shuddered  at  the 
sight.  He  thought  of  the  unhappy  girl  who  had  destroyed 
him,  and  whom  he  had  destroyed.  He  cast  a  despairing 
glance  at  the  doubly-crooked  path  along  which  Fate  had  led 
their  destinies,  up  to  the  meeting-point  where  it  had  piti- 
lessly dashed  them  against  each  other.  He  thought  of  the 
folly  of  eternal  vows,  of  the  vanity  of  chastity,  science,  re- 
ligion, virtue,  and  the  uselessness  of  God.  He  indulged  in 
evil  thoughts  to  his  heart's  content,  and  as  he  yielded  to  them 
he  felt  himself  giving  way  to  Satanic  laughter. 

And  as  he  thus  searched  his  soul,  when  he  saw  how  large  a 
space  Nature  had  reserved  therein  for  the  passions,  he  sneered 
more  bitterly  still.  He  stirred  up  all  the  hatred  and  malice 
from  the  very  depths  of  his  heart;  and  he  recognized,  with 
the  cold  gaze  of  a  physician  studying  his  patient,  that  this 
malice  was  nothing  but  love  perverted;  that  love,  the  source 
of  all  virtue  in  man,  turned  to  horrible  things  in  the  heart  of 
a  priest,  and  that  a  man  formed  like  him,  when  he  became  a 
priest  became  a  demon.  Then  he  laughed  fearfully,  and  all 
at  once  he  again  turned  pale,  as  he  considered  the  most  for- 
bidding side  of  his  fatal  passion, —  of  that  corrosive,  ven- 
omous, malignant,  implacable  love  which  led  but  to  the  gal- 
lows for  one,  to  hell  for  the  other :  she  condemned,  he  damned. 

And  then  he  laughed  anew  as  he  reflected  that  Phoebus  was 
alive;  that  after  all  the  captain  lived,  was  light-hearted  and 
content,  had  finer  uniforms  than  ever,  a  new  sweetheart  whom 
he  brought  to  see  the  old  one  hanged.  His  sneers  were  re- 
doubled when  he  reflected  that,  of  all  the  living  beings  whose 
death  he  had  desired,  the  gipsy  girl,  the  only  creature  whom 
he  did  not  hate,  was  the  only  one  who  had  not  escaped  him. 

Then  from  the  captain  his  mind  wandered  to  the  mob,  and 
he  was  overcome  with  jealousy  of  an  unheard-of  kind.  He 
thought  that  the  mob,  too,  the  entire  mob,  had  had  before 
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their  eyes  the  woman  whom  he  loved,  in  her  shift,  almost 
naked.  He  writhed  as  he  thought  that  this  woman,  whose 
form,  half  seen  by  him  alone  in  darkness  would  have  af- 
forded him  supreme  delight,  had  been  exposed  in  broad  day- 
light at  high  noon  to  an  entire  multitude  clad  as  for  a  night 
of  pleasure.  He  wept  with  rage  over  all  those  mysteries 
of  love  profaned,  soiled,  exposed,  withered  forever.  He  wept 
with  rage,  picturing  to  himself  the  foul  eyes  which  had  rev- 
elled in  that  scanty  covering;  and  that  that  lovely  girl,  that 
virgin  lily,  that  cup  of  modesty  and  delight,  to  which  he 
dared  not  place  his  lips  without  trembling,  had  been  made 
common  property,  a  vessel  from  which  the  vilest  rabble  of 
Paris,  thieves,  beggars,  and  lackeys,  had  come  to  quaff  to- 
gether a  shameless,  impure,  and  depraved  pleasure. 

And  when  he  strove  to  picture  the  bliss  which  he  might 
have  found  upon  earth  if  she  had  not  been  a  gipsy  and  he 
had  not  been  a  priest,  if  Phoebus  had  never  lived,  and  if  S!K. 
had  loved  him;  when  he  imagined  the  life  of  peace  and  love 
which  might  have  been  possible  for  him  also ;  when  he  thought 
that  there  were  even  at  that  very  instant  here  and  there  on 
the  earth  happy  couples  lost  in  long  talks  beneath  orange- 
trees,  on  the  border  of  streams,  beneath  a  setting  sun  or  a 
starry  heaven;  and  that,  had  God  so  willed,  he  might  have 
formed  with  her  one  of  those  blest  couples,  his  heart  melted 
within  him  in  tenderness  and  despair. 

Oh,  she !  it  is  she !  She, —  the  one  idea  which  returned  ever 
and  again,  torturing  him,  turning  his  brain,  gnawing  'his 
vitals.  He  regretted  nothing,  repented  nothing;  all  that  he 
had  done  he  was  ready  to  do  again;  he  preferred  to  see  her 
in  the  hangman's  hands  rather  than  in  the  captain's  arms. 
But  he  suffered;  he  suffered  so  intensely  that  at  times  he  tore 
out  his  hair  by  handfuls,  to  see  if  it  had  not  turned  white  with 
anguish. 

There  was  one  moment  among  the  rest  when  it  occurred 
to  him  that  this  was  possibly  the  minute  when  the  hideous 
chain  which  he  had  seen  that  morning  was  drawing  its  iron 
noose  closer  and  ever  closer  around  that  slender,  graceful 
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neck.  This  idea  made  the  perspiration  start  from  every 
pore. 

There  was  another  moment  when,  while  laughing  devilishly 
at  himself,  he  pictured  at  one  and  the  same  time  Esmeralda 
as  he  had  first  seen  her, —  alert,  heedless,  happy,  gaily 
dressed,  dancing,  winged,  and  harmonious, —  and  Esmeralda 
as  he  had  last  seen  her,  in  her  shift,  with  the  rope  about  her 
neck,  slowly  approaching  with  her  bare  feet  the  cruel  gal- 
Jows;  and  this  double  picture  was  so  vivid  that  he  uttered  a 
terrible  cry. 

While  this  whirlwind  of  despair  overwhelmed,  crushed, 
broke,  bent,  and  uprooted  everything  in  his  soul,  he  consid- 
ered the  scene  around  him.  At  his  feet  some  hens  were  peck- 
ing and  scratching  among  the  bushes,  enamelled  beetles 
crawled  in  the  sun;  above  his  head,  groups  of  dappled  grey 
clouds  sailed  over  the  blue  sky;  in  the  horizon,  the  spire  of 
the  Abbey  of  Saint- Victor  cut  the  curve  of  the  hill  with  its 
slated  obelisk;  and  the  miller  of  the  Buttes  Copeau  whistled 
as  he  watched  the  busy  wheels  of  his  mill  go  round.  All 
this  active,  industrious,  tranquil  life,  reproduced  around  him 
in  a  thousand  forms,  hurt  him.  He  again  tried  to  escape. 

Thus  he  ran  through  the  fields  until  nightfall.  This  flight 
from  Nature,  life,  himself,  man,  God,  everything,  lasted  the 
entire  day.  Sometimes  he  threw  himself  face  downwards 
upon  the  earth,  and  tore  up  the  young  corn  with  his  nails: 
sometimes  he  paused  in  some  deserted  village  street;  and  his 
thoughts  were  so  unendurable  that  he  seized  his  head  in  both 
hands  and  tried  to  snatch  it  from  his  shoulders  that  he  might 
dash  it  to  pieces  upon  the  ground. 

Towards  sunset  he  examined  himself  anew,  and  found  that 
he  was  almost  mad.  The  tempest  which  had  been  raging 
within  him  from  the  instant  that  he  lost  all  hope  and  will  to 
save  the  gipsy  girl  had  not  left  a  single  sane  idea,  a  single 
sound  thought,  in  his  brain.  His  reason  was  laid  low  by  it, 
was  almost  wholly  destroyed  by  it.  His  mind  retained  but 
two  distinct  images, —  Esmeralda  and  the  scaffold;  all  else 
was  black.  Those  two  closely  connected  images  presented 
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a  frightful  group;  and  the  more  he  fixed  upon  them  such 
power  of  attention  and  intellect  as  he  still  retained,  the  more 
they  seemed  to  grow,  by  a  fantastic  progression, —  the  one 
in  grace,  charm,  beauty,  light,  the  other  in  horror;  so  that  at 
last  Esmeralda  appeared  to  him  as  a  star,  the  gibbet  as  an 
enormous  fleshless  arm. 

It  was  a  remarkable  thing  that  in  spite  of  all  this  tor- 
ment he  never  seriously  thought  of  suicide.  The  wretch  was 
so  constituted.  He  clung  to  life.  Perhaps  he  really  saw 
hell  lurking  in  the  background. 

Meantime,  the  day  continued  to  decline.  That  spark  of 
life  which  still  burned  within  him  dreamed  dimly  of  returning 
home.  He  fancied  himself  remote  from  Paris;  but  on  ex- 
amination he  discovered  that  he  had  merely  made  the  circuit 
of  the  University.  The  spire  of  Saint-Sulpice  and  the  three 
lofty  pinnacles  of  Saint-Germain  des  Pres  rose  above  the 
horizon  on  his  right.  He  proceeded  in  that  direction. 
When  he  heard  the  challenge  of  the  abbot's  men-at-arms 
around  the  battlemented  walls  of  Saint-Germain  he  turned 
aside,  took  a  footpath  which  he  saw  between  the  abbey  mill 
and  the  lazaretto  of  the  suburb,  and  in  a  few  moments  found 
himself  at  the  edge  of  the  Pre-aux-Clercs.  This  meadow  was 
famous  for  the  riots  going  on  there  continually,  day  and 
night ;  it  was  the  "  hydra-headed  jnonster  "  of  the  poor  monks 
of  Saint-Germain :  "  Quo d  monachis  Sancti-Germani  pra- 
tensis  hydra  fuit,  clerlcis  nova  semper  dissidiorum  capita  sus- 
citfmtibus."  The  archdeacon  dreaded  meeting  some  one 
there ;  he  was  afraid  of  any  human  face ;  he  had  shunned  the 
University  and  the  village  of  Saint-Germain;  he  was  deter- 
mined not  to  enter  the  city  streets  any  earlier  than  he  could 
help. 

He  skirted  the  Pre-aux-Clercs,  took  the  deserted  path  di- 
viding it  from  the  Dieu-Neuf,  and  at  last  reached  the  bank 
of  the  river.  There  he  found  a  boatman,  who  for  a  few 
farthings  rowed  him  up  the  Seine  as  far  as  the  City,  where 
he  landed  him  on  that  strip  of  waste  land  where  the  reader  has 
already  seen  Gringoire  indulging  in  a  reverie,  and  which  ex- 
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tended  beyond  the  king's  gardens,  parallel  with  the  island  of 
the  Passeur  aux  Vachcs. 

The  monotonous  rocking  of  the  boat  and  the  ripple  of  the 
water  had  somewhat  stupefied  the  unhappy  Claude.  When 
the  boatman  had  gone,  he  stood  upon  the  shore  in  a  dazed 
condition,  staring  straight  forward,  and  .seeing  everything 
in  a  sort  of  luminous  mist  which  seemed  to  dance  before  his 
eyes.  The  fatigue  of  great  grief  often  produces  this  effect 
upon  the  brain. 

The  sun  had  set  behind  the  tall  Tour  de  Nesle.  It  was 
twilight.  The  sky  was  silvery,  the  water  in  the  river  was 
silvery  too.  Between  these  two  silver  whites,  the  left  bank 
of  the  Seine,  upon  which  his  eyes  were  riveted,  stretched  its 
sombre  length,  and,  tapering  in  the  distance,  faded  away  at 
last  among  the  hazes  of  the  horizon  in  the  shape  of  a  black 
spire.  It  was  covered  with  houses,  whose  dark  outlines  only 
were  visible,  cast  in  strong  relief  against  the  bright  back- 
ground of  cloud  and  water.  Here  and  there  windows  began 
to  grow  like  live  embers.  The  vast  black  obelisk  thus  de- 
tached between  the  two  white  masses  of  sky  and  river,  the 
latter  very  broad  just  here,  produced  a  strange  effect  on  Don 
Claude, —  such  as  might  be  felt  by  a  man  lying  flat  on  his 
back  at  the  foot  of  the  Strasburg  cathedral,  and  gazing  up 
id  the  huge  spire  piercing  the  twilight  shadows  over  his  head. 
Only  here,  Claude  was  standing  and  the  obelisk  lying  low; 
but  as  the  river,  by  reflecting  the  sky,  prolonged  the  abyss 
beneath,  the  vast  promontory  seemed  to  shoot  into  space  as 
boldly  as  any  cathedral  spire;  and  the  impression  produced 
was  the  same.  The  impression  was  made  even  stronger  and 
more  singular  by  the  fact  that  it  was  indeed  the  Strasburg 
steeple,  but  the  Strasburg  steeple  two  leagues  high, —  some- 
thing unheard-of,  gigantic,  immeasurable;  a  structure  such 
as  no  human  eye  ever  beheld;  a  Tower  of  Babel.  The  chim- 
neys of  the  houses,  the  battlements  of  the  wall,  the  carved  ga- 
bles of  the  roofs,  the  spire  of  the  Augustine  monastery,  the 
Tour  de  Nesle,  all  these  projections  which  marred  the  outline 
of  the  colossal  obelisk,  added  to  the  illusion  by  grotesquely 
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counterfeiting  to  the  eye  the  indentations  of  some  rich  and 
fantastic  carving. 

Claude,  in  the  state  of  hallucination  in  which  he  then  was, 
believed  that  he  saw  —  saw  with  his  bodily  eyes  —  the  pinna- 
cles of  hell;  the  countless  lights  scattered  from  end  to  end  of 
the  awful  tower  appeared  to  him  like  so  many  doors  lead- 
ing to  the  vast  furnace  within;  the  voices  and  the  sounds 
which  arose  from  it,  like  so  many  shrieks  and  groans.  Then 
he  was  terrified;  he  clapped  his  hands  to  his  ears  that  he 
might  not  hear  them,  turned  his  back  that  he  might  not  see, 
and  hastened  away  from  the  fearful  vision. 

But  the  vision  was  within  him. 

When  he  once  more  entered  the  city  streets,  the  passing 
people  elbowing  each  other  in  the  light  of  the  shop  windows 
affected  him  like  the  never-ending  coming  and  going  of  spec- 
tres. There  were  strange  noises  in  his  ears;  extraordinary 
images  troubled  his  senses.  He  saw  neither  houses,  nor  pave- 
ment, nor  chariots,  nor  men  and  women,  but  a  chaos  of  inde- 
terminate objects  which  melted  into  one  another.  At  the 
corner  of  the  Rue  de  la  Barillerie  there  was  a  grocer's  shop, 
the  sloping  roof  of  which  was,  according  to  immemorial  cus- 
tom, hung  with  tin  hoops,  from  each  of  which  was  suspended 
a  circle  of  wooden  candles,  which  clattered  and  clashed  in  the 
wind  like  castanets.  He  fancied  he  heard  the  heap  of  skele- 
tons at  Montfaucon  knocking  their  bones  against  one  an- 
other in  the  darkness. 

"  Oh,"  he  muttered,  "  the  night  wind  dashes  them  together, 
and  mingles  the  sound  of  their  chains  with  the  rattle  of  their 
bones !  Perhaps  she  too  is  there  among  them !  " 

Bewildered  and  distracted,  he  knew  not  where  he  went. 
After  walking  a  few  steps,  he  found  himself  upon  the  Pont 
Saint-Michel.  There  was  a  light  at  the  window  of  a  room 
on  the  ground-floor;  he  went  up  to  it.  Through  a  cracked 
pane  he  saw  a  dirty  room,  which  roused  a  vague  memory  in 
his  brain.  In  this  room,  dimly  lighted  by  a  small  lamp, 
there  was  a  fresh,  fair-haired,  merry-faced  }^outh,  who  with 
loud  bursts  of  laughter  kissed  a  gaudily-dressed  girl;  and 
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n«3ar  the  lamp  sat  an  old  woman  spinning  and  singing  in  a 
cracked  voice.  As  the  young  man  occasionally  ceased  laugh- 
ing, fragments  of  the  old  woman's  song  reached  the  priest; 
it  was  something  unintelligible  and  frightful :  — 

"  Bark,  Greve,  growl,  Greve ! 
Spin,  spin,  my  spindle  brave, 
For  the  hangman  spin  a  cord, 
As  he  whistles  in  the  prison  yard, 
Bark,  Greve,  growl,  Greve! 

"The  lovely  hempen  cord  forevermore! 
Sow  from  Issy  e'en  to  Vanvre's  shore 
Hemp,  and  never  of  corn  a  grain. 
No  thief  will  ever  steal  for  gain 
The  lovely  hempen  cord. 

"  Growl,  Greve,  bark,  Greve ! 
To  see  the  wanton  and  the  knave 
Hanging  on  the  gallows  high, 
Every  window  is  an  eye. 
Growl,  Greve,  bark,  Greve ! " 

Hereupon  the  young  man  laughed,  and  caressed  the  girl. 
The  old  woman  was  Mother  Falourdel ;  the  girl  was  a  woman 
of  the  town ;  the  young  man  was  his  brother  Jehan. 

He  continued  to  gaze.     As  well  this  sight  as  another. 

He  saw  Jehan  go  to  a  window  at  the  back  of  the  room,  open 
ii,  cast  a  glance  at  the  quay,  where  countless  lighted  windows 
gleamed  in  the  distance,  and  he  heard  him  say,  as  he  closed 
the  window, — 

"  By  my  soul !  it  is  night  already.  The  citizens  have 
lighted  their  candles,  and  the  good  God  his  stars." 

Then  Jehan  went  back  to  the  girl  and  broke  a  bottle  which 
stood  on  the  table,  exclaiming, — 

"  Empty  already,  by  Jove !  and  I  have  no  more  money ! 
Isabeau,  my  love,  I  shall  never  feel  content  with  Jupiter  until 
he  turns  your  two  white  breasts  into  two  black  bottles,  whence 
I  may  suck  Beaune  wine  night  and  day." 

This  witticism  made  the  girl  laugh,  and  Jehan  sallied  forth. 

Don  Claude  had  barely  time  to  throw  himself  on  the  ground, 
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lest  he  should  be  encountered,  looked  in  the  face,  and  recog- 
nized by  his  brother.  Luckily,  the  street  was  dark,  and  the 
student  was  drunk.  However,  he  noticed  the  archdeacon  ly- 
ing on  the  pavement  in  the  mire. 

"  Ho!  ho! "  said  he;  "  here's  a  fellow  who  has  led  a  jolly 
life  to-day." 

With  his  foot  he  stirred  Don  Claude,  who  held  his  breath. 

"Dead  drunk,"  continued  Jehan.  "Well,  he  is  full, — 
a  regular  leech  dropped  from  a  cask  because  he  can  suck  no 
more.  He  is  bald,"  he  added,  stooping ;  "  he  is  an  old  man ! 
Fortunate  senex!  " 

Then  Don  Claude  heard  him  move  off,  saying, — 

"  All  the  same,  reason  is  a  fine  thing,  and  my  brother  the 
archdeacon  is  very  lucky  to  be  both  wise  and  rich." 

The  archdeacon  then  rose,  and  ran  at  full  speed  in  the  di- 
rection of  Notre-Dame,  whose  enormous  towers  rose  before 
him  in  the  darkness  above  the  surrounding  houses. 

When,  quite  breathless,  he  reached  the  square  in  front  of 
the  cathedral,  he  shrank  back,  and  dared  not  raise  his  eyes 
to  the  fatal  building. 

"  Oh,"  said  he  in  a  low  tone,  "  is  it  indeed  true  that  such 
a  thing  can  have  occurred  here  to-day, —  this  very  morning?  " 

Still  he  ventured  to  look  at  the  church.  The  front  was 
dark;  the  sky  behind  it  glittered  with  stars.  The  crescent 
moon,  which  had  just  risen  above  the  horizon,  had  that  instant 
paused  at  the  summit  of  the  right-hand  tower,  and  seemed 
to  have  perched,  like  a  luminous  bird,  on  the  edge  of  the  rail- 
ing, which  was  cut  into  black  trefoils. 

The  cloister  door  was  closed,  but  the  archdeacon  always 
carried  about  him  the  key  to  the  tower  in  which  was  his  labora- 
tory. He  now  used  it  to  let  himself  into  the  church. 

Inside,  all  was  gloomy  and  silent  as  the  tomb.  By  the 
heavy  shadows  falling  on  all  sides  in  broad  masses,  he  knew 
that  the  hangings  put  up  for  the  morning's  ceremonies  had 
not  yet  been  removed.  The  great  silver  cross  gleamed 
through  the  darkness,  dotted  with  sparkling  points  of  light, 
like  the  milky  way  of  this  sepulchral  night.  The  long  choir 
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windows  showed  the  tops  of  their  pointed  arches  above  the 
black  drapery,  the  panes,  traversed  by  a  moonbeam,  wearing 
only  the  doubtful  colours  of  the  night, —  a  sort  of  violet, 
\diite,  and  blue,  in  tints  which  are  found  nowhere  else  save  on 
the  face  of  the  dead.  The  archdeacon^  seeing  these  pale 
points  of  arches  all  around  the  choir,  fancied  that  he  beheld 
the  mitres  of  bishops  who  had  been  damned.  He  shut  his 
eyes,  and  when  he  reopened  them,  he  imagined  that  there  was 
a  circle  of  ashen  faces  gazing  at  him. 

He  fled  across  the  church.  Then  it  seemed  to  him  that  the 
church,  too,  moved,  stirred,  breathed,  and  lived ;  that  each  big 
column  became  a  monstrous  leg,  which  pawed  the  ground  with 
its  broad  stone  hoof;  and  that  the  vast  cathedral  was  only 
a  sort  of  prodigious  elephant,  which  panted  and  trampled,  with 
pillars  for  feet,  its  two  towers  for  tusks,  and  the  immense 
black  draperies  for  caparison. 

Thus  his  fever,  or  mania,  had  attained  such  a  degree  of 
intensity  that  the  external  world  had  ceased  to  be  to  the  un- 
fortunate man  anything  more  than  a  sort  of  Apocalypse,  vis- 
ible, tangible,  terrifying. 

For  one  moment  he  was  comforted.  As  he  entered  the 
aisles,  he  perceived,  behind  a  group  of  pillars,  a  reddish  light, 
towards  which  he  hastened  as  towards  a  star.  It  was  the 
poor  lamp  which  burned  day  and  night  above  the  public 
breviary  of  Notre-Dame,  under  its  iron  grating.  He  fell 
eagerly  to  reading  the  sacred  book,  in  the  hope  of  finding 
some  consolation  or  some  encouragement.  The  volume  was 
open  at  this  passage  from  Job,  over  which  his  fixed  eye 
ran :  — 

"  Then  a  spirit  passed  before  my  face ;  the  hair  of  my  flesh 
stood  up." 

On  reading  this  melancholy  passage,  he  felt  as  a  blind  man 
f  3els  who  is  pricked  by  the  staff  which  he  has  picked  up. 
His  knees  gave  way  beneath  him,  and  he  sank  to  the  ground, 
thinking  of  her  who  had  that  day  perished.  Such  awful 
fumes  rose  up  and  penetrated  his  brain  that  it  seemed  to  him 
as  if  his  head  had  become  one  of  the  mouths  of  hell. 
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He  remained  some  time  in  this  position,  incapable  of 
thought,  crushed  and  powerless  in  the  hand  of  the  demon  that 
possessed  him.  At  last,  some  measure  of  strength  returned 
to  him;  it  occurred  to  him  to  take  refuge  in  the  tower  with 
his  faithful  Quasimodo.  He  rose,  and  as  he  was  frightened, 
he  took,  to  light  his  steps,  the  lamp  from  the  breviary.  This 
was  a  sacrilege,  but  he  had  ceased  to  heed  such  trifles. 

He  slowly  climbed  the  tower  stairs,  full  of  secret  terror, 
which  must  have  been  shared  by  the  few  passers-by  outside 
in  the  square,  who  saw  the  mysterious  light  of  his  lamp  mov- 
ing at  that  late  hour  from  loop-hole  to  loop-hole,  to  the  top 
of  the  tower. 

All  at  once  he  felt  a  freshness  upon  his  face,  and  found 
himself  under  the  door  of  the  uppermost  gallery.  The  air 
was  cold;  the  sky  was  overcast  with  clouds,  whose  large  white 
masses  encroached  one  upon  the  other,  rounding  the  sharp 
corners,  and  looking  like  the  breaking-up  of  the  ice  in  a  river 
in  winter.  The  crescent  moon,  stranded  in  the  midst  of  the 
clouds,  seemed  a  celestial  ship  caught  fast  among  these  ice- 
bergs of  the  air. 

He  cast  down  his  eyes,  and  looked  for  a  moment  between 
the  iron  rails  of  the  small  columns  which  connect  the  two 
towers,  far  away,  through  a  mist  of  fog  and  smoke,  at  the 
silent  throng  of  the  roofs  of  Paris, —  steep,  numberless, 
crowded  close  together,  and  small  as  the  waves  of  a  calm  sea 
on  a  summer's  night. 

The  moon  shed  a  faint  light,  which  lent  an  ashen  tint  to 
both  heaven  and  earth. 

At  this  moment  the  clock  raised  its  shrill,  cracked  voice; 
it  struck  midnight.  The  priest's  thoughts  reverted  to  noon- 
day ;  it  was  again  twelve  o'clock. 

"  Oh,"  he  whispered,  "  she  must  be  cold  by  this  time ! " 

Suddenly  a  blast  of  wind  extinguished  his  lamp,  and  al- 
most at  the  same  instant  he  saw,  at  the  opposite  corner  of 
the  tower,  a  shadow,  something  white,  a  figure,  a  woman. 
He  trembled.  By  this  woman's  side  was  a  little  goat,  which 
mingled  its  bleat  with  the  final  bleat  of  the  bell. 
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He  had  the  courage  to  look  at  her.     It  was  she. 

She  was  pale;  she  was  sad.  Her  hair  fell  loosely  over  her 
shoulders,  as  in  the  morning,  but  there  was  no  rope  about  her 
neck;  her  hands  were  no  longer  bound.  She  was  free;  she 
was  dead. 

She  was  dressed  in  white,  and  had  a  white  veil  over  her 
head. 

She  came  towards  him  slowly,  looking  up  to  heaven.  The 
supernatural  goat  followed  her.  He  felt  as  if  turned  to  stone, 
and  too  heavy  to  escape.  At  each  step  that  she  advanced, 
he  took  one  backwards,  and  that  was  all.  In  this  way  he 
retreated  beneath  the  dark  arch  of  the  staircase.  He  was 
frozen  with  fear  at  the  idea  that  she  might  perhaps  follow 
him  thither;  had  she  done  so,  he  would  have  died  of  terror. 

She  did  indeed  approach  the  staircase  door,  pause  there  for 
a  few  moments,  look  steadily  into  the  darkness,  but  without 
appearing  to  see  the  priest,  and  pass  on.  She  seemed  to  him 
taller  than  in  life ;  he  saw  the  moon  through  her  white  robes ; 
he  heard  her  breathe. 

When  she  had  passed  him,  he  began  to  descend  the  stairs 
with  the  same  slow  motion  as  the  spectre,  imagining  that  he 
too  was  a  spectre, —  haggard,  his  hair  erect,  his  extinguished 
lump  still  in  his  hand;  and  as  he  went  down  the  spiral  stairs, 
he  distinctly  heard  in  his  ear  a  mocking  voice,  which  repeated 
the  words, — 

"  A  spirit  passed  before  my  face ;  the  hair  of  my  flesh 
stood  up." 


CHAPTER  II 

DEFORMED,    BLIND,   LAME 


EVERY  city  in  the  Middle  Ages  —  and  up  to  the  time  of 
Louis  XII.  every  city  in  France  —  had  its  places  of 
refuge,  its  sanctuaries.     These  places  of  refuge,  amidst  the 
deluge  of  penal  laws  and  barbarous  jurisdictions  which  flooded 


98  NOTRE-DAME 

the  city  of  Paris,  were  like  so  many  islands  rising  above  the 
level  of  human  justice.  Every  criminal  who  landed  there 
was  saved.  In  each  district  there  were  almost  as  many  places 
of  refuge  as  gallows.  The  abuse  of  a  privilege  went  side  by 
side  with  the  abuse  of  punishment, —  two  bad  things,  each 
striving  to  correct  the  other.  Royal  palaces,  princely  man- 
sions, and  above  all  churches,  had  the  right  of  sanctuary; 
sometimes  an  entire  town  which  stood  in  need  of  repopulation 
was  given  the  temporary  right.  Louis  XI.  made  Paris  a 
sanctuary  in  1467. 

Having  once  set  foot  within  the  sanctuary,  the  criminal 
was  sacred;  but  let  him  beware  how  he  ventured  forth:  one 
step  outside  his  shelter  plunged  him  again  in  the  billows.  The 
wheel,  the  gibbet,  and  the  strappado  kept  close  guard  around 
the  place  of  refuge,  and  watched  their  prey  unceasingly,  like 
sharks  in  a  vessel's  wake.  Thus  men  have  been  known  to 
grow  grey  in  a  convent,  on  a  palace  staircase,  in  abbey  fields, 
under  a  church  porch;  so  that  the  sanctuary  became  a  prison 
in  all  save  name.  It  sometimes  happened  that  a  solemn  de- 
cree from  Parliament  violated  the  sanctuary,  and  gave  up  the 
criminal  to  justice;  but  this  occurrence  was  rare.  The  Par- 
liaments stood  in  some  awe  of  the  bishops ;  and  when  cowl  and 
gown  came  into  collision,  the  priest  usually  got  the  best  of  it. 
Sometimes,  however,  as  in  the  matter  of  the  assassins  of 
Petit-Jean,  the  Paris  hangman,  and  in  that  of  Emery  Rous- 
seau, Jean  Valleret's  murderer,  Justice  overrode  the  Church, 
and  proceeded  to  carry  out  her  sentences;  but,  without  an 
order  from  Parliament,  woe  to  him  who  violated  any  sanctuary 
by  armed  force!  We  know  what  fate  befell  Robert  de  Cler- 
mont,  Marshal  of  France,  and  Jean  de  Chalons,  Marshal  of 
Champagne;  and  yet  the  case  in  question  was  merely  that  of 
one  Perrin  Marc,  a  money-changer's  man,  a  miserable  assas- 
sin. But  the  two  marshals  broke  open  the  doors  of  Saint- 
Mery;  therein  lay  the  crime. 

Such  was  the  veneration  felt  for  these  refuges  that,  as 
tradition  goes,  it  occasionally  extended  even  to  animals.  Ay- 
moin  relates  that  a  stag  chased  by  Dagobert,  having  taken 
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refuge  near  the  tomb  of  Saint  Denis,  the  pack  stopped  short, 
barking  loudly. 

Churches  had  usually  a  cell  prepared  to  receive  suppliants. 
In  1407  Nicolas  Flamel  had  built  for  them  upon  the  arches 
of  Saint- Jacques  de  la  Boucherie,  a  chamber  which  cost  him 
four  pounds  six  pence  sixteen  Paris  farthings. 

At  Notre-Dame  it  was  a  cell  built  over  the  aisles  under 
t  ic  flying  buttresses,  on  the  very  spot  where  the  wife  of  the 
present  keeper  of  the  towers  has  made  a  garden,  which  com- 
pares with  the  hanging  gardens  of  Babylon  as  a  lettuce  with 
a  palm-tree,  or  a  porter's  wife  with  Semiramis. 

It  was  here  that  Quasimodo  had  deposited  Esmeraldo  after 
his  frantic  and  triumphal  race  through  the  towers  and  gal- 
leries. While  that  race  lasted,  the  young  girl  did  not  re- 
cover her  senses, —  half  dozing,  half  waking,  conscious  only 
of  being  borne  upward  through  the  air,  whether  floating  or 
flying,  or  lifted  above  the  earth  by  some  unknown  power. 
From  time  to  time  she  heard  the  noisy  laughter,  the  harsh 
voice  of  Quasimodo  in  her  ear.  She  half  opened  her  eyes ; 
then  beneath  her  she  saw  dimly  all  Paris  dotted  with  countless 
roofs  of  slate  and  tiles,  like  a  red  and  blue  mosaic ;  above  her 
ht>ad  the  fearful,  grinning  face  of  Quasimodo.  Her  eyelids 
f <  11 ;  she  thought  that  all  was  over,  that  she  had  been  hanged 
during  her  swoon,  and  that  the  misshapen  spirit  which  ruled 
hi;r  destiny  had  again  taken  possession  of  her  and  carried 
her  away.  She  dared  not  look  at  him,  but  yielded  to  his 
sway. 

But  when  the  breathless  and  dishevelled  bell-ringer  laid  her 
down  in  the  cell  of  refuge,  when  she  felt  his  great  hands  gently 
untie  the  rope  which  bruised  her  arms,  she  experienced  that 
sort  of  shock  which  wakens  with  a  start  the  passengers  on  a 
ship  that  runs  aground  in  the  middle  of  a  dark  night.  Her 
ideas  woke  too,  and  returned  to  her  one  by  one.  She  saw 
that  she  was  still  in  Notre-Dame;  she  remembered  being  torn 
from  the  hangman's  hands;  that  Phoebus  lived,  that  Phoebus 
had  ceased  to  love  her;  and  these  two  ideas,  one  of  which  lent 
such  bitterness  to  the  other,  presenting  themselves  simultane- 
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ously  to  the  poor  victim,  she  turned  to  Quasimodc,  who  stood 
before  her  and  who  terrified  her,  saying, — 

"  Why  did  you  save  me  ?  " 

He  looked  anxiously  at  her,  as  if  striving  to  guess  what 
she  said.  She  repeated  her  question.  He  gazed  aj:  her  with 
profound  sadness,  and  fled. 

She  was  amazed. 

A  few  moments  later  he  returned,  bringing  a  packet  which 
he  threw  at  her  feet.  It  contained  clothes  left  at  the  door  of 
the  church  for  her  by  charitable  women. 

Then  she  looked  down  at  herself,  saw  that  she  was  almost 
naked,  and  blushed.  Life  had  returned. 

Quasimodo  appeared  to  feel  something  of  her  shame.  He 
covered  his  eye  with  his  broad  hand,  and  again  departed,  but 
with  lingering  steps. 

She  hastily  dressed  herself.  The  garments  given  her  con- 
sisted of  a  white  gown  and  veil, —  the  dress  of  a  novice  at 
the  Hotel-Dieu,  the  great  hospital  managed  by  nuns. 

She  had  scarcely  finished  when  Quasimodo  returned.  He 
carried  a  basket  under  one  arm  and  a  mattress  under  the 
other.  In  the  basket  were  a  bottle,  a  loaf  of  bread,  and  a 
few  other  provisions.  He  set  the  basket  down,  and  said, 
"  Eat ! "  He  spread  the  mattress  on  the  floor,  and  said, 
"Sleep!" 

It  was  his  own  food,  his  own  bed,  which  the  bell-ringer  had 
brought. 

The  gipsy  lifted  her  eyes  to  his  face  to  thank  him,  but 
she  could  not  utter  a  word.  The  poor  devil  was  hideous  in- 
deed. She  hung  her  head  with  a  shudder  of  fright. 

Then  he  said, — 

"  I  alarm  you.  I  am  very  ugly,  am  I  not?  Do  not  look 
at  me;  only  listen  to  me.  During  the  day,  you  must  stay 
here;  by  night,  you  can  walk  anywhere  about  the  church; 
but  do  not  leave  the  church  by  day  or  night.  You  would  be 
lost.  They  would  kill  you,  and  I  should  die." 

Moved  by  his  words,  she  raised  her  head  to  reply.  He  had 
vanished.  Alone  once  more,  she  pondered  the  strange  words 
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of  this  almost  monstrous  being,  struck  by  the  sound  of  his 
voice,  which  was  so  hoarse  and  yet  so  gentle. 

Then  she  examined  her  cell.  It  was  a  room  of  some  six 
i'eet  square,  with  a  little  dormer-window  and  a  door  opening 
( n  the  slightly  sloping  roof  of  flat  stones.  Various  gutter- 
spouts  in  the  form  of  animals  seemed  bending  over  her  and 
stretching  their  necks  to  look  at  her  through  the  window. 
Beyond  the  roof  she  saw  the  tops  of  a  thousand  chimneys, 
i'rom  which  issued  the  smoke  of  all  the  fires  of  Paris.  A  sad 
spectacle  for  the  poor  gipsy  girl, —  a  foundling,  condemned 
to  death,  an  unhappy  creature,  without  a  country,  without  a 
family,  without  a  hearth, 

Just  as  the  thought  of  her  forlorn  condition  struck  her 
more  painfully  than  ever,  she  felt  a  hairy,  bearded  head  rub 
against  her  hands  and  knees.  She  trembled  (everything 
frightened  her  now)  and  looked  down.  It  was  the  poor  goat, 
the  nimble  Djali,  who  had  escaped  with  her  when  Quasimodo 
scattered  Charmolue's  men,  and  who  had  been  lavishing 
caresses  on  her  feet  for  nearly  an  hour  without  winning  a 
glance.  The  gipsy  girl  covered  her  with  kisses. 

"  Oh,  Djali,"  said  she,  "  how  could  I  forget  you!  But  you 
never  forget  me  1  Oh,  you  at  least  are  not  ungrateful !  " 

At  the  same  time,  as  if  an  invisible  hand  had  lifted  the 
weight  which  had  so  long  held  back  her  tears,  she  began  to 
weep ;  and  as  her  tears  flowed,  she  felt  the  sharpest  and  bitter- 
est of  her  grief  going  from  her  with  them. 

When  evening  came,  she  thought  the  night  so  beautiful,  the 
moon  so  soft,  that  she  took  a  turn  in  the  raised  gallery  which 
surrounds  the  church.  She  felt  somewhat  refreshed  by  it, 
the  earth  seemed  to  her  so  peaceful,  viewed  from  that  height. 
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CHAPTER  III 

DEAF 

NEXT  morning  she  found  on  waking  that  she  had  slept. 
This  strange  fact  amazed  her;  it  was  so  long  since  she 
had  slept!  A  bright  beam  from  the  rising  sun  came  in  at 
her  window  and  shone  in  her  face.  With  the  sun,  she  saw  at 
the  same  window  an  object  that  alarmed  her, —  the  unhappy 
face  of  Quasimodo.  Involuntarily  she  reclosed  her  eyes,  but 
in  vain ;  she  still  seemed  to  see  through  her  rosy  lids  that  one- 
eyed,  gap-toothed,  gnome-like  face.  Then,  still  keeping  her 
eyes  shut,  she  heard  a  rough  voice  say  very  kindly, — 

"  Don't  be  frightened.  I  am  your  friend.  I  came  to  see 
if  you  were  asleep.  It  does  you  no  harm,  does  it,  if  I  look  at 
you  when  you  are  asleep?  What  does  it  matter  to  you  if  I  am 
here  when  your  eyes  are  shut?  Now  I  will  go.  There,  I 
have  hidden  myself  behind  the  wall.  You  can  open  your  eyes 
again." 

The  tone  in  which  they  were  uttered  was  even  more  plaintive 
than  the  words  themselves.  The  gipsy  girl,  touched  by  it, 
opened  her  eyes.  He  was  no  longer  at  the  window.  She 
went  to  it,  and  saw  the  poor  humpback  crouched  in  a  corner 
of  the  wall,  in  a  painful  and  submissive  posture.  She  made 
an  effort  to  overcome  the  aversion  with  which  he  inspired  her. 
"  Come  here,"  said  she,  gently.  From  the  motion  of  her  lips, 
Quasimodo  thought  she  was  ordering  him  away;  he  therefore 
rose  and  retired,  limping  slowly,  with  hanging  head,  not  dar- 
ing to  raise  his  despairing  eye  to  the  young  girl's  face.  "  Do 
come !  "  she  cried.  But  he  still  withdrew.  Then  she  ran  out 
of  her  cell,  hurried  after  him,  and  took  his  arm.  When  he 
felt  her  touch,  Quasimodo  trembled  in  every  limb.  He  raised 
his  beseeching  eye,  and  finding  that  she  drew  him  towards  her, 
his  whole  face  beamed  with  tenderness  and  delight.  She  tried 
to  make  him  enter  her  cell;  but  he  persisted  in  remaining  on 
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ihe  threshold.  "No,  no,"  said  he;  "  the  owl  must  not  enter 
the  lark's  nest." 

Then  she  threw  herself  gracefully  upon  her  bed,  with  the 
sleeping  goat  at  her  feet.  For  some  moments  both  were  mo- 
tionless, silently  contemplating,  he  so  much  grace,  she  so  much 
ugliness. 

Every  moment  she  discovered  some  additional  deformity 
in  Quasimodo.  Her  gaze  roved  from  his  knock  knees  to 
his  humped  back,  from  his  humped  back  to  his  single  eye. 
She  could  not  understand  why  a  being  so  imperfectly  planned 
should  continue  to  exist.  But  withal  there  was  so  much  mel- 
ancholy and  so  much  gentleness  about  him  that  she  began  to 
be  reconciled  to  it. 

He  was  the  first  to  break  the  silence :  "  Did  you  tell  me  to 
come  back  ?  " 

She  nodded  her  head,  as  she  said,  "  Yes." 

He  understood  her  nod.  "  Alas !  "  said  he,  as  if  loath  to 
go  on,  "  I  am  —  I  am  deaf." 

"  Poor  fellow !  "  cried  the  gipsy,  with  a  look  of  kindly  pity. 

He  smiled  sadly. 

"You  think  that  I  only  lacked  that,  don't  you?  Yes,  I 
am  deaf.  That's  the  way  I  was  made.  It  is  horrible,  isn't 
it  ?  And  you, —  you  are  so  beautiful !  " 

There  was  so  profound  a  sense  of  his  misery  in  the  poor 
wretch's  tone,  that  she  had  not  the  strength  to  say  a  word. 
Besides,  he  would  not  have  heard  her.  He  added : — 

"  I  never  realized  my  ugliness  till  now.  When  I  compare 
myself  with  you,  I  pity  myself  indeed,  poor  unhappy  monster 
that  I  am!  I  must  seem  to  you  like  some  awful  beast,  eh? 
You, —  you  are  a  sunbeam,  a  drop  of  dew,  a  bird's  song !  As 
for  me,  I  am  something  frightful,  neither  man  nor  beast, —  a 
nondescript  object,  more  hard,  shapeless,  and  more  trodden 
under  foot  than  a  pebble !  " 

Then  he  began  to  laugh,  and  that  laugh  was  the  most 
heartrending  thing  on  earth.  He  continued :  — 

"  Yes,  I  am  deaf ;  but  you  can  speak  to  me  by  gestures,  by 
signs.  I  have  a  master  who  talks  with  me  in  that  way.  And 
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then  I  shall  soon  know  your  wishes  from  the  motion  of  your 
lips,  and  your  expression." 

"  Well,"  she  replied,  smiling,  "  tell  me  why  you  saved  me." 

He  watched  her  attentively  as  she  spoke. 

"  I  understand,"  he  answered.  "  You  ask  me  why  I  saved 
you.  You  have  forgotten  a  villain  who  tried  to  carry  you  off 
one  night, —  a  villain  to  whom  the  very  next  day  you  brought 
succour  upon  their  infamous  pillory.  A  drop  of  water  and  a 
little  pity  are  more  than  my  whole  life  can  ever  repay.  You 
have  forgotten  that  villain;  but  he  remembers." 

She  listened  with  deep  emotion.  A  tear  sparkled  in  the 
bell-ringer's  eye,  but  it  did  not  fall.  He  seemed  to  make  it  a 
point  of  honour  to  repress  it. 

"  Listen,"  he  resumed,  when  he  no  longer  feared  lest  that 
tear  should  flow ;  "  we  have  very  tall  towers  here ;  a  man  who 
fell  from  them  would  be  dead  long  before  he  touched  the  pave- 
ment ;  whenever  it  would  please  you  to  have  me  fall,  you  need 
not  even  say  a  single  word ;  one  glance  will  be  enough." 

Then  he  rose.  This  peculiar  being,  unhappy  though  the 
gipsy  was,  yet  roused  a  feeling  of  compassion  in  her  heart. 
She  signed  him  to  stay. 

"  No,  no,"  said  he,  "  I  must  not  stay  too  long.  I  am  not 
at  my  ease.  It  is  out  of  pity  that  you  .do  not  turn  away  your 
eyes.  I  will  go  where  I  can  see  you  without  your  seeing  me. 
That  will  be  better." 

He  drew  from  his  pocket  a  small  metal  whistle. 

"  There,"  said  he,  "  when  you  need  me,  when  you  wish  me 
to  come  to  you,  when  I  do  not  horrify  you  too  much,  whistle 
with  this.  I  hear  that  sound." 

He  laid  the  whistle  on  the  ground,  and  fled. 
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CHAPTER  IV 

EARTHENWARE   AND   CRYSTAL 

ONE  day  followed  another. 
Calm  gradually  returned  to  Esmeralda's  soul.  Ex- 
cess of  grief,  like  excess  of  joy,  is  a  violent  thing,  and  of 
brief  duration.  The  heart  of  man  cannot  long  remain  at  any 
extreme.  The  gipsy  had  suffered  so  much  that  surprise  was 
the  only  emotion  of  which  she  was  now  capable.  With  secur- 
ity, hope  had  returned.  She  was  far  away  from  society,  far 
from  life,  but  she  vaguely  felt  that  it  might  not  perhaps  be 
impossible  to  return  to  them.  She  was  like  one  dead,  yet 
holding  in  reserve  the  key  to  her  tomb. 

She  felt  the  terrible  images  which  had  so  long  possessed  her 
fading  gradually  away.  All  the  hideous  phantoms,  Pierrat 
Torterue,  Jacques  Charmolue,  had  vanished  from  her  mind, — 
all,  even  the  priest  himself. 

And  then,  too,  Phoebus  lived;  she  was  sure  of  it;  she  had 
seen  him.  To  her,  the  life  of  Phoebus  was  all  in  all.  After 
the  series  of  fatal  shocks  which  had  laid  waste  her  soul,  but 
one  thing  was  left  standing,  but  one  sentiment, —  her  love  for 
the  captain.  Love  is  like  a  tree;  it  grows  spontaneously, 
strikes  its  roots  deep  into  our  whole  being,  and  often  con- 
tinues to  flourish  over  a  heart  in  ruins. 

And  the  inexplicable  part  of  it  is,  that  the  blinder  this  pas- 
sion, the  more  tenacious  it  is.  It  is  never  stronger  than  when 
it  is  utterly  unreasonable. 

Undoubtedly  Esmeralda's  thoughts  of  the  captain  were 
tinged  with  bitterness.  Undoubtedly  it  was  frightful  that  he 
too  should  have  been  deceived,  he  who  should  have  deemed 
such  a  thing  impossible, —  that  he  should  have  believed  the 
stab  to  come  from  her,  who  would  have  given  a  thousand  lives 
for  him.  But,  after  all,  she  must  not  blame  him  too  severely ; 
had  she  not  confessed  her  crime?  Had  she  not,  weak  woman 
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that  she  was,  yielded  to  torture?  The  fault  was  wholly  hers. 
She  should  have  let  them  tear  out  every  nail  rather  than  wrest 
a  single  word  from  her.  Well,  could  she  but  see  Phrebus  once 
more,  for  one  moment  only,  it  would  need  but  a  word,  a  look, 
to  undeceive  him,  to  bring  him  back.  She  had  no  doubts  in 
the  matter.  She  also  strove  to  account  to  herself  for  various 
strange  facts, —  for  the  accident  of  Phoebus's  presence  on  the 
day  of  her  doing  penance,  and  for  the  young  girl  with  whom 
he  was.  Probably  she  was  his  sister.  An  improbable  expla- 
nation, but  one  with  which  she  contented  herself,  because  she 
must  needs  believe  Phoebus  still  loved  her,  and  loved  her  alone. 
Had  he  not  sworn  it  to  her?  What  more  did  she  want,  sim- 
ple, credulous  girl  that  she  was?  And  then,  in  this  business, 
were  not  appearances  much  more  against  her  than  against 
him?  She  therefore  waited;  she  hoped. 

Let  us  add  that  the  church,  that  vast  church  which  sur- 
rounded her  on  every  side,  which  guarded  her,  which  preserved 
her,  was  itself  a  sovereign  anodyne.  The  solemn  lines  of  its 
architecture,  the  religious  attitude  of  every  object  about  the 
young  girl,  the  calm  and  pious  thoughts  which  were  emitted, 
as  it  were,  from  every  pore  of  its  stones,  unconsciously  acted 
upon  her.  Moreover,  the  building  had  sounds  of  such  ma- 
jesty and  blessing  that  they  soothed  her  sick  soul.  The 
monotonous  chant  of  the  officiating  priests,  the  people's  re- 
sponse to  them,  sometimes  inarticulate,  sometimes  thunderous, 
the  harmonious  quiver  of  the  stained-glass  windows,  the  organ 
loud  as  the  blast  of  a  hundred  trumpets,  the  three  belfries, 
buzzing  and  humming  like  hives  of  great  bees, —  all  this  or- 
chestra, with  its  gigantic  gamut  perpetually  rising  and  fall- 
ing, from  the  crowd  to  the  belfry,  lulled  her  memory,  her 
imagination,  her  grief.  The  bells,  particularly,  soothed  her. 
Those"  vast  machines  poured  over  her  broad  waves  of  mighty 
magnetism. 

Thus,  each  day's  rising  sun  found  her  more  composed, 
breathing  better,  less  pale.  As  her  inward  wounds  were  healed, 
her  grace  and  beauty  bloomed  again,  although  she  was  more 
reserved  and  quiet.  Her  former  disposition  also  returned, — 
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something  even  of  her  gaiety,  her  pretty  pout,  her  love  for 
her  goat,  her  passion  for  singing,  and  her  modesty.  She  was 
careful  to  dress  herself  every  morning  in  the  corner  of  her 
cell,  lest  the  inmate  of  some  neighbouring  garret  should  spy 
her  through  the  window. 

When  the  thoughts  of  Phoebus  gave  her  time,  the  gipsy 
sometimes  thought  of  Quasimodo.  He  was  the  only  tie,  the 
only  bond,  the  only  means  of  communication  left  to  her  with 
mankind,  with  the  living.  Unhappy  girl!  She  was  even 
more  completely  cut  off  from  the  world  than  Quasimodo.  She 
could  not  understand  the  strange  friend  whom  chance  had 
given  her.  She  often  reproached  herself  for  not  feeling  suf- 
ficient gratitude  to  blind  her  eyes;  but,  decidedly,  she  could 
not  accustom  herself  to  the  poor  ringer.  He  was  too  ugly. 

She  had  left  the  whistle  which  he  gave  her  on  the  floor. 
This  did  not  prevent  Quasimodo  from  appearing  now  and  then 
during  the  first  few  days.  She  did  her  best  not  to  turn  away 
with  too  much  aversion  when  he  brought  her  the  basket  of 
food  or  the  jug  of  water;  but  he  always  noticed  the  slightest 
movement  of  the  kind,  and  would  then  go  sadly  away. 

Once  he  came  up  just  as  she  was  fondling  Djali.  He  stood 
for  a  few  moments  considering  the  pretty  group  of  the  girl 
and  the  goat;  at  last  he  said,  shaking  his  heavy,  clumsy 
head, — 

"  My  misfortune  is  that  I  am  still  too  much  like  a  human 
being.  I  wish  I  were  wholly  an  animal  like  that  goat." 

She  looked  at  him  in  surprise. 

He  answered  her  look:  — 

"  Oh,  I  very  well  know  why."     And  he  withdrew. 

On  another  occasion  he  appeared  at  the  door  of  the  cell 
(which  he  never  entered)  as  Esmeralda  was  singing  an  old 
Spanish  ballad,  the  words  of  which  she  did  not  understand, 
but  which  had  lingered  in  her  memory  because  the  gipsies  had 
rocked  her  to  sleep  with  it  when  a  child.  At  the  sight  of  his 
ugly  face,  coming  so  suddenly  upon  her  in  the  midst  of  her 
scng,  the  young  girl  stopped  short,  with  an  involuntary  ges- 
ture of  alarm.  The  wretched  ringer  fell  upon  his  knees  on 
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the  door-sill,  and  clasped  his  great  misshapen  hands  with  a 
beseeching  air.  "  Oh,"  said  he,  sadly,  "  I  pray  you,  go  on, 
and  do  not  drive  me  away."  She  was  unwilling  to  pain  him, 
and,  trembling  though  she  was,  resumed  her  song.  By  de- 
grees, however,  her  terror  subsided,  and  she  gave  herself  up 
entirely  to  the  emotions  aroused  by  the  slow  and  plaintive 
music.  He  remained  on  his  knees,  his  hands  clasped  as  if  in 
prayer,  attentive,  scarcely  breathing,  his  eyes  riveted  upon  the 
gipsy's  sparkling  orbs.  He  seemed  to  read  her  song  in  her 
eyes. 

Another  day  he  came  to  her  with  a  timid,  awkward  air. 
"  Listen  to  me,"  said  he  with  an  effort ;  "  I  have  something  to 
tell  you."  She  signed  to  him  that  she  was  listening.  Then 
he  began  to  sigh,  half  opened  his  lips,  seemed  just  about  to 
speak,  looked  at  her,  shook  his  head,  and  retired  slowly,  press- 
ing his  hand  to  his  head,  leaving  the  gipsy  utterly  amazed. 

Among  the  grotesque  images  carved  upon  the  wall,  there 
was  one  of  which  he  was  particularly  fond,  and  with  which  he 
often  seemed  to  exchange  fraternal  glances.  The  girl  once 
heard  him  say  to  it,  "  Oh,  why  am  not  I  of  stone,  like  you ! " 

Finally,  one  morning  Esmeralda  ventured  out  to  the  edge 
of  the  roof,  and  looked  into  the  square  over  the  steep  top  of 
Saint-Jean  le  Rond.  Quasimodo  stood  behind  her.  He  sta- 
tioned himself  there  to  spare  the  girl  as  far  as  possible  the 
annoyance  of  seeing  him.  All  at  once  she  started ;  a  tear  and 
a  flash  of  joy  shone  together  in  her  eyes.  She  knelt  on  the 
edge  of  the  roof,  and  stretched  out  her  arms  in  anguish  to- 
wards the  square,  crying,  "  Phoebus !  Come !  Come !  One 
word,  only  one  word,  for  the  love  of  Heaven !  Phoebus ! 
Phoebus ! "  Her  voice,  her  face,  her  gesture,  her  whole  per- 
son, wore  the  heartrending  expression  of  a  shipwrecked  mar- 
iner making  signals  of  distress  to  a  ship  sailing  merrily  by  in 
the  distance,  lit  up  by  a  sunbeam  on  the  horizon. 

Quasimodo  bent  over  the  parapet,  and  saw  that  the  object 
of  this  frenzied  entreaty  was  a  young  man,  a  captain,  a  hand- 
some knight,  glittering  with  arms  and  ornaments,  who  pranced 
and  curveted  through  the  square  on  horseback,  waving  his 
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plumed  helmet  to  a  lovely  damsel  smiling  from  her  balcony. 
However,  the  officer  did  not  hear  the  unhappy  girl's  appeal; 
he;  was  too  far  away. 

But  the  poor  deaf  man  heard  it.  A  deep  sigh  heaved  his 
breast ;  he  turned  away ;  his  heart  swelled  with  suppressed 
tears;  his  clinched  fists  beat  his  brow,  and  when  he  withdrew 
them,  each  of  them  grasped  a  handful  of  red  hair. 

The  gipsy  paid  no  heed  to  him.  He  gnashed  his  teeth,  and 
muttered, — 

"  Damnation !  So  that  is  how  one  should  look !  One  only 
needs  a  handsome  outside ! " 

Meantime,  she  remained  on  her  knees,  crying  with  great 
agitation, — 

"  Oh,  now  he  is  dismounting  from  his  horse !  He  is  going 
into  that  house !  Phoebus !  He  does  not  hear !  Phoebus ! 
How  cruel  of  that  woman  to  talk  to  him  at  the  same  time  that 
I  do!  Phoebus!  Phoebus!" 

The  deaf  man  watched  her.  He  understood  her  panto- 
mime. The  poor  bell-ringer's  eye  filled  with  tears,  but  he  did 
not  let  a  single  one  flow.  All  at  once  he  plucked  her  gently  by, 
the  hem  of  her  sleeve.  She  turned.  He  had  assumed  a  tran- 
quil air,  and  said, — 

"  Shall  I  go  and  fetch  him?  " 

She  uttered  a  cry  of  joy. 

"  Oh,  go !  go !  run,  quick !  that  captain !  that  captain !  bring 
him  to  me !  I  will  love  you !  " 

She  clasped  his  knees.  He  could  not  help  shaking  his  head 
sadly. 

"  I  will  bring  him  to  you,"  said  he  in  a  faint  voice.  Then 
he  turned  his  head  and  hurried  quickly  down  the  stairs,  choked 
with  sobs. 

When  he  reached  the  square,  he  saw  nothing  but  the  fine 
horse  tied  to  the  post  at  the  door  of  the  Gondelaurier  house; 
the  captain  had  already  entered. 

He  raised  his  eyes  to  the  roof  of  the  church.  Esmeralda 
was  still  in  the  same  place,  in  the  same  position.  He  shook 
his  head  sorrowfully,  then  leaned  against  one  of  the  posts  be- 
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fore  the  Gondclaurier  porch,  determined  to  await  the  captain's 
coming. 

Within  the  house,  it  was  one  of  those  gala  days  which  pre- 
cede a  wedding.  Quasimodo  saw  many  people  go  in,  and  none 
come  out.  From  time  to  time  he  looked  up  at  the  roof;  the 
gipsy  girl  was  as  motionless  as  he.  A  groom  came,  unfas- 
tened the  horse,  and  led  him  into  the  stable. 

The  whole  day  passed  thus, —  Quasimodo  against  the  pillar, 
Esmeralda  on  the  roof,  Phoebus,  doubtless,  at  the  feet  of 
Fleur-de-Lys. 

At  last  night  came, —  a  moonless  night,  a  dark  night.  In 
vain  Quasimodo  fixed  his  eyes  upon  Esmeralda ;  she  soon  ceased 
to  be  anything  more  than  a  white  spot  in  the  dusk;  then  she 
vanished.  Everything  faded  out;  all  was  dark. 

Quasimodo  saw  the  front  windows  of  the  Gondelaurier  man- 
sion lighted  up  from  top  to  bottom ;  he  saw  the  other  windows 
on  the  square  lighted,  one  by  one;  he  also  saw  the  lights  ex- 
tinguished to  the  very  last,  for  he  remained  at  his  post  all  the 
evening.  The  officer  did  not  come  out.  When  the  latest 
passers  had  gone  home,  when  all  the  windows  in  the  other 
houses  were  black,  Quasimodo  was  left  alone,  entirely  in  the 
darkness.  There  were  no  street  lamps  in  the  Parvis  then. 

But  the  windows  of  the  Gondelaurier  house  remained  lighted, 
even  after  midnight.  Quasimodo,  motionless  and  alert,  saw 
countless  moving,  dancing  shadows  pass  across  the  many-col- 
oured panes.  If  he  had  not  been  deaf,  as  the  noise  of  sleeping 
Paris  ceased,  he  would  have  heard  more  and  more  distinctly, 
within  the  house,  the  sounds  of  revelry,  music  and  laughter. 

About  one  o'clock  in  the  morning  the  guests  began  to  go. 
Quasimodo,  wrapped  in  darkness,  watched  them  as  they  passed 
beneath  the  porch  bright  with  torches.  The  captain  was  not 
among  them. 

He  was  filled  with  sad  thoughts ;  at  times  he  looked  up  into 
the  air,  as  if  tired  of  waiting.  Great,  black,  heavy  clouds, 
torn  and  ragged,  hung  like  masses  of  crape  from  the  starry 
arch  of  night.  They  seemed  like  the  cobwebs  of  the  vaulted 
sky. 
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In  one  of  these  upward  glances  he  suddenly  saw  the  long 
window  of  the  balcony  whose  stone  balustrade  was  just  over 
his  head,  mysteriously  open.  Two  persons  passed  out 
through  the  glass  door,  closing  it  noiselessly  behind  them ;  they 
were  a  man  and  a  woman.  It  was  not  without  some  difficulty 
that  Quasimodo  succeeded  in  recognizing  in  the  man  the  hand- 
some captain ;  in  the  woman,  the  young  lady  whom  he  had  that 
morning  seen  wave  a  welcome  to  the  officer  from  that  self -same 
balcony.  The  square  was  perfectly  dark,  and  a  double  crim- 
son curtain,  which  fell  again  behind  the  door  as  it  closed, 
scarcely  permitted  a  ray  of  light  from  the  room  to  reach  the 
balcony. 

The  young  man  and  the  girl,  as  far  as  our  deaf  man  could 
judge  without  hearing  a  single  one  of  their  words,  seemed  to 
give  themselves  up  to  a  very  tender  tete-a-tete.  The  young 
girl  had  apparently  allowed  the  officer  to  encircle  her  waist 
with  his  arm,  and  was  making  a  feeble  resistance  to  a  kiss. 

Quasimodo  looked  on  from  below  at  this  scene,  which  was 
all  the  more  attractive  because  it  was  not  meant  to  be  seen, 
lie  beheld  that  happiness  and  beauty  with  bitterness.  After 
all,  nature  was  not  mute  in  the  poor  devil,  and  his  spinal  col- 
umn, wretchedly  crooked  as  it  was,  was  quite  as  susceptible  of 
a  thrill  as  that  of  any  other  man.  He  reflected  on  the  miser- 
jable  part  which  Providence  had  assigned  him;  that  woman, 
love,  pleasure,  were  forever  to  pass  before  him,  while  he  could 
never  do  more  than  look  on  at  the  happiness  of  others.  But 
'what  pained  him  most  in  this  sight,  what  added  indignation  to 
his  annoyance,  was  the  thought  of  what  the  gipsy  must  suffer 
could  she  see  it.  True,  the  night  was  very  dark ;  Esmeralda, 
if  she  had  remained  at  her  post  (which  he  did  not  doubt),  was 
very  far  away,  and  it  was  all  he  could  do  himself,  to  distin- 
guish the  lovers  on  the  balcony.  This  comforted  him. 

Meantime,  their  conversation  became  more  and  more  ani- 
mated. The  young  lady  seemed  to  be  entreating  the  officer 
to  ask  no  more  of  her.  Quasimodo  could  only  make  out  her 
fair  clasped  hands,  her  smiles  blent  with  tears,  her  upward 
glances,  and  the  eyes  of  the  captain  eagerly  bent  upon  her. 
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Luckily,  — for  the  young  girl's  struggles  were  growing 
feebler, —  the  balcony  door  was  suddenly  reopened,  and  an 
old  lady  appeared;  the  beauty  seemed  confused,  the  officer 
wore  a  disappointed  air,  and  all  three  re-entered  the  house.  A 
moment  later  a  horse  was  pawing  the  ground  at  the  door,  and 
the  brilliant  officer,  wrapped  in  his  cloak,  passed  quickly  by 
Quasimodo. 

The  ringer  let  him  turn  the  corner  of  the  street,  then  ran 
after  him  with  his  monkey -like  agility,  shouting : 

"Hollo  there!     Captain!" 

The  captain  stopped. 

"  What  can  that  rascal  want  ? "  said  he,  seeing  in  the 
shadow  the  ungainly  figure  limping  quickly  towards  him. 

Meantime  Quasimodo  caught  up  with  him,  and  boldly  seized 
the  horse  by  the  bridle :  — 

"  Follow  me,  Captain ;  there  is  some  one  here  who  wishes  to 
speak  with  you." 

"  The  devil ! "  muttered  Phoebus,  "  here's  an  ugly  scare- 
crow whom  I  think  I've  seen  elsewhere.  Hollo,  sirrah!  will 
you  let  my  horse's  bridle  go  ?  " 

"  Captain,"  replied  the  deaf  man,  "  don't  you  even  ask  who 
it  is?" 

"  I  tell  you  to  let  my  horse  go ! "  impatiently  replied  Phoe- 
bus. "  What  does  the  fellow  mean  by  hanging  to  my  charg- 
er's chamfron  thus?  Do  you  take  my  horse  for  a  gallows?  " 

Quasimodo,  far  from  loosing  his  hold  on  the  bridle,  was 
preparing  to  turn  the  horse's  head  in  the  opposite  direction. 
Unable  to  understand  the  captain's  resistance,  he  made  haste 
to  say, — 

"  Come,  Captain,  it  is  a  woman  who  awaits  you."  He 
added  with  an  effort :  "  A  woman  who  loves  you." 

"  Arrant  knave ! n  said  the  captain ;  "  do  you  think  I  am 
obliged  to  go  to  all  the  women  who  love  me,  or  say  they  do? 
And  how  if  by  chance  she  looks  like  you,  you  screech-owl? 
Tell  her  who  sent  you  that  I  am  about  to  marry,  and  that  she 
may  go  to  the  devil !  " 

"  Hear  me ! "  cried  Quasimodo,   supposing  that  with  one 
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word  he  could  conquer  his  hesitation ;  "  come,  my  lord !  it  is 
the  gipsy  girl,  whom  you  know ! " 

These  words  did  indeed  make  a  strong  impression  upon 
Phoebus,  but  not  of  the  nature  which  the  deaf  man  expected. 
It  will  be  remembered  that  our  gallant  officer  retired  with 
Fleur-de-Lys  some  moments  before  Quasimodo  rescued  the 
prisoner  from  the  hands  of  Charmolue.  Since  then,  during 
his  visits  to  the  Gondelaurier  house  he  had  carefully  avoided 
all  mention  of  the  woman,  whose  memory  was  painful  to  him ; 
and,  on  her  side,  Fleur-de-Lys  had  not  thought  it  politic  to  tell 
him  that  the  gipsy  still  lived.  Phoebus  therefore  supposed 
poor  "  Similar  "  to  have  died  some  two  or  three  months  be- 
fore. Let  us  add  that  for  some  moments  past  the  captain 
had  been  pondering  on  the  exceeding  darkness  of  the  night, 
the  supernatural  ugliness  and  sepulchral  tones  of  the  strange 
messenger,  the  fact  that  it  was  long  past  midnight,  that  the 
street  was  as  deserted  as  on  the  night  when  the  goblin  monk 
addressed  him,  and  that  his  horse  snorted  at  the  sight  of 
Quasimodo. 

"  The  gipsy  girl !  "  he  exclaimed,  almost  terrified :  "  pray, 
do  you  come  from  the  other  world  ?  " 

And  he  placed  his  hand  on  the  hilt  of  his  dagger. 

"  Quick !  quick ! "  said  the  deaf  man,  striving  to  urge  on 
the  horse ;  "  this  way !  " 

Phoebus  dealt  him  a  vigorous  kick. 

Quasimodo's  eye  flashed.  He  made  a  movement  to  attack 
the  captain.  Then  drawing  himself  up,  he  said, — 

"  Oh,  how  fortunate  it  is  for  you  that  there  is  some  one  who 
loves  you ! " 

He  emphasized  the  words  some  one,  and  releasing  the  horse's 
bridle,  added, — 

"Begone!" 

Phoebus  clapped  spurs  to  his  horse,  with  an  oath.  Quasi- 
modo saw  him  plunge  down  the  street  and  disappear  in  the 
darkness. 

"  Oh,"  murmured  the  poor  deaf  man,  "  to  refuse  that !  " 

He  returned  to  Notre-Dame,  lighted  his  lamp,  and  climbed 
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the  tower.  As  he  had  supposed,  the  gipsy  was  still  in  the 
same  place. 

As  soon  as  she  caught  sight  of  him,  she  ran  to  meet  him. 

"  Alone !  "  she  cried  mournfully,  clasping  her  lovely  hands. 

"  I  could  not  find  him,"  said  Quasimodo,  coldly. 

"  You  should  have  waited  all  night,"  she  replied  indig- 
nantly. 

He  saw  her  angry  gesture,  and  understood  the  reproach. 

"  I  will  watch  better  another  time,"  said  he,  hanging  his 
head. 

"Go!"  said  she. 

He  left  her.  She  was  offended  with  him.  He  would  rather 
be  maltreated  by  her  than  distress  her.  He  kept  all  the  pain 
for  himself. 

From  that  day  forth  the  gipsy  saw  him  no  more.  He 
ceased  to  visit  her  cell.  At  most,  she  sometimes  caught  a 
glimpse  of  the  ringer  on  the  top  of  a  tower,  gazing  sadly  at 
her.  But  as  soon  as  she  saw  him,  he  disappeared. 

We  must  own  that  she  was  but  little  troubled  by  this  wilful 
absence  of  the  poor  hunchback.  In  her  secret  heart  she 
thanked  him  for  it.  However,  Quasimodo  did  not  lie  under 
any  delusion  on  this  point. 

She  no  longer  saw  him,  but  she  felt  the  presence  of  a  good 
genius  around  her.  Her  provisions  were  renewed  by  an  in- 
visible hand  while  she  slept.  One  morning  she  found  a  cage 
of  birds  on  her  window-sill.  Over  her  cell  there  was  a  piece 
of  carving  which  alarmed  her.  She  had  more  than  once  shown 
this  feeling  before  Quasimodo.  One  morning  (for  all  these 
things  occurred  at  night)  she  no  longer  saw  it;  it  was  broken 
off.  Any  one  who  had  clambered  up  to  it  must  have  risked  his 
life. 

Sometimes  in  the  evening  she  heard  a  voice,  hidden  behind 
the  wind-screen  of  the  belfry,  sing,  as  if  to  lull  her  to  sleep,  a 
weird,  sad  song,  verses  without  rhyme,  such  as  a  deaf  person 
might  make :  — 
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"Heed  not  the  face, 

Maiden,  heed  the  heart. 

The  heart  of  a  fine  young  man  is  oft  deformed. 
There  are  hearts  where  Love  finds  no  abiding-place. 

"Maiden,  the  pine-tree  is  not  fair, 
Not  fair  as  is  the  poplar-tree 
But  its  leaves  are  green  in  winter  bare. 

"Alas!  why  do  I  tell  you  this? 
Beauty  alone  has  right  to  live; 
Beauty  can  only  beauty  love, 
April  her  back  doth  turn  on  January. 

"  Beauty  is  perfect, 

Beauty  wins  all, 
Beauty  alone  is  lord  of  all. 

"The  raven  only  flies  by  day, 
The  owl  by  night  alone  doth  fly, 
The  swan  by  day  and  night  alike  may  fly." 

One  morning,  on  waking,  she  saw  at  her  window  two  vases 
full  of  flowers.  One  was  a  very  beautiful  and  brilliant  but 
cracked  crystal  vase.  It  had  let  the  water  with  which  it  was 
filled  escape,  and  the  flowers  which  it  held  were  withered.  The 
other  was  an  earthen  jug,  coarse  and  common;  but  it  had  re- 
tained all  its  water,  and  the  flowers  were  fresh  and  rosy. 

I  do  not  know  whether  it  was  done  purposely,  but  Es- 
meralda  took  the  withered  nosegay,  and  wore  it  all  day  in  her 
bosom. 

That  day  she  did  not  hear  the  voice  from  the  tower  singing. 

She  cared  but  little.  She  passed  her  days  in  fondling 
Djali,  in  watching  the  door  of  the  Gondelaurier  house,  in  talk- 
ing to  herself  about  Phoebus,  and  in  scattering  crumbs  of 
bread  to  the  swallows. 

She  had  entirely  ceased  to  see  or  hear  Quasimodo ;  the  poor 
ringer  seemed  to  have  vanished  from  the  church.  But  one 
night,  when  she  could  not  sleep,  and  was  thinking  of  her 
handsome  captain,  she  heard  a  sigh  close  by  her  cell.  Terri- 
fied, she  rose,  and  saw  by  the  light  of  the  moon  a  shapeless 
mass  lying  outside  across  her  door.  It  was  Quasimodo  sleep- 
ing there  upon  the  stones. 
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CHAPTER  V 

THE    KEY    TO    THE    PORTE-ROUGE 

MEANTIME,  public  rumour  had  informed  the  archdeacon 
of  the  miraculous  manner  in  which  the  gipsy  had  been 
saved.  When  he  learned  of  it,  he  knew  not  what  he  felt.  He 
had  accepted  the  fact  of  Esmeralda's  death.  In  this  way,  he 
made  himself  perfectly  easy ;  he  had  sounded  the  utmost 
depths  of  grief.  The  human  heart  (Don  Claude  had  mused 
upon  these  matters)  can  hold  but  a  certain  quantity  of  de- 
spair. When  the  sponge  is  thoroughly  soaked,  the  sea  may 
pass  over  it  without  adding  another  drop  to  it. 

Now,  Esmeralda  being  dead,  the  sponge  was  soaked. 
Everything  was  over  for  Don  Claude  in  this  world.  But  to 
know  that  she  was  alive,  and  Phoebus  too,  was  to  endure  afresh 
the  torments,  shocks,  and  vicissitudes  of  life;  and  Claude  was 
weary  of  them  all. 

When  he  heard  this  piece  of  news,  he  shut  himself  up  in  his 
cloister  cell.  He  did  not  appear  at  the  chapter  meetings  or 
the  sacred  offices.  He  barred  his  door  against  every  one,  even 
the  bishop,  and  remained  thus  immured  for  several  weeks.  He 
was  supposed  to  be  ill,  and  indeed  was  so. 

What  did  he  do  in  his  seclusion?  With  what  thoughts  was 
the  unfortunate  man  battling?  Was  he  waging  a  final  con- 
flict with  his  terrible  passion?  WTas  he  plotting  a  final  plan 
to  kill  her  and  destroy  himself? 

His  Jehan,  his  adored  brother,  his  spoiled  child,  came  once 
to  his  door,  knocked,  swore,  entreated,  repeated  his  name  half 
a  score  of  times.  Claude  would  not  open. 

He  passed  whole  days  with  his  face  glued  to  his  window- 
panes.  From  this  window,  in  the  cloisters  as  it  was,  he  could 
see  Esmeralda's  cell.  He  often  saw  herself,  with  her  goat, — 
sometimes  with  Quasimodo.  He  noticed  the  attentions  of  the 
ugly  deaf  man, — <•  his  obedience,  his  refined  and  submissive 
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manners  to  the  gipsy.  He  recalled, —  for  he  had  a  good 
memory,  and  memory  is  the  plague  of  the  jealous, —  he  re- 
called the  bell-ringer's  strange  look  at  the  dancer  on  a  certain 
evening.  He  asked  himself  what  motive  could  have  led  Quasi- 
modo to  save  her.  He  witnessed  countless  little  scenes 
between  the  girl  and  the  deaf  man,  when  their  gestures, 
seen  from  a  distance  and  commented  on  by  his  passion,  struck 
him  as  very  tender.  He  distrusted  women's  whims.  Then  he 
vaguely  felt  awakening  within  him  a  jealousy  such  as  he  had 
*never  imagined  possible, —  a  jealousy  which  made  him  blush 
with  rage  and  shame.  "  'Twas  bad  enough  when  it  was  the 
captain ;  but  this  fellow !  "  The  idea  overwhelmed  him. 

His  nights  were  frightful.  Since  he  knew  the  gipsy  girl 
to  be  alive,  the  chill  fancies  of  spectres  and  tombs  which  had 
for  an  entire  day  beset  him,  had  vanished,  and  the  flesh  again 
rose  in  revolt  against  the  spirit.  He  writhed  upon  his  bed  at 
the  idea  that  the  dark-skinned  damsel  was  so  near  a  neighbour. 

Every  night  his  fevered  imagination  pictured  Esmeralda  in 
all  those  attitudes  which  had  stirred  his  blood  most  quickly. 
Ho  saw  her  stretched  across  the  body  of  the  wounded  captain, 
her  eyes  closed,  her  beautiful  bare  throat  covered  with  Phoe- 
bus's  blood,  at  that  moment  of  rapture  when  he  himself  had 
pressed  upon  her  pale  lips  that  kiss  which  had  burned  the  un- 
happy girl,  half  dead  though  she  was,  like  a  living  coal.  He 
again  saw  her  disrobed  by  the  savage  hands  of  the  execution- 
ers, exposing  and  enclosing  in  the  buskin  with  its  iron  screws 
her  tiny  foot,  her  plump  and  shapely  leg,  and  her  white  and 
supple  knee. 

He  again  saw  that  ivory  knee  alone  left  uncovered  by 
Torterues  horrid  machine.  Finally,  he  figured  to  himself 
the  young  girl  in  her  shift,  the  rope  about  her  neck,  her 
shoulders  bare,  her  feet  bare,  almost  naked,  as  he  saw  her 
on  what  was  to  have  been  her  last  day  on  earth.  These  volup- 
tuous pictures  made  him  clinch  his  hands,  and  caused  a  shud- 
der to  run  from  head  to  foot. 

One  night,  especially,  they  so  cruelly  heated  his  virgin  and 
priestly  blood  that  he  bit  his  pillow,  leaped  from  his  bed,  threw 
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a  surplice  over  his  shirt,  and  left  his  cell,  lamp  in  hand,  but 
half-dressed,  wild  and  haggard,  with  flaming  eyes. 

He  knew  where  to  find  the  key  to  the  Porte-Rouge,  which 
led  from  the  cloisters  to  the  church,  and  he  always  carried 
about  him,  as  the  reader  knows,  a  key  to  the  tower  stairs. 


CHAPTER  VI 

THE   KEY  TO    THE   PORTE-ROUGE    (continued). 

THAT  night  Esmeralda  fell  asleep  in  her  cell,  full  of  peace, 
hope,  and  pleasant  thoughts.  She  had  been  asleep  for 
some  time,  dreaming,  as  she  always  did,  of  Phoebus,  when  she 
fancied  she  heard  a  noise.  Her  sleep  was  light  and  restless, — 
a  bird's  sleep.  A  mere  trifle  roused  her.  She  opened  her 
eyes.  The  night  was  very  dark.  Still,  she  saw  a  face  peer- 
ing in  at  the  window ;  the  vision  was  lighted  up  by  a  lamp. 
When  this  face  saw  that  Esmeralda  was  looking  at  it,  it  blew 
out  the  lamp.  Still,  the  girl  had  had  time  to  catch  a  glimpse 
of  it ;  her  eyes  closed  in  terror. 

"  Oh,"  said  she,  in  a  feeble  voice,  "  the  priest !  " 

All  her  past  misery  flashed  upon  her  with  lightning  speed. 
She  sank  back  upon  her  bed,  frozen  with  fear. 

A  moment  after,  she  felt  a  touch  which  made  her  shudder 
so  that  she  started  up  wide  awake  and  furious. 

The  priest  had  glided  to  her  side.  He  clasped  her  in  his 
arms. 

She  tried  to  scream,  but  could  not. 

"  Begone,  monster !  Begone,  assassin !  "  she  said  at  last, 
in  a  low  voice  trembling  with  wrath  and  horror. 

"  Mercy !  mercy !  "  murmured  the  priest,  pressing  his  lips 
to  her  shoulders. 

She  seized  his  bald  head  in  both  hands  by  the  hairs  which 
remained,  and  strove  to  prevent  his  kisses  as  if  they  had  been 
bites. 
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"  Mercy !  "  repeated  the  unfortunate  man.  "  If  you  knew 
what  my  love  for  you  is!  It  is  fire,  molten  lead,  a  thousand 
knives  driven  into  my  heart !  " 

And  he  held  her  arms  with  superhuman  strength.       She 
cried  desperately :    "  Release  me,  or  I  shall  spit  in  your  face !  " 
He  released  her.     "  Degrade  me,  strike  me,  do  your  worst ! 
do  what  you  will !  but  have  mercy !  love  me !  " 

Then  she  struck  him  with  the  impotent  fury  of  a  child. 
She  clinched  her  lovely  hands  to  bruise  his  face.  "  Demon, 
b(  gone ! " 

"  Love  me !  love  me !  have  pity ! "   cried  the  poor  priest, 
clasping  her,  and  returning  her  blows  with  caresses. 
All  at  once  she  felt  him  stronger  than  she. 
"  No  more  of  this !  "  he  exclaimed,  gnashing  his  teeth. 
She  lay  conquered,  crushed,  and  quivering  in  his  arms,  at 
his  mercy.      She  felt  a  wanton  hand  wandering  over  her.      She 
made  one  last  effort,  and  shrieked :  "  Help !  help !  a  vampire ! 
a  vampire ! " 

No  one  came.  Djali  alone  was  awakened,  and  bleated 
piteously. 

"  Silence ! "  said  the  panting  priest. 

Suddenly,  in  her  struggle,  as  she  fought  upon  the  floor,  the 
gipsy's  hand  encountered  something  cold  and  metallic.  It  was 
Quasimodo's  whistle.  She  seized  it  with  a  convulsion  of  hope, 
raised  it  to  her  lips,  and  blew  with  all  her  remaining  strength. 
The  whistle  gave  forth  a  sharp,  shrill,  piercing  sound. 
"  What  is  that?  "  said  the  priest. 

Almost  as  he  spoke  he  felt  himself  grasped  by  a  vigorous 
arm.  The  cell  was  dark;  he  could  not  distinguish  exactly 
who  held  him;  but  he  heard  teeth  chattering  with  rage,  and 
there  was  just  enough  light  mingled  with  the  darkness  for 
him  to  see  the  broad  blade  of  a  cutlass  gleam  above  his  head. 

He  thought  he  recognized  the  figure  of  Quasimodo.  He 
supposed  that  it  could  be  no  other.  He  remembered  having 
stumbled,  as  he  entered,  over  a  bundle  lying  across  the  outside 
of  the  door.  But  as  the  new-comer  did  not  utter  a  word,  he 
knew  not  what  to  think.  He  flung  himself  upon  the  arm 
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which  held  the  cutlass,  crying.  "  Quasimodo !  "  He  forgot, 
in  this  moment  of  distress,  that  Quasimodo  was  deaf. 

In  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  the  priest  was  stretched  on  the 
floor,  and  felt  a  heavy  knee  pressed  against  his  breast.  By 
the  angular  imprint  of  that  knee,  he  knew  Quasimodo;  but 
what  was  he  to  do?  How  was  he  also  to  be  recognized  by  the 
hunchback?  Night  made  the  deaf  man  blind. 

He  was  lost.  The  young  girl,  pitiless  as  an  enraged  tigress, 
did  not  interpose  to  save  him.  The  cutlass  came  nearer  his 
head ;  it  was  a  critical  moment.  All  at  once  his  adversary  ap- 
peared to  hesitate. 

"  No  blood  upon  her ! "  said  he,  in  a  dull  voice. 

It  was  indeed  the  voice  of  Quasimodo. 

Then  the  priest  felt  a  huge  hand  drag  him  from  the  cell  by 
the  heels;  he  was  not  to  die  within  those  walls.  Luckily  for 
him,  the  moon  had  risen  some  moments  before. 

When  they  crossed  the  threshold,  its  pale  rays  fell  upon  the 
priest.  Quasimodo  looked  him  in  the  face,  trembled,  relaxed 
his  hold,  and  shrank  back. 

The  gipsy,  who  had  advanced  to  the  door  of  her  cell,  saw 
with  surprise  that  the  actors  had  suddenly  changed  parts.  It 
was  now  the  priest  who  threatened,  and  Quasimodo  who  im- 
plored. 

The  priest,  who  was  overwhelming  the  deaf  man  with  ges- 
tures of  wrath  and  reproach,  violently  signed  him  to  with- 
draw. 

The  deaf  man  bowed  his  head,  then  knelt  before  the  gipsy's 
door.  "  My  lord,"  said  he,  in  grave,  submissive  tones,  "  do 
what  you  will  afterwards ;  but  kill  me  first !  " 

So  saying,  he  offered  his  cutlass  to  the  priest.  The  priest, 
beside  himself  with  rage,  rushed  upon  him.  But  the  young 
girl  was  quicker  than  he.  She  tore  the  knife  from  Quasi- 
modo's hands,  and  uttered  a  frenzied  laugh. 

"  Approach  now !  "  she  cried. 

She  held  the  blade  high  above  her  head.  The  priest  stood 
irresolute.  She  would  certainly  have  struck. 

"  You  dare  not  touch  me  now,  coward !  "  she  exclaimed. 
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Then  she  added  with  a  pitiless  look,  and  knowing  that  her 
words  would  pierce  the  priest's  heart  like  a  thousand  red-hot 
irons, — 

"  Ah,  I  know  that  Phoebus  is  not  dead !  " 

The  priest  threw  Quasimodo  to  the  ground  with  a  kick,  and 
rushed  down  the  stairs  quivering  with  rage. 

When  he  had  gone,  Quasimodo  picked  up  the  whistle  which 
had  just  saved  the  gipsy. 

"  It  was  getting  rusty,"  said  he,  returning  it  to  her;  then 
he  left  her  alone. 

The  young  girl,  overcome  by  this  violent  scene,  fell  ex- 
hausted on  her  bed  and  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears.  Her  hor- 
izon was  again  becoming  overcast. 

The  priest,  on  his  side,  groped  his  way  back  to  his  cell. 

That  was  sufficient.     Don  Claude  was  jealous  of  Quasimodo. 

He  repeated  musingly  the  fatal  words :  "  No  one  else  shall 
have  her!" 


BOOK  X 


CHAPTER  I 

GRINGOIRE  HAS  SEVERAL,  CAPITAL  IDEAS  IN  SUCCESSION  IN  THE 
RUE   DES  BERNARDINS. 

WHEN  Pierre  Gringoire  saw  the  turn  which  this  whole 
matter  was  taking,  and  that  a  rope,  hanging,  and 
other  unpleasant  things  must  certainly  be  the  fate  of  the  chief 
actors  in  the  play,  he  no  longer  cared  to  meddle  with  it.  The 
Vagrants,  with  whom  he  remained,  considering  that  after  all 
they  were  the  best  company  to  be  found  in  Paris, —  the  Va- 
grants still  retained  their  interest  in  the  gipsy.  He  thought 
this  very  natural  on  the  part  of  people  who,  like  her,  had  no 
prospect  but  Charmolue  and  Torterue  to  which  to  look  for- 
ward, and  who  did  not,  like  him,  roam  through  the  realms  of 
imagination  upon  the  wings  of  Pegasus.  He  learned  from 
their  conversation  that  his  bride  of  the  broken  jug  had  taken 
refuge  in  Notre-Dame,  and  he  was  very  glad  of  it ;  but  he  felt 
no  temptation  to  visit  her.  He  sometimes  wondered  what  had 
become  of  the  little  goat,  and  that  was  all.  In  the  daytime 
he  performed  feats  of  juggling  for  a  living,  and  at  night  he 
wrought  out  an  elaborate  memorial  against  the  Bishop  of 
Paris ;  for  he  remembered  being  drenched  by  his  mill-wheels, 
and  he  bore  him  a  grudge  for  it.  He  also  busied  himself  with 
comments  on  that  fine  work  by  Baudry-le-Rouge,  Bishop  of 
Noyon  and  Tournay,  entitled  "  De  cupa  petrarum,"  which 
had  inspired  him  with  an  ardent  taste  for  architecture, —  a 
fancy  which  had  replaced  in  his  heart  the  passion  for  hermet- 

122 


NOTRE-DAME  123 

ics,  of  which  indeed  it  was  but  a  natural  corollary,  since  there 
is  a  close  connection  between  hermetics  and  masonry.  Grin- 
goire  had  turned  from  the  love  of  an  idea  to  love  of  the 
substance. 

One  day  he  halted  near  Saint-Germain-l'Auxerrois,  at  the 
corner  of  a  building  known  as  For-1'Eveque,1  which  faces 
another  known  as  For-le-Roi.2  This  For-1'Eveque  contained 
a  charming  fourteenth-century  chapel,  the  chancel  of  which 
looked  towards  the  street.  Gringoire  was  devoutly  studying 
the  outside  carvings.  He  was  enjoying  one  of  those  moments 
of  selfish,  exclusive,  supreme  pleasure,  during  which  the  artist 
sees  nothing  in  the  world  but  art,  and  sees  the  world  in  art. 
All  at  once  he  felt  a  hand  laid  heavily  on  his  shoulder.  He 
turned.  It  was  his  former  friend,  his  former  master,  the 
archdeacon. 

He  was  astounded.  It  was  a  long  time  since  he  had  seen 
the  archdeacon,  and  Don  Claude  was  one  of  those  solemn  and 
impassioned  men  a  meeting  with  whom  always  upsets  the 
equilibrium  of  a  sceptic  philosopher. 

The  archdeacon  was  silent  for  some  moments,  during  which 
Gringoire  had  leisure  to  observe  him.  He  found  Don  Claude 
greatly  changed, —  pale  as  a  winter  morning,  hollow-eyed,  his 
hair  almost  white.  The  priest  at  last  broke  the  silence,  saying 
in  a  calm  but  icy  tone, — 

"  How  are  you,  Master  Pierre?  " 

"  As  to  my  health  ?  "  answered  Gringoire.  "  Well,  well !  I 
may  say  I  am  tolerably  robust,  upon  the  whole.  I  take  every- 
thing in  moderation.  You  know,  master,  the  secret  of  good 
health,  according  to  I^ip^qcrates^  '  Id  est:  cibi,  potus,  somni, 
tenus,  omnia  moderata  sint.'  ' 

"  Then  you  have  nothing  to  trouble  you,  Master  Pierre?  " 
replied  the  archdeacon,  looking  fixedly  at  Gringoire. 
.  "  No,  by  my  faith !  " 

"  And  what  are  you  doing  now  ?  " 

"  You  see,  master,  I  am  examining  the  cutting  of  these 
stones,  and  the  style  in  which  that  bas-relief  is  thrown  out." 
i  Bishop's  Court.  2  King's  Court. 
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The  priest  smiled  a  bitter  smile,  which  only  lifted  one  cor- 
ner of  his  mouth. 

"  And  does  that  amuse  you  ?  " 

"  It  is  paradise!  "  exclaimed  Gringoire.  And  bending  over 
the  sculptures  with  the  ravished  mien  of  a  demonstrator  of  liv- 
ing phenomena,  he  added :  "  For  instance,  don't  you  think 
that  metamorphosis  in  low-relief  is  carved  with  exceeding  skill, 
refinement,  and  patience?  Just  look  at  this  little  column. 
Around  what  capital  did  you  ever  see  foliage  more  graceful  or 
more  daintily  chiselled?  Here  are  three  of  Jean  Maillevin's 
alto-relievos.  They  are  not  the  finest  works  of  that  great 
genius.  Still,  the  ingenuousness,  the  sweetness  of  the  faces, 
the  careless  ease  of  the  attitudes  and  draperies,  and  that  inex- 
plicable charm  which  is  mingled  with  all  their  defects,  make 
these  tiny  figures  most  delicate  and  delightful,  perhaps  almost 
too  much  so.  Don't  you  think  this  is  entertaining?  " 

"  Yes,  indeed !  "  said  the  priest. 

"  And  if  you  could  only  see  the  inside  of  the  chapel !  "  con- 
tinued the  poet,  with  his  garrulous  enthusiasm.  "  Carvings 
everywhere,  crowded  as  close  as  the  leaves  in  the  heart  of  a 
cabbage!  The  chancel  is  fashioned  most  devoutly,  and  is  so 
peculiar  that  I  have  never  seen  its  like  elsewhere." 

Don  Claude  interrupted  him, — 

"  So  you  are  happy?  " 

Gringoire  eagerly  replied, — 

"  Yes,  on  my  honour !  At  first  I  loved  women,  then  ani- 
mals ;  now  I  love  stones.  They  are  quite  as  amusing  as  ani- 
mals or  women,  and  they  are  less  treacherous." 

The  priest  pressed  his  hand  to  his  head.  It  was  his  habit- 
ual gesture. 

"Indeed?" 

"  Stay !  "  said  Gringoire ;  "  you  shall  see  my  pleasures !  " 
He  took  the  arm  of  the  unresisting  priest,  and  led  him  into  the 
staircase  turret  of  For-1'Eveque.  "  There's  a  staircase  for 
you !  Every  time  I  see  it  I  am  happy.  It  is  the  simplest  and 
yet  the  rarest  in  Paris.  Every  step  is  bewlted  underneath. 
Its  beauty  and  simplicity  consist  in  the  treads,  which,  for  a 
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foot  or  more  in  width,  are  interlaced,  mortised,  dovetailed, 
jointed,  linked  together,  and  set  into  one  another  in  a  gen- 
uinely solid  and  goodly  way." 

"  And  you  desire  nothing  more  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  And  you  have  no  regrets  ?  " 

"  Neither  regret  nor  desire.  I  have  arranged  my  mode  of 
life." 

"  What  man  arranges,"  said  Claude,  "  circumstances  dis- 
arrange." 

"  I  am  a  Pyrrhonian  philosopher,"  replied  Gringoire,  "  and 
I  keep  everything  equally  balanced." 

66  And  how  do  you  earn  your  living  ?  " 

"  I  still  write  occasional  epics  and  tragedies ;  but  what 
brings  me  in  the  most,  is  that  trade  which  you  have  seen  me 
follow,  master, —  namely,  upholding  pyramids  of  chairs  in  my 
teeth." 

66  That  is  a  sorry  trade  for  a  philosopher." 

"  'Tis  keeping  up  an  equilibrium  all  the  same,"  said  Grin- 
goire. "  When  one  has  but  a  single  idea  he  finds  it  in  every- 
thing." 

"  I  know  that !  "  responded  the  archdeacon. 

After  a  pause  he  added, — 

"  And  yet  you  are  poor  enough?  " 

"  Poor !     Yes ;  but  not  unhappy." 

At  this  instant  the  sound  of  horses'  hoofs  was  heard,  and 
our  two  friends  saw  a  company  of  archers  belonging  to  the 
king's  ordnance  file  by  at  the  end  of  the  street,  with  raised 
knees,  and  an  officer  at  their  head.  The  cavalcade  was  a  bril- 
liant one,  and  clattered  noisily  over  the  pavement. 

"  How  you  stare  at  that  officer ! "  said  Gringoire  to  the 
archdeacon. 

"  Because  I  think  I  have  seen  him  before." 

"What  is  his  name?" 

"  I  believe,"  said  Claude,  "  that  his  name  is  Phoebus  de 
Chateaupers."  i 

"  Phoebus !  a  queer  name !     There  is  also  a  Phoebus,  Count  * 


126  NOTRE-DAME 

de  Foix.     I  once  knew  a  girl  who  never  swore  save  by  Phoe- 
bus." 

"  Come  with  me,"  said  the  priest.  "  I  have  something  to 
say  to  you." 

Ever  since  the  troops  passed  by,  some  agitation  was  appar- 
ent beneath  the  icy  exterior  of  the  archdeacon.  He  walked 
on;  Gringoire  followed,  accustomed  to  obey  him,  like  all  who 
ever  approached  that  man  full  of  such  ascendency.  They 
reached  the  Rue  des  Bernardins  in  silence,  and  found  it  quite 
deserted.  Here  Don  Claude  paused. 

"  What  have  you  to  tell  me,  master  ?  "  asked  Gringoire. 

"  Don't  you  think,"  replied  the  archdeacon,  with  a  most  re- 
flective air,  "  that  the  dress  of  those  horsemen  whom  we  just 
saw  is  far  handsomer  than  yours  and  mine?  " 

Gringoire  shook  his  head. 

"  I'  faith!  I  like  my  red  and  yellow  jacket  better  than  those 
scales  of  steel  and  iron.  What  pleasure  can  there  be  in  mak- 
ing as  much  noise  when  you  walk  as  the  Quai  de  la  Ferraille  in 
an  earthquake  ?  " 

"  Then,  Gringoire,  you  never  envied  those  fine  fellows  in 
their  warlike  array  ?  " 

"  Envied  them  what,  Sir  Archdeacon, —  their  strength,  their 
armour,  or  their  discipline?  Philosophy  and  independence  in 
rags  are  far  preferable.  I  would  rather  be  the  head  of  a  fly 
than  the  tail  of  a  lion." 

"  That's  strange,"  said  the  priest,  meditatively.  "  And  yet 
a  handsome  uniform  is  a  fine  thing." 

Gringoire,  seeing  that  he  was  absorbed  in  thought,  left  him 
in  order  to  admire  the  porch  of  a  neighbouring  house.  He 
came  back  clapping  his  hands. 

"  If  you  were  not  so  absorbed  in  the  fine  uniforms  of  those 
soldiers,  Sir  Archdeacon,  I  would  beg  you  to  take  a  look  at 
that  door.  I  always  said  that  my  lord  Aubry's  house  had  the 
most  superb  entrance  in  the  world." 

"  Pierre  Gringoire,"  said  the  archdeacon,  "  what  have  you 
done  with  that  little  gipsy  dancer  ?  " 

"Esmeralda?     What  a  sudden  change  of  subject!" 
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"  Was  she  not  your  wife  ?  " 

"  Yes,  by  means  of  a  broken  jug.  We  are  married  for 
four  years.  By  the  way,"  added  Gringoire,  regarding  the 
archdeacon  with  a  half-bantering  air,  "  are  you  still  thinking 
of  her?" 

"  And  you, —  do  you  think  of  her  no  longer  ?  " 

"  Seldom.  I  have  so  many  other  things  to  occupy  me. 
Heavens !  how  pretty  that  little  goat  of  hers  was !  " 

"  Did  not  the  girl  save  your  life  ?  " 

"  She  did  indeed,  by  Jupiter !  " 

"  Well,  what  has  become  of  her  ?  What  have  you  done 
with  her?" 

"  I  can't  say,  I  fancy  that  they  hanged  her." 

"You  really  think  so?" 

"  I'm  not  sure  of  it.  When  I  saw  that  they  had  taken  to 
hanging  people,  I  withdrew  from  the  game." 

"  Is  that  all  you  know  about  the  matter  ?  " 

"  Stay.  I  was  told  that  she  had  taken  refuge  in  Notre- 
Dame,  and  that  she  was  in  safety  there,  and  I  am  delighted  to 
hear  it;  and  I  can't  find  out  whether  the  goat  was  saved  along 
with  her.  And  that's  all  I  know  about  it." 

"  I'll  tell  you  more,"  cried  Don  Claude ;  and  his  voice,  hith- 
erto so  low,  slow,  and  almost  muffled,  became  as  loud  as  thun- 
der. "  She  did  indeed  take  refuge  in  Notre-Dame.  But 
within  three  days  justice  will  again  overtake  her,  and  she  will 
be  hanged  upon  the  Greve.  Parliament  has  issued  a  decree." 

"  That's  a  pity ! "  said  Gringoire. 

The  priest,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  had  recovered  his 
coldness  and  calm. 

"  And  who  the  devil,"  resumed  the  poet,  "  has  amused  him- 
self by  soliciting  an  order  of  restitution?  Why  couldn't  he 
have  left  Parliament  in  peace?  What  harm  does  it  do  if  a 
poor  girl  takes  shelter  under  the  flying  buttresses  of  Notre- 
Dame,  alongside  of  the  swallows'  nests  ?  " 

"  There  are  Satans  in  the  world,"  replied  the  archdeacon. 

"  That's  a  devilish  bad  job."  observed  Gringoire. 

The  archdeacon  resumed,  after  a  pause, — 
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"  So  she  saved  your  life?  " 

"  From  my  good  friends  the  Vagrants.  A  little  more,  or 
a  little  less,  and  I  should  have  been  hanged.  They  would  be 
very  sorry  for  it  now." 

"  Don't  you  want  to  do  anything  to  help  her?  " 

"  With  all  my  heart,  Don  Claude ;  but  what  if  I  should  get 
myself  into  trouble?  " 

"What  would  that  matter?" 

"What!  what  would  it  matter?  How  kind  you  are,  mas- 
ter! I  have  two  great  works  but  just  begun." 

The  priest  struck  his  forehead.  In  spite  of  his  feigned 
calmness,  an  occasional  violent  gesture  betrayed  his  inward 
struggles. 

"  How  is  she  to  be  saved?  " 

Gringoire  said:  "Master,  I  might  answer,  '  II  padeltS 
which  is  Turkish  for,  '  God  is  our  hope.' ' 

"  How  is  she  to  be  saved?  "  dreamily  repeated  the  arch- 
deacon. 

Gringoire  in  his  turn  clapped  his  hand  to  his  head. 

"  See  here,  master j  I  have  a  lively  imagination ;  I  will  devise 
various  expedients.  Suppose  the  king  were  asked  to  pardon 
her?" 

"Louis  XL, —  to  pardon!" 

"Why  not?" 

"  As  well  try  to  rob  a  tiger  of  his  bone !  " 

Gringoire  set  to  work  to  find  some  fresh  solution  of  the  dif- 
ficulty. 

"  Well !  —  stop  !  —  Do  you  want  me  to  draw  up  a  petition 
to  the  midwives  declaring  the  girl  to  be  pregnant  ?  " 

This  made  the  priest's  hollow  eye  flash. 

"  Pregnant,  villain !  do  you  know  anything  about  it  ?  " 

Gringoire  was  terrified  by  his  expression.  He  made  haste 
to  say,  "  Oh,  no,  not  I !  our  marriage  was  a  true  forismarir- 
tagium.  I  was  entirely  left  out.  But  at  any  rate,  we  should 
gain  time." 

"  Folly !  infamy !  be  silent !  " 

"  You  are  wrong  to  be  so  vexed,"   grumbled  Gringoire. 
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"  We  should  gain  time ;  it  would  do  no  one  any  harm,  and  the 
midwives,  who  are  poor  women,  would  earn  forty  Paris  pence." 
The  priest  paid  no  attention  to  him. 

"  And  yet  she  must  be  got  away ! "  he  muttered.  "  The 
order  will  be  executed  within  three  days!  Besides,  even  if 
there  were  no  order,  that  Quasimodo !  Women  have  very  de- 
praved tastes !  "  He  raised  his  voice :  "  Master  Pierre,  I 
have  considered  it  well ;  there's  but  one  means  of  salvation  for 
her." 

"  What  is  it?  I,  for  my  part,  see  none." 
"  Listen,  Master  Pierre,  and  remember  that  you  owe  your 
life  to  her.  I  will  frankly  tell  you  my  idea.  The  church  is 
watched  night  and  day.  No  one  is  allowed  to  come  out  but 
those  who  are  seen  to  go  in.  Therefore,  you  can  go  in. 
You  will  come,  and  I  will  take  you  to  her.  You  will  change 
clothes  with  her.  She  will  put  on  your  doublet;  you  will  put 
on  her  gown." 

"  So  far,  so  good,"  remarked  the  philosopher.  "  What 
next?  " 

"  What  next  ?  She  will  walk  out  in  your  clothes ;  you  will 
stay  behind  in  hers.  Perhaps  they  may  hang  you,  but  she 
will  be  saved." 

Gringoire  scratched  his  ear,  with  a  very  grave  look. 

"  There !  "  said  he ;  "  that's  an  idea  which  would  never  have 
occurred  to  me." 

At  Don  Claude's  unexpected  proposition,  the  poet's  benign 
and  open  face  had  suddenly  darkened,  like  a  smiling  Italian 
landscape  when  some  fatal  blast  sweeps  a  cloud  across  the  sun. 

"  Well,  Gringoire,  what  do  you  say  to  the  plan  ?  " 

"  I  say,  master,  that  they  would  not  hang  me  perhaps,  but 
they  would  hang  me  without  the  slightest  doubt." 

"  That  does  not  concern  us !  " 

"  The  deuce !  "  said  Gringoire. 

"  She  saved  your  life.  You  would  only  be  paying  your 
ciebt." 

"  There  are  plenty  of  others  which  I  have  not  paid." 

*'  Master  Pierre,  it  absolutely  must  be  done." 
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The  archdeacon  spoke  with  authority. 

"  Listen  to  me,  Don  Claude,"  replied  the  dismayed  poet. 
"  You  cling  to  that  idea,  and  you  are  wrong.  I  don't  see 
why  I  should  be  hanged  in  another  person's  stead." 

"  What  makes  you  so  fond  of  life  ?  " 

"  Oh,  a  thousand  things!  " 

"  What  are  they,  if  you  please  ?  " 

"What?  The  air,  the  sky,  morning  and  evening,  moon- 
light, my  good  friends  the  Vagabonds,  our  larks  with  the 
girls,  the  architectural  beauties  of  Paris  to  study,  three  big 
books  to  write, —  one  of  which  is  directed  against  the  bishop 
and  his  mills, —  and  I  know  not  what  else.  AnaxagoraiL  said 
that  he  came  into  the  world  to  admire  the  sun ;  and  besides, 
I  have  the  pleasure  of  spending  all  my  days,  from  morning 
till  night,  with  a  man  of  genius,  to  wit,  myself,  and  that  is  a 
mighty  agreeable  thing." 

"  Rattle-pate !  "  muttered  the  archdeacon.  "  Well,  speak ; 
who  preserved  that  life  of  yours  which  you  find  so  delightful? 
To  whom  do  you  owe  it  that  you  still  breathe  this  air,  behold 
that  sky,  and  are  still  able  to  amuse  your  feather-brain  with 
trifles  and  nonsense?  Where  would  you  be  now,  but  for  her? 
Would  you  have  her  die,  to  whom  you  owe  your  life, —  have 
her  die,  that  sweet,  lovely,  adorable  creature,  necessary  to  the 
light  of  the  world,  more  divine  than  God  himself,  while  you, 
half  madman  and  half  sage,  a  mere  sketch  of  something  or 
other,  a  sort  of  vegetable  growth  which  fancies  that  it  walks 
and  fancies  that  it  thinks, —  you  are  to  go  on  living  with  the 
life  of  which  you  have  robbed  her,  as  useless  as  a  candle  at 
high  noon?  Come,  have  a  little  pity,  Gringoire;  be  generous 
in  your  turn;  she  set  you  the  example." 

The  priest  was  excited.  At  first  Gringoire  listened  with 
an  air  of  indecision ;  then  he  relented,  and  ended  by  pulling 
a  tragic  grimace,  which  made  his  pallid  face  look  like  that  of 
a  new-born  baby  with  the  colic. 

"  You  are  pathetic !  "  said  he,  wiping  away  a  tear.  "  Well, 
I  will  consider  it.  That's  an  odd  idea  of  yours.  After  all," 
he  added,  after  a  pause,  "  who  knows  ?  Perhaps  they  would 
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not  hang  me.  Betrothal  is  not  always  marriage.  When 
they  find  me  in  her  cell,  so  ridiculously  arrayed,  in  cap  and 
petticoats,  perhaps  they'll  burst  out  laughing.  And  then,  if 
they  do  hang  me,  why,  the  rope  is  like  any  other  death;  or, 
rather,  it's  not  like  any  other  death.  It  is  a  death  worthy  of 
the  wise  man  who  has  wavered  and  swung  to  and  fro  all  his 
life, —  a  death  which  is  neither  fish  nor  flesh,  like  the  spirit  of 
the  genuine  sceptic;  a  death  fully  impressed  with  Pyrrhonism 
and  uncertainty,  a  happy  medium  between  heaven  and  earth, 
which  leaves  one  in  suspense.  It  is  the  right  death  for  a 
philosopher,  and  perhaps  I  was  predestined  to  it.  It  is  mag- 
nificent to  die  as  one  has  lived." 

The  priest  interrupted  him :     "  Is  it  agreed  ?  " 

"What  is  death,  after  all?  "  continued  Gringoire,  with  ex- 
altation. "  An  unpleasant  moment,  a  turnpike  gate,  the 
passage  from  little  to  nothing.  Some  one  having  asked  Cer- 
cidas,  of  Magalopolis,  if  he  was  willing  to  die,  '  Why  not  ?  ' 
he  answered :  '  for  alter  my  death  I  shall  see  those  great  men, 
—  Pythagoras  among  the  philosophers,  Hccatseus  among  the 
historians,  Homer  among  the  poets,  Olympus  among  the  musi- 
cians.' " 

The  archdeacon  offered  him  his  hand.  "  It  is  settled,  then  ? 
You  will  come  to-morrow." 

This  gesture  brought  Gringoire  back  to  reality. 

"  Oh,  no ;  by  my  faith !  "  said  he  in  the  tone  of  a  man 
awaking  from  sleep.  "  To  be  hanged !  That  is  too  absurd. 
I'll  not  do  it." 

"  Farewell,  then ! "  and  the  archdeacon  added  between  his 
teeth,  "  I  shall  see  you  again ! " 

"  I  have  no  desire  to  see  that  devil  of  a  man  again,"  thought 
Gringoire;  and  he  hurried  after  Don  Claude.  "Stay,  Sir 
Archdeacon ;  no  malice  between  old  friends !  You  take  an  in- 
terest in  that  girl, —  in  my  wife,  I  should  say ;  it  is  well.  You 
have  planned  a  stratagem  for  rescuing  her  from  Notre-Dame ; 
but  your  scheme  is  a  very  disagreeable  one  for  me,  Gringoire. 
Suppose  I  have  another!  I  warn  you  that  a  most  brilliant 
inspiration  has  just  occurred  to  me.  What  if  I  have  a  suit- 
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able  plan  for  getting  her  out  of  her  evil  plight  without  com- 
promising my  own  neck  in  the  least  of  slip-nooses,  what  would 
you  say?  Wouldn't  that  satisfy  you?  Is  it  absolutely  neces- 
sary that  I  should  be  hanged,  to  suit  you  ?  " 

The  priest  impatiently  wrenched  the  buttons  from  his  cas- 
sock, saying,  "  What  a  flood  of  words !  What  is  your 
scheme  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  resumed  Gringoire,  talking  to  himself,  and  laying 
his  finger  to  his  nose  in  token  of  his  absorption,  "  that's  just 
it!  The  Vagabonds  are  brave  fellows.  The  gipsy  nation 
love  her!  They  will  rise  at  a  single  word!  Nothing  easier! 
A  sudden  attack;  amidst  the  confusion  she  can  readily  be  car- 
ried off.  To-morrow  night.  They  will  ask  nothing  better." 

"  Your  plan !  speak !  "  said  the  priest,  shaking  him  roughly. 

Gringoire  turned  majestically  towards  him.  "Let  me 
alone!  Don't  you  see  that  I  am  in  the  throes  of  composi- 
tion ?  "  He  reflected  for  a  few  moments  more,  then  clapped 
his  hands  in  delight,  exclaiming,  "  Capital !  success  is  as- 
sured!" 

"  Your  plan !  "  angrily  repeated  Claude. 

Gringoire  was  radiant. 

"  Come  close,  and  let  me  whisper  it  to  you.  It  is  really  a 
jolly  countermine,  and  one  which  will  get  us  all  out  of  dif- 
ficulty. Zounds !  you  must  confess  that  I  am  no  fool." 

He  interrupted  himself, — 

"  Oh,  by  the  way!  is  the  little  goat  still  with  the  girl?  " 

"  Yes.     May  the  foul  fiend  fly  away  with  you !  " 

"  They  were  going  to  hang  her  too,  were  they  not  ?  " 

"What  is  that  to  me?" 

"  Yes,  they  would  have  hanged  her.  They  did  hang  a  sow 
last  month.  The  hangman  likes  that;  he  eats  the  animal 
afterwards.  Hang  my  pretty  Djali!  Poor  little  lamb! " 

"  Curses  on  you !  "  cried  Don  Claude.  "  You  are  the  ex- 
ecutioner yourself.  What  means  of  saving  her  have  you  hit 
upon,  rascal?  Must  I  tear  your  idea  from  you  with  the 
^creeps  ?  " 

"  Softly,  master !     It  is  this." 
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Gringoire  bent  to  the  archdeacon's  ear,  and  whispered  to 
him,  casting  an  anxious  glance  up  and  down  the  street  mean- 
while, although  there  was  no  one  in  sight.  When  he  ended, 
Dor  Claude  took  his  hand  and  said  coldly,  "  It  is  well.  Until 
to-morrow,  then." 

"  Until  to-morrow,"  repeated  Gringoire.  And  as  the  arch- 
deacon departed  in  one  direction,  he  moved  away  in  the  other, 
muttering.  "  Here's  a  pretty  business,  Master  Pierre  Grin- 
goire !  Never  mind !  It  shall  not  be  said  that  because  a  man 
is  little  he  is  afraid  of  a  great  enterprise.  Biton  carried  a 
full-grown  bull  upon  his  shoulders;  wagtails,  black-caps,  and 
stone-chats  cross  the  sea." 


CHAPTER  II 

TURN  VAGABOND! 

THE  archdeacon,  on  returning  to  the  cloisters,  found  his 
brother,  Jehan  du  Moulin,  awaiting  him  at  the  door  of 
his  cell.  He  had  whiled  away  the  fatigue  of  waiting  by  draw- 
ing upon  the  wall  in  charcoal  his  elder  brother's  profile, 
enriched  with  an  exaggerated  nose. 

Don  Claude  scarcely  looked  at  his  brother;  he  had  other 
cares.  That  merry  roguish  face,  whose  radiance  had  so 
often  brightened  the  priest's  gloomy  countenance,  was  now 
incapable  of  dissipating  the  clouds  which  grew  daily  thicker 
over  that  corrupt,  mephitic,  stagnant  soul. 

"  Brother,"  timidly  said  Jehan,  "  I  have  come  to  see  you." 

The  archdeacon  did  not  even  deign  to  look  at  him. 

"Well?" 

"  Brother,"  continued  the  hypocrite,  "  you  are  so  good  to 
me,  and  you  give  me  such  good  advice,  that  I  am  always  com- 
ing back  to  you." 

"Well?" 
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"  Alas !  brother,  how  right  you  were  when  you  said  to  me, 
*  Jehan !  Jehan !  cessat  doctorum  doctrina,  discipulorum,  dis- 
ciplina!  Jehan,  be  prudent;  Jehan,  be  studious;  Jehan,  do 
not  wander  outside  the  college  bounds  at  night  without  just 
cause  and  leave  from  your  master.  Do  not  quarrel  with  the 
Picards  (noli,  Joannes,  verberare  Picardos).  Do  not  lie  and 
moulder  like  an  illiterate  ass  (quasi  asinus  illiteratus)  amidst 
the  litter  of  the  schools.  Jehan,  suffer  yourself  to  be  pun- 
ished at  the  discretion  of  your  master.  Jehan,  go  to  chapel 
every  evening,  and  sing  an  anthem  with  a  collect  and  prayer 
to  our  Glorious  Lady,  the  Virgin  Mary.'  Alas!  What  ex- 
cellent counsels  were  these !  " 

"Well?" 

"  Brother,  you  see  before  you  a  guilty  wretch,  a  criminal, 
a  miserable  sinner,  a  libertine,  a  monster!  My  dear  brother, 
Jehan  has  trampled  your  advice  beneath  his  feet.  I  am  fitly 
punished  for  it,  and  the  good  God  is  strangely  just.  So 
long  as  I  had  money  I  rioted  and  revelled  and  led  a  jolly 
life.  Oh,  how  charming  is  the  face  of  Vice,  but  how  ugly  and 
crooked  is  her  back !  Now,  I  have  not  a  single  silver  coin ; 
I  have  sold  my  table-cloth,  my  shirt,  and  my  towel;  no  more 
feasting  for  me !  The  wax  candle  has  burned  out,  and  I  have 
nothing  left  but  a  wretched  tallow  dip,  which  reeks  in  my 
nostrils.  The  girls  laugh  at  me.  I  drink  water.  I  am  tor- 
mented by  creditors  and  remorse." 

"  What  else?  "  said  the  archdeacon. 

"  Alas !  dearest  brother,  I  would  fain  lead  a  better  life. 
I  came  to  you  full  of  contrition.  I  am  penitent.  I  confess 
my  sins.  I  beat  my  breast  lustily.  You  were  quite  right  to 
wish  me  to  become  a  licentiate,  and  submonitor  of  the  College 
de  Torchi.  I  now  feel  that  I  have  the  strongest  vocation  for 
that  office.  But  I  have  no  ink,  I  must  buy  some;  I  have  no 
pens,  I  must  buy  some;  I  have  no  paper,  I  have  no  books, 
I  must  buy  some.  I  am  in  great  want  of  a  little  money  for 
all  these  things,  and  I  come  to  you,  brother,  with  a  contrite 
heart." 

"Is  that  all?" 
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"  Yes,"  said  the  student.     "  A  little  money." 

*•  I  have  none." 

The  student  then  said  with  a  grave  and  at  the  same  time 
resolute  air,  "  Very  well,  brother :  I  am  sorry  to  be  obliged 
to  tell  you  that  very  fine  offers  and  propositions  have  been 
made  me  by  another  party.  You  will  not  give  me  the  money? 
No?  In  that  case,  I  shall  turn  Vagabond." 

As  he  uttered  this  monstrous  word,  he  assumed  the  ex- 
pression of  an  Ajax,  expecting  to  see  the  thunderbolt  descend 
upon  his  head. 

The  archdeacon  said  coldly, — 

"  Turn  Vagabond!" 

Jehan  bowed  low  and  hurried  down  the  cloister  stairs,  whis- 
tling as  he  went. 

Just  as  he  passed  through  the  courtyard  of  the  cloisters, 
under  his  brother's  window,  he  heard  that  window  open,  looked 
up,  and  saw  the  archdeacon's  stern  face  at  the  aperture. 

"  Go  to  the  devil !  "  said  Don  Claude ;  "  this  is  the  last 
money  which  you  will  ever  get  from  me ! " 

At  the  same  time  he  flung  at  Jehan  a  purse  which  raised 
a  large  lump  on  his  forehead,  and  with  which  he  departed,  at 
once;  angry  and  pleased,  like  a  dog  pelted  with  marrow-bones. 


CHAPTER  III 
JOY  FOREVER! 

THE  reader  may  remember  that  a  part  of  the  Court  of 
Miracles  was  enclosed  by  the  ancient  boundary  wall  of 
the  city,  many  of  whose  towers  had  at  this  time  begun  to  fall 
into  ruin.  One  of  these  towers  had  been  made  into  a  pleasure- 
house  by  the  Vagabonds.  There  was  a  tavern  in  the  lower 
portion,  and  other  things  above.  This  tower  was  the  most 
lively  and  consequently  the  most  horrible  spot  in  the  Vagrant 
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community.  It  was  a  sort  of  monstrous  bee-hive,  which 
buzzed  and  hummed  night  and  day.  At  night,  when  all  the 
surplus  beggars  were  asleep,  when  there  was  not  a  window 
still  lighted  in  any  of  the  dirty  houses  in  the  square,  when  no 
sound  was  longer  to  be  heard  from  any  of  the  innumerable 
hovels,  the  abode  of  swarms  of  thieves,  prostitutes,  and  stolen 
children  or  foundlings,  the  jolly  tower  might  always  be  known 
by  the  noise  which  rose  from  it,  by  the  red  light  which,  beam- 
ing alike  from  chimneys,  windows,  and  cracks  in  the  crum- 
bling walls,  escaped,  as  it  were,  at  every  pore. 

The  cellar,  then,  was  the  tavern.  It  was  reached  by  a  low 
door,  and  a  flight  of  stairs  as  steep  as  a  classic  Alexandrine 
verse.  Over  the  door,  by  way  of  sign,  there  was  a  marvellous 
daub  portraying  a  number  of  coins  fresh  from  the  mint  and 
fresh-killed  chickens,  with  these  punning  words  above :  "  The 
Ringers  for  the  Dead." 

One  evening,  when  the  curfew-bell  was  ringing  from  every 
belfry  in  Paris,  the  Serjeants  of  the  watch,  had  they  chanced 
to  enter  the  much-dreaded  Court  of  Miracles,  might  have 
observed  that  there  was  even  more  uproar  than  usual  in  the 
tavern  of  the  Vagabonds;  that  there  was  more  drinking  and 
more  swearing  than  ordinary.  Outside,  in  the  square,  nu- 
merous groups  were  chatting  together  in  low  tones,  as  if 
planning  some  great  enterprise;  and  here  and  there  some 
scamp  squatted  on  the  ground,  sharpening  a  rusty  iron  blade 
upon  a  paving-stone.  Within  the  tavern  itself,  however, 
cards  and  wine  proved  so  powerful  a  diversion  from  the  ideas 
which  that  evening  occupied  the  minds  of  the  Vagrant  com- 
munity that  it  would  have  been  hard  to  guess  from  the  re- 
marks of  the  drinkers  what  the  scheme  on  foot  really  was; 
they  merely  seemed  somewhat  more  jovial  than  usual,  and 
between  the  legs  of  every  man  glistened  a  weapon, —  a  prun- 
ing-hook,  an  axe,  a  big  two-edged  sword,  or  the  hook  of  an 
old  hackbut. 

The  room  was  circular  in  shape  and  very  large;  but  the 
tables  were  so  closely  crowded  and  the  topers  so  numerous 
that  the  entire  contents  of  the  tavern  —  men,  women,  benches, 
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beer-jugs,  drinkers,  sleepers,  gamblers,  able-bodied  and  crip- 
ple d  —  seemed  to  be  heaped  together  pell-mell,  with  no  more 
order  or  harmony  than  a  pile  of  oyster-shells.  A  number  of 
tal'ow  dips  burned  on  the  tables;  but  the  real  luminary  of  the 
tavern,  which  played  the  same  part  as  the  chandelier  in  an 
opera-house,  was  the  fire.  This  cellar  was  so  damp  that  the 
fire  on  the  hearth  was  never  suffered  to  go  out,  even  in  mid- 
summer. There  was  a  huge  fireplace  with  carved  overhanging 
mantel,  bristling  with  clumsy  iron  andirons  and  kitchen  uten- 
sils, and  one  of  those  tremendous  fires  of  wood  and  turf  mixed, 
which  at  night,  in  village  streets,  cast  such  red  and  spectral 
images  on  the  opposite  walls  from  the  window  of  a  forge.  A 
large  dog  sat  soberly  in  the  ashes,  and  turned  a  spit  laden 
witli  meat  before  the  embers. 

In  spite  of  the  confusion,  after  the  first  glance,  three  prin- 
cipal groups  were  readily  to  be  distinguished,  pressing  about 
thr(  e  personages  with  whom  the  reader  is  already  acquainted. 
One  of  these  persons,  grotesquely  decked  with  various  gaudy 
Oriental  rags,  was  Mathias  Hungadi  Spicali,  Duke  of  Egypt 
and  Bohemia.  The  rascal  sat  upon  a  table,  with  crossed  legs 
and  uplifted  finger,  loudly  dispensing  his  store  of  black  and 
white  magic  to  the  many  gaping  faces  around  him.  Another 
mob  crowded  closely  about  our  old  friend,  the  worthy  King 
of  Tunis,  or  lord  of  blacklegs,  Clopin  Trouillefou.  Armed  to 
the  teeth,  he  was  very  seriously,  and  in  low  tones,  superintend- 
ing the  pillage  of  an  enormous  cask  full  of  weapons  which 
stood  staved  in  before  him,  and  from  which  were  disgorged 
quantities  of  axes,  swords,  priming-pans,  coats  of  mail, 
spear-heads  and  antique  lance-heads,  arrows  and  cross-bow 
bolts,  like  so  many  apples  and  grapes  from  a  cornucopia. 
Each  took  from  the  heap  what  he  chose, —  one  a  helmet,  one 
a  sword-blade,  and  another  a  misericordia,  or  cross-handled 
dagger.  The  very  children  armed  themselves,  and  there  were 
even  legless  cripples,  crawling  about,  barbed  and  cuirassed, 
between  the  legs  of  the  topers,  like  big  beetles. 

Lastly  a  third  audience  —  the  noisest,  j  oiliest,  and  most 
nun  erous  of  all  —  thronged  the  benches  and  tables,  in  whose 
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midst  held  forth  and  swore  a  flute-like  voice  issuing  from  a 
heavy  suit  of  armour,  complete  from  helmet  to  spurs.  The 
individual  who  had  thus  imprisoned  himself  in  full  panoply 
was  so  entirely  hidden  by  his  warlike  habit  that  nothing  was 
to  be  seen  of  him  but  an  impudent,  red,  snub  nose,  a  lock  of 
light  curly  hair,  a  rosy  mouth,  and  a  pair  of  bold  eyes.  His 
belt  was  stuck  full  of  daggers  and  knives,  a  huge  sword  hung 
at  his  side,  a  rusty  cross-bow  was  on  the  other  thigh,  and  a 
vast  jug  of  wine  stood  before  him  ;  not  to  mention  a  plump  and 
ragged  damsel  at  his  right  hand.  Every  mouth  in  his  vi- 
cinity laughed,  cursed,  and  drank. 

Add  to  these  twenty  secondary  groups, —  the  serving  men 
and  maids  running  about  with  jugs  on  their  heads;  gamblers 
stooping  over  their  marbles,  their  hop-scotch,  dice,  vachette, 
or  exciting  game  of  tringlet;  the  quarrels  in  one  corner,  the 
kisses  in  another,—  and  you  will  have  some  idea  of  the  scene 
over  which  flickered  the  glare  of  a  huge  roaring  fire,  which 
made  a  myriad  monstrous  shadows  dance  upon  the  walls. 

As  for  the  noise,  it  was  like  the  inside  of  a  big  bell 
ringing  a  full  peal. 

The  dripping-pan,  in  which  a  shower  of  fat  from  the  spit 
was  crackling,  filled  up  with  its  constant  sputtering  the  inter- 
vals in  the  endless  dialogues  going  on  from  one  side  of  the  hall 
to  the  other. 

Amidst  this  uproar,  a  philosopher  sat  at  the  back  of  the 
room  on  the  bench  in  the  chimney-place,  musing,  with  his 
feet  in  the  ashes  and  his  eyes  on  the  burning  brands;  it  was 
Pierre  Gringoire. 

"  Come !  make  haste,  arm  yourselves !  We  march  in  an 
hour !  "  said  Clopin  Trouillef ou  to  his  Canters. 

A  girl  hummed, — 

"Good-night,  mamma;  good-night,  my  sire; 
Who  sits  up  last,  rakes  down  the  fire." 

Two  card-players  disputed  together. 

"  Knave,"  cried  the  redder-faced  of  the  two,  shaking  his 
fist  at  the  other,  "  I  will  mark  you  with  the  club ;  then  you 
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can  take  the  place  of  Pam  *  in  the  king's  own  pack  of  cards." 

"  Ouf!  "  roared  a  Norman,  readily  to  be  recognized  by 
his  nasal  twang ;  "  we  are  crowded  together  here  like  so  many 
saints  at  Caillouville !  " 

"  Boys,"  said  the  Duke  of  Egypt  to  his  followers,  speak- 
ing in  falsetto  tones,  "  the  witches  of  France  attend  their  Sab- 
bath without  broomstick,  or  ointment,  or  any  steed,  merely  by 
uttering  a  few  magical  words.  Italian  witches  always  keep 
a  goat  waiting  for  them  at  the  door.  All  are  obliged  to  go 
up  the  chimney." 

The  voice  of  the  young  scamp  armed  from  head  to  foot 
rose  above  the  uproar. 

"  Noel !  Noel !  "  he  shouted.  "  To-day  I  wear  armour  for 
the  first  time.  A  Vagrant!  I  am  a  Vagrant,  by  Christ's 
wounds !  Give  me  drink !  Friends,  my  name  is  Jehan  Frollo 
du  Moulin,  and  I  am  a  gentleman  born.  It  is  my  opinion 
that  if  God  himself  were  a  dragoon,  he  would  turn  plunderer. 
Brothers,  we  are  about  to  go  on  a  fine  expedition.  We  are 
valiant  fellows.  Assault  the  church,  break  open  the  doors, 
carry  off  the  lovely  damsel  in  distress,  save  her  from  her 
judges,  save  her  from  the  priests;  dismantle  the  cloisters, 
burn  the  bishop  in  his  palace.  We'll  do  all  this  in  less  time 
than  it  takes  a  burgomaster  to  eat  a  spoonful  of  soup.  Our 
cause  is  just;  we  will  strip  Notre-Dame,  and  that's  the  end 
of  it.  We'll  hang  Quasimodo.  Do  you  know  Quasimodo, 
ladies?  Did  you  ever  see  him  ring  the  big  bell  of  a  Whit- 
Sunday  until  he  was  out  of  breath?  My  word!  it's  a  lovely 
sight!  He  looks  like  a  devil  astride  of  a  great  gaping  pair 
of  jaws.  Friends,  listen  to  me.  I  am  a  Vagrant  to  my 
heart's  core;  I  am  a  Canter  in  my  inmost  soul;  I  was  born  a 
Cadger.  I  have  been  very  rich,  and  I've  devoured  my  for- 
tune. My  mother  meant  to  make  a  soldier  of  me ;  my  father, 
a  sub-deacon ;  my  aunt,  a  member  of  the  Court  of  Inquiry ;  my 
grandmother,  prothonotary  to  the  king;  my  great-aunt,  a 
paymaster  in  the  army ;  but  I, —  I  turned  Vagrant.  I  told 
my  father  that  I  had  made  my  choice,  and  he  hurled  a  curse 
i  Knave  of  clubs. 


140  NOTRE-DAME 

at  my  head ;  and  my  mother, —  she,  poor  old  lady,  fell  to 
weeping  and  sputtering,  like  that  log  on  the  fire.  A  short 
life  and  a  merry  one,  say  I !  I  am  as  good  as  a  whole  house- 
ful of  lunatics!  Landlady,  my  darling,  more  wine!  I've 
money  enough  still  to  pay  for  it.  No  more  Surene  wine  for 
me;  it  frets  my  throat.  Zounds!  I'd  as  soon  gargle  m}'- 
self  with  a  swarm  of  bees !  " 

Meantime,  the  rabble  applauded  his  words  with  shouts  of 
laughter ;  and  seeing  that  the  tumult  about  him  increased,  the 
student  exclaimed :  — 

"  Oh,  what  a  delightful  confusion !  Populi  debacchantis 
populosa  debacchatio!  "  Then  he  began  to  sing,  his  eye 
rolling  in  feigned  ecstasy,  in  the  voice  of  a  canon  intoning 
vespers:  "  Quce  cantica!  qua  organa!  quce  cantilena!  qua? 
melodice  hie  sine  fine  decantantur!  Sonant  melliftua  hym- 
rtorum  organa,  suavissima  angelorum  melodia  cantica  can- 
ticorum  mira  — "  He  stopped  short :  "  Here,  you  devil  of 
a  tavern-keeper,  give  me  some  supper !  " 

There  was  a  moment  of  comparative  quiet,  during  which 
the  sharp  voice  of  the  Duke  of  Egypt  was  heard  in  its  turn, 
instructing  his  followers :  — 

"  The  weasel  is  called  Aduine,  the  fox  Blue-foot  or  the 
Wood-ranger,  the  wolf  Grey-foot,  or  Gold-foot,  the  bear 
Old  Man  or  Grandfather.  The  cap  of  a  gnome  will  make 
its  possessor  invisible,  and  enable  him  to  see  invisible  things. 
Every  toad  that  is  baptized  should  be  clad  in  black  or 
red  velvet,  a  bell  round  its  neck  and  another  at  its  feet. 
The  godfather  holds  it  by  the  head,  the  godmother  by  the 
legs." 

The  Vagrants   continued  to  arm,  whispering  together  as 
they  did  so,  at  the  other  end  of  the  tavern. 
.    "  Poor  Esmeralda !  "  said  a  gipsy ;  "  she's  our  sister.      We 
must  rescue  her." 

"  Is  she  still  at  Notre-Dame  ? "  asked  a  Jewish-looking 
Cadger. 

"  Yes,  in  good  sooth,  she  is !  " 

"  Well,  then,  comrades,"  cried  the  Cadger,  "  on  to  Notre- 
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Dame!  So  much  the  more,  that  there  are  two  statues  in  the 
chapel  of  Saint  Fereol  and  Saint  Ferrution, —  one  of  Saint 
John  the  Baptist  and  the  other  of  Saint  Anthony, —  of  solid 
gold,  the  two  together  weighing  seven  golden  marks  and  fif- 
teen sterlings,  and  the  silver-gilt  pedestals  weigh  seventeen 
marks  and  five  ounces.  I  know  all  about  this;  I  am  a  jew- 
eller." 

Here  Jehan's  supper  was  served.  He  exclaimed,  as  he 
threw  himself  back  upon  the  bosom  of  the  girl  next  him :  — 

"  By  Saint  Voult-de-Lucques,  known  to  the  world  at  large 
as  Saint  Goguelu,  I  am  perfectly  happy.  Before  me  stands 
a  fool  staring  at  me  with  as  smug  a  face  as  any  archduke. 
And  at  my  left  elbow  sits  another,  with  teeth  so  long  that 
they  hide  his  chin.  And  then,  too,  I'm  like  Marshal  de  Gie 
at  the  siege  of  Pontoise, —  my  right  wing  rests  upon  an 
eminence.  Body  of  Mahomet!  comrade,  you  look  very  like  a 
dealer  in  tennis-balls,  and  yet  you  dare  to  take  your  seat 
by  my  side!  I  am  a  noble,  my  friend.  Nobility  and  trade 
cannot  keep  company.  Get  you  gone!  Hollo  there,  you 
fellows!  don't  fall  to  fighting.  What!  Baptiste  Croque- 
Oison,  you  who  have  so  fine  a  nose,  will  you  risk  it  against 
the  heavy  fists  of  yonder  lout?  Donkey!  non  cuiquam 
datum  est  Jiabere  nasum.  You  are  indeed  divine,  Jacqueline 
Ronge-Oreille !  "Tis  a  pity  you're  so  bald.  Hollo !  my  name 
is  Jehan  Frollo,  and  my  brother  is  an  archdeacon.  May  the 
devil  take  him !  Every  word  I  say  is  true.  When  I  turned 
vagabond,  I  cheerfully  renounced  the  half  of  a  house  sit- 
uated in  paradise,  which  my  brother  promised  me  (Dimidiam 
do  mam  in  paradiso.)  I  quote  the  Scriptures.  I  have  an 
estate  in  fee  in  the  Rue  Tirechappe,  and  all  the  women  are 
in  love  with  me  as  truly  as  it  is  true  that  Saint  Aloysius  was 
an  excellent  goldsmith,  and  that  the  five  handicrafts  of  the 
good  city  of  Paris  are  those  of  the  tanners,  leather-dressers, 
baldric-makers,  purse-makers,  and  cordwainers,  and  that  Saint 
Lawrence  was  broiled  over  egg-shells.  I  swear,  comrades, — 

*  That  for  a  year  I'll  drink  no  wine 
If  there  be  any  lie  in  words  of  mine!' 
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My  charmer,  it  is  moonlight;  only  look  yonder,  through  that 
loop-hole ;  how  the  wind  rumples  the  clouds, —  as  I  do  your 
tucker!  Come,  girls!  snuff  the  children  and  the  candles. 
Christ  and  Mahomet!  what  am  I  eating  now,  by  Jupiter? 
Ho,  there,  you  fagot !  the  hairs  which  are  missing  on  the 
heads  of  your  women,  I  find  in  your  omelets.  I  say,  old  girl ! 
I  like  my  omelets  bald.  May  the  devil  put  your  nose  out  of 
joint!  A  fine  hostelry  of  Beelzebub  this,  where  the  wenches 
comb  their  heads  with  forks !  " 

So  saying,  he  smashed  his  plate  upon  the  paved  floor,  and 
fell  to  singing  at  the  top  of  his  lungs :  — 

"And  for  this  self  of  mine, 
Now  by  the  Blood  Divine! 
No  creed  I  crave, 
No  law  to  save. 
I  have  no  fire, 
I  have  no  hut; 
And  I  require 
No  faith  to  put 
In  monarch  high 
Or  Deity!" 

Meantime,  Clopin  Trouillefou  had  finished  his  distribution 
of  arms.  He  approached  Gringoire,  who  seemed  plunged  in 
deep  thought,  with  his  feet  upon  an  andiron. 

"  Friend  Pierre,"  said  the  king  of  blacklegs,  "  what  the 
deuce  are  you  thinking  about?  " 

Gringoire  turned  to  him  with  a  melancholy  smile. 

"  I  love  the  fire,  my  dear  lord ;  not  for  the  trivial  reason 
that  the  fire  warms  our  feet  or  cooks  our  soup,  but  because  it 
throws  out  sparks.  I  sometimes  spend  hours  in  watching 
the  sparks  fly  up.  I  discover  a  thousand  things  in  these 
stars  that  sprinkle  the  black  chimney-back.  These  stars  are 
worlds  as  well." 

"  May  I  be  struck  by  lightning  if  I  understand  you !  "  said 
the  Vagrant.  "  D6  you  know  what  time  it  is?  " 

"  I  do  not,"  replied  Gringoire. 

Clcpin  then  went  up  to  the  Duke  of  Egypt :  — 
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"  Comrade  Mathias,  this  is  not  a  lucky  moment  for  our 
scheme.  They  say  that  King  Louis  XI.  is  in  Paris." 

"  So  much  the  more  reason  for  rescuing  our  sister  from  his 
claws,"  answered  the  old  gipsy. 

"  You  speak  like  a  man,  Mathias,"  said  the  King  of  Tunis. 
"  Moreover,  we  will  act.  adroitly.  We  need  fear  no  resistance 
v  ithin  the  church.  The  canons  are  mere  hares,  and  we  mus- 
h.»r  strong.  The  officers  of  the  Parliament  will  be  nicely  taken 
i;i  to-morrow  when  they  come  to  seize  her!  By  the  Pope's  toe! 
I  don't  want  the  pretty  maid  hanged!  " 

With  these  words,  Clopin  left  the  tavern. 

Meantime,  Jehan  shouted  in  hoarse  tones, — 

"  I  drink,  I  cat,  I  am  drunk,  I  am  Jugiter_ himself !  Ha! 
Pierre  PAssommeur,  if  you  stare  at  me  like  that,  I'll  dust 
your  nose  with  a  fillip  or  two !  " 

Gringoire,  on  his  side,  roused  from  his  meditations,  was 
contemplating  the  wild,  noisy  scene  before  him,  muttering  be- 
tween his  teeth:  "  Luxuriosa  res  vinum  et  tumultuosa 
ebrletas.  Alas!  I  have  good  reasons  for  not  drinking;  and 
how  aptly  Saint  Benedict  says:  '  Vinum  apostatare  facit 
etlam  saplentes!  ' 

At  this  instant  Clopin  returned,  and  cried  in  a  voice  of 
thunder, — 

"  Midnight ! " 

At  this  word,  which  had  the  effect  of  "  Boot  and  saddle ! " 
upon  a  regiment  at  rest,  all  the  Vagrants,  men,  women,  and 
children,  rushed  hurriedly  from  the  tavern,  with  a  great 
clatter  of  arms  and  old  iron. 

The  moon  was  overcast. 

The  Court  of  Miracles  was  quite  dark.  There  was  not 
a  light  to  be  seen ;  and  yet  it  was  far  from  being  empty.  A 
crowd  of  men  and  women,  talking  together  in  low  tones  had 
collected.  There  was  an  audible  buzz  of  voices  and  a  glitter 
of  all  sorts  of  weapons  in  the  darkness.  Clopin  mounted  a 
huge  stone. 

"  To  your  ranks,  Canters !  "  he  cried.  "  To  your  ranks, 
Gipsies !  To  your  ranks,  Greeks !  " 
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There  was  a  stir  in  the  gloom.  The  vast  multitude  seemed 
to  be  forming  into  line.  After  a  brief  pause  the  King  of 
Tunis  again  raised  his  voice :  — 

"  Now,  silence  as  we  pass  through  Paris !  '  The  chive  in 
the  cly  ' 1  is  the  password !  The  torches  will  not  be  lighted 
until  we  reach  Notre-Dame !  Forward,  march !  " 

Ten  minutes  later  the  horsemen  of  the  watch  fled  in  terror 
before  a  long  procession  of  dark,  silent  men  descending  upon 
the  Pont  au  Change  through  the  crooked  streets  which  traverse 
the  closely  built  region  of  the  Markets  in  every  direction. 


CHAPTER  IV 

AN   AWKWARD    FRIEND 

fTlHAT  same  night  Quasimodo  did  not  sleep.  He  had  just 
JL  made  his  last  round  in  the  church.  He  did  not  notice, 
as  he  closed  the  doors,  that  the  archdeacon  passed,  and  seemed 
somewhat  vexed  at  seeing  him  so  carefully  bolt  and  chain  the 
immense  iron  bars  which  made  the  wide  leaves  as  solid  as  a 
wall.  Don  Claude  looked  even  more  preoccupied  than  usual. 
Moreover,  ever  since  his  nocturnal  adventure  in  the  cell  he 
had  abused  Quasimodo  constantly;  but  though  he  maltreated 
him,  nay,  sometimes  even  beat  him,  nothing  shook  the  sub- 
mission, patience,  and  humble  resignation  of  the  faithful 
ringer.  From  the  archdeacon  he  would  bear  anything  and 
everything, —  insults,  threats,  blows, —  without  murmuring  a 
reproach,  without  uttering  a  complaint.  At  most  he  anx- 
iously followed  Don  Claude  with  his  eye,  as  he  climbed  the 
tower  stairs ;  but  the  archdeacon  had  carefully  abstained  from 
appearing  again  in  the  gipsy's  presence. 

That  night,  then,  Quasimodo,  after  giving  a  glance  at  his 
poor  forsaken  bells, —  at  Jacqueline,  Marie,  and  Thibauld  — 

i  Thieves'  slang  — "  the  knife  in  the  pocket." 
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nad  ascended  to  the  roof  of  the  north  tower,  and  there,  placing 
his  well-closed  dark-lantern  upon  the  leads,  gazed  out  over 
Paris.  The  night,  as  we  have  already  said,  was  very  dark. 
Paris,  which  at  this  time  was  but  scantily  lighted,  presented 
to  the  eye  a  confused  collection  of  black  masses,  intersected 
here  and  there  by  the  silvery  bend  of  the  Seine.  Quasimodo 
saw  but  a  single  light,  and  that  in  the  window  of  a  distant 
structure,  the  dim,  dark  outlines  of  which  were  distinctly  vis- 
ible above  the  roofs,  in  the  direction  of  Porte  Saint-Antoine. 
There,  too,  some  one  was  watching. 

While  his  one  eye  roamed  over  the  expanse  of  mist  and 
rsight,  the  ringer  felt  within  him  an  inexplicable  sense  of 
alarm.  For  some  days  he  had  been  upon  his  guard.  He 
had  constantly  seen  evil-looking  men  prowling  about  the 
church,  and  never  taking  their  eyes  from  the  young  girl's 
hiding-place.  He  fancied  that  there  might  be  some  plot 
brewing  against  the  unfortunate  refugee.  He  imagined  that 
she  was  a  victim  to  popular  hatred  like  himself,  and  that 
something  might  come  of  it  soon.  He  therefore  stationed 
himself  upon  his  tower,  on  the  alert,  "  dreaming  in  his  dream- 
ery," as  Rabelais  has  it,  his  eye  by  turns  bent  upon  the  cell 
and  upon  Paris,  keeping  faithful  watch,  like  a  trusty  dog, 
with  a  thousand  doubts  and  fears. 

All  at  once,  while  scrutinizing  the  great  city  with  the  one 
eye  which  Nature,  by  a  sort  of  compensating  justice,  had 
made  so  piercing  that  it  might  almost  supply  the  other  organs 
which  he  lacked,  it  seemed  to  him  that  the  outline  of  the  Qu;ii 
de  la  Vieille-Pelleterie  looked  somewhat  peculiarly,  that  there 
was  something  moving  at  that  point,  that  the  line  of  the  para 
pet  darkly  defined  against  the  white  water  was  not  .straight 
and  steady  like  that  of  the  other  quays,  but  that  it  rippled, 
as  he  gazed,  like  the  waves  of  a  river  or  the  heads  of  a  moving 
multitude. 

This  struck  him  as  singular.  He  redoubled  his  attention. 
The  movement  seemed  to  be  towards  the  City.  There  was 
no  light  to  be  seen.  It  continued  for  some  time,  upon  the 
quay;  then  it  subsided  gradually,  as  if  whatever  might  be 
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passing  had  entered  the  interior  of  the  Island ;  then  it  ceased 
entirely,  and  the  line  of  the  quay  became  straight  and  motion- 
less once  more. 

While  Quasimodo  was  lost  in  conjectures,  it  seemed  to 
him  as  if  the  movement  had  reappeared  in  the  Rue  du  Parvis, 
which  leads  into  the  City  directly  opposite  the  front  of  Notre- 
Dame.  At  last,  dense  as  was  the  darkness,  he  saw  the  head 
of  a  column  emerge  from  that  street,  and  in  an  instant  fill 
the  square  with  a  crowd  in  which  nothing  could  be  dis- 
tinguished in  the  shadows  but  that  it  was  a  crowd. 

The  spectacle  had  its  terrors.  It  is  probable  that  this 
strange  procession,  which  seemed  so  desirous  of  stealing  along 
unseen  under  cover  of  darkness,  was  equally  careful  to  observe 
unbroken  silence.  And  yet  some  noise  appeared  inevitable, 
were  it  only  the  tramp  of  feet.  But  this  sound  could  not 
reach  our  deaf  man's  ear,  and  the  vast  host,  so  dimly  seen, 
and  wholly  unheard  by  him,  yet  moving  and  marching  onward 
so  near  him,  produced  upon  him  the  effect  of  an  army  of 
ghosts,  mute,  impalpable,  hidden  in  mists.  He  seemed  to  see 
a  fog-bank  full  of  men  advancing  upon  him;  to  see  shadows 
stirring  amid  the  shades. 

Then  his  fears  revived;  the  idea  of  an  attempt  against  the 
gipsy  girl  again  presented  itself  to  his  mind.  He  had  a 
confused  sense  that  a  violent  scene  was  at  hand.  At  this 
critical  moment  he  held  counsel  with  himself  with  better  judg- 
ment and  more  promptness  than  could  have  been  expected 
from  so  ill-organized  a  brain.  Should  he  awaken  the  gipsy; 
help  her  to  escape?  Which  way?  The  streets  were  in- 
vested; the  church  backed  up  against  the  river.  There  was 
no  boat,  no  outlet !  There  was  but  one  thing  to  be  done, —  to 
die  if  need  be  on  the  threshold  of  Notre-Dame;  to  resist  at 
least  until  some  help  should  come,  if  any  there  were,  and  not 
to  disturb  Esmeralda's  sleep.  The  wretched  girl  would  be 
wakened  soon  enough  to  die.  This  resolve  once  taken  he 
began  to  scan  the  enemy  with  greater  composure. 

The  crowd  seemed  to  increase  every  moment  in  the  square. 
He  presumed  that  they  must  be  making  very  little  noise,  as 
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the  windows  in  the  streets  and  square  remained  closed.  Sud- 
denly a  light  shone  out,  and  in  an  instant  seven  or  eight 
blazing  torches  rose  above  the  heads  of  the  multitude,  shaking 
cut  their  tufts  of  flame  in  the  darkness.  Quasimodo  then 
plainly  saw  an  eddying,  frightful  mass  of  ragged  men  and 
vomen  below  him  in  the  square,  armed  with  scythes,  pikes, 
bill-hooks,  and  halberds,  whose  myriad  blades  glistened  on 
every  hand.  Here  and  there  black  pitchforks  were  reared 
horn-like  above  those  hideous  faces.  He  vaguely  recalled 
this  mob,  and  fancied  he  recognized  the  heads  of  those  who 
had  but  a  few  months  previous  saluted  him  as  Lord  of  Mis- 
rule. A  man,  grasping  a  torch  in  one  hand  and  a  whip  in 
the  other,  climbed  upon  a  post  and  seemed  to  be  haranguing 
the  crowd.  At  the  same  time  the  strange  army  went  through 
a  number  of  evolutions,  as  if  taking  up  their  station  about  the 
church.  Quasimodo  picked  up  his  lantern  and  descended  to 
the  platform  between  the  towers,  to  get  a  nearer  view  and  to 
consider  means  of  defence. 

Clopin  Trouillefou,  having  arrived  before  the  great  door 
of  Notre-Dame,  had  indeed  drawn  up  his  troops  in  line  of 
battle.  Although  he  did  not  expect  to  meet  with  any  re- 
sistance, he  desired,  like  a  prudent  general,  to  preserve  such 
order  as  would  enable  him,  if  necessary,  to  confront  a  sudden 
attack  from  the  watch.  He  had  therefore  stationed  his 
brigade  in  such  a  way  that,  viewed  from  above  and  from  a 
distance,  you  would  have  taken  them  for  the  Roman  triangle 
of  the  battle  of  Ecnoma,  the  boar's  head  of  Alexander,  or  the 
famous  wedge  of  Gustavus  Adolphus.  The  base  of  this 
triangle  rested  upon  the  farther  end  of  the  square,  so  that  it 
blocked  the  Rue  du  Parvis ;  one  side  faced  the  Hotel-Dieu,  the 
other  the  Rue  Saint-Pierre  aux  Boeufs.  Clopin  TrouillefoiL 
had  placed  himself  at  the  head,  with  the  Duke  of  Egypt,  our 
friend  Jehan,  and  the  most  daring  of  the  dummy  chuckers. 

Such  an  attack  as  the  vagrants  were  now  planning  to  make 
upon  Notre-Dame  was  no  very  uncommon  thing  in  the  towns 
of  the  Middle  Ages.  What  are  now  known  as  police  did  not 
then  exist.  There  was  no  central,  controlling  power  in  popu- 
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lous  cities,  or  more  particularly  in  capitals.  The  feudal  sys- 
tem constructed  these  large  communities  after  a  strange  fash- 
ion. A  city  was  a  collection  of  a  thousand  seigniories,  or 
manors,  which  divided  it  up  into  districts  of  all  shapes  and 
sizes.  Hence  arose  a  thousand  contradictory  police  forces ; 
that  is,  no  police  at  all.  In  Paris,  for  instance,  independently 
of  the  one  hundred  and  forty-one  nobles  laying  claim  to 
manorial  rights,  there  were  twenty-five  who  also  claimed  the 
additional  right  to  administer  justice, —  from  the  Bishop  of 
Paris  who  owned  one  hundred  and  five  streets,  down  to  the 
Prior  of  Notre-Dame  des  Champs  who  owned  but  four.  All 
these  feudal  justiciaries  recognized  the  supreme  power  of  the 
king  only  in  name.  All  had  right  of  way ;  all  were  on  their 
own  ground.  Louis  XI.,  that  indefatigable  labourer  who  did 
such  good  work  in  beginning  the  demolition  of  the  feudal 
structure,  carried  on  by  Richelieu  and  Louis  XIV.  to  the 
advantage  of  royalty,  and  completed  by  Mirabeau  to  the  ad- 
vantage of  the  people, —  Louis  XI.  had  indeed  striven  to 
break  this  network  of  seigniories  which  enveloped  Paris,  by 
hurling  violently  athwart  it  two  or  three  police  ordinances. 
Thus  in  1465  the  inhabitants  were  commanded  to  light  their 
windows  with  candles  at  nightfall,  and  to  shut  up  their  dogs, 
under  pain  of  the  halter ;  during  the  same  year  an  order  was 
issued  that  the  streets  must  be  closed  with  iron  chains  after 
dark,  and  citizens  were  forbidden  to  wear  daggers  or  any 
offensive  weapons  in  the  street  at  night.  But  all  these  at- 
tempts at  municipal  legislation  soon  fell  into  disuse.  People 
let  the  wind  blow  out  the  candles  in  their  windows,  and  allowed 
their  dogs  to  roam ;  the  iron  chains  were  only  put  up  in  time 
of  siege;  the  prohibition  of  daggers  led  to  but  little  change. 
The  old  framework  of  feudal  jurisdiction  remained  standing, 
—  an  immense  number  of  bailiwicks  and  seigniories,  crossing 
one  another  throughout  the  city,  crowded,  tangled,  interlap- 
ping,  and  interwoven ;  a  useless  confusion  of  watches,  sub- 
watches,  and  counter-watches,  in  spite  of  which  brigandage, 
rapine,  and  sedition  were  carried  on  by  main  force.  It  was 
not,  therefore,  an  unheard-of  thing,  in  the  midst  of  such 
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disorder,  for  a  part  of  the  populace  to  make  a  bold  attack 
upon  a  palace,  a  great  mansion,  or  a  house,  in  the  most 
thickly  settled  quarters  of  the  town.  In  the  majority  of 
cases  the  neighbours  did  not  meddle  with  the  matter,  unless 
the  pillage  extended  to  their  own  houses.  They  turned  a 
deaf  ear  to  the  musketry,  closed  their  shutters,  barricaded 
their  doors,  left  the  outbreak  to  be  settled  with  or  without 
1he  watch,  and  next  day  it  would  be  reported:  "  Last  night 
Etienne  Barbette's  house  was  entered."  "  Marshal  Clermont 
was  carried  off,"  etc.  Accordingly,  not  only  royal  habita- 
tions, the  Louvre,  the  Palace,  the  Bastille,  the  Tournelles,  but 
the  houses  of  the  nobility,  the  Petit-Bourbon,  the  Sens  man- 
sion, the  D'Angouleme  mansion,  etc.,  had  their  battlemented 
walls  and  their  portcullises.  Churches  were  guarded  by  their 
sanctity.  Certain  of  them,  however,  but  not  Notre-Dame, 
were  fortified.  The  abbot  of  Saint-Germain  des  Pres  was  as 
strongly  intrenched  as  any  baron,  and  more  brass  was  con- 
sumed there  in  bombards  than  in  bells.  His  fortress  was 
still  standing  in  1610.  Now  the  church  alone  exists,  and  that 
in  ruins. 

Let  us  return  to  Notre-Dame. 

When  the  first  arrangements  had  been  made  (and  we  must 
say,  to  the  honour  of  the  dispipline  of  the  Vagrants,  that 
Clopin's  orders  were  carried  out  in  silence  and  with  admirable 
precision),  the  worthy  leader  of  the  band  mounted  the  para- 
pet of  the  Parvis,  and  raised  his  hoarse,  surly  voice,  keeping 
his  face  turned  towards  Notre-Dame,  and  waving  his  torch, 
the  flame  of  which,  flickering  in  the  wind,  and  now  and  again 
•veiled  by  its  own  smoke,  first  revealed  and  then  hid  the  front 
of  the  church,  lit  up  with  a  reddish  glow. 

"  To  you,  Louis  de  Beaumont,  Bishop  of  Paris,  Councillor 
of  the  Court  of  Parliament,  I,  Clopin  Trouillefou,  king  of 
blacklegs,  king  of  rogues,  prince  of  cant,  and  bishop  of  fools, 
proclaim :  Our  sister,  falsely  condemned  for  magic,  has  taken 
refuge  in  your  church.  You  owe  her  shelter  and  safeguard. 
Now,  the  Parliamentary  Court  desire  to  recover  her  person, 
and  you  have  given  your  consent;  so  that  indeed  she  would 
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be  hanged  to-morrow  on  the  Greve  were  not  God  and  the 
Vagrants  here  to  aid  her.  We  have  therefore  come  hither  to 
you,  O  Bishop.  If  your  church  be  sacred,  our  sister  is  like- 
wise sacred ;  if  our  sister  be  not  sacred,  neither  is  jour  church. 
Wherefore  we  summon  you  to  deliver  over  to  us  the  girl  if 
you  would  save  your  church,  or  we  will  seize  upon  the  girl, 
and  will  plunder  the  church,  which  will  be  a  righteous  deed. 
In  token  whereof  I  here  plant  my  banner ;  and  may  God  have 
you  in  his  guard,  O  Bishop  of  Paris !  " 

Unfortunately  Quasimodo  could  not  hear  these  words,  ut- 
tered as  they  were  with  a  sort  of  sombre,  savage  majesty.  A 
Vagrant  handed  the  banner  to  Clopin,  who  planted  it  solemnly 
between  two  flagstones.  It  was  a  pitchfork,  from  whose 
prongs  hung  a  bleeding  mass  of  carrion. 

This  done,  the  King  of  Tunis  turned  and  glanced  at  his 
army, —  a  fierce  host,  whose  eyes  glittered  almost  as  brightly 
as  their  pikes.  After  an  instant's  pause  he  cried, — 

"Forward,  boys!     To  your  work,  rebels!" 

Thirty  stout  fellows,  with  sturdy  limbs  and  crafty  faces, 
stepped  from  the  ranks  with  hammers,  pincers,  and  crow- 
bars on  their  shoulders.  They  advanced  towards  the  main 
entrance  of  the  church,  mounted  the  steps,  and  were  soon 
crouching  beneath  the  arch,  working  away  at  the  door  with 
pincers  and  levers.  A  crowd  of  Vagrants  followed  them  to 
help  or  encourage.  They  thronged  the  eleven  steps  leading 
to  the  porch. 

Still  the  door  refused  to  yield.  "  The  devil !  how  tough 
and  obstinate  it  is!  "  said  one.  "  It  is  old,  and  its  joints  are 
stiff,"  said  another.  "  Courage,  comrades !  "  replied  Clopin. 
"  I'll  wager  my  head  against  an  old  slipper  that  you'll  have 
opened  the  door,  captured  the  girl,  and  stripped  the  high-altar 
before  a  single  sacristan  is  awake.  Stay !  I  think  the  lock  is 
giving  way." 

Clopin  was  interrupted  by  a  tremendous  din  behind  him. 
He  turned.  A  huge  beam  had  fallen  from  the  sky;  it  had 
crushed  a  dozen  of  his  Vagrants  on  the  church  steps  and 
rebounded  to  the  pavement  with  the  crash  of  a  cannon,  brcnV 
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ng  the  legs  of  various  tatterdemalions  here  and  there  in  the 
•rov.d,  which  scattered  with  cries  of  terror.  In  the  twinkling 
•jf  an  eye  the  enclosed  portion  of  the  square  was  cleared.  The 
;*ebels,  although  protected  by  the  deep  arches  of  the  porch, 
forsook  the  door,  and  Clopin  himself  retired  to  a  respectful 
distance. 

"  I  had  a  narrow  escape !  "  cried  Jehan.  "  I  felt  the  wind 
of  it  as  it  passed,  by  Jove !  but  Pierre  1'Assommeur  is  knocked 
down ! "  l 

It  is  impossible  to  picture  the  mingled  consternation  and 
affright  which  overcame  the  bandits  with  the  fall  of  this  beam. 
They  stood  for  some  moments  staring  into  the  air,  more  dis- 
mayed by  that  fragment  of  wood  than  by  twenty  thousand  of 
the  king's  archers. 

"Satin!"  growled  the  Duke  of  Egypt;  "that  smells  of 


sorcery! ' 


"  It  must  be  the  moon  which  flung  that  log  at  us,"  said 
Andry  le  Rouge. 

"  Why,"  replied  Fran£ois  Chanteprune,  "  they  say  the 
moon  is  a  friend  of  the  Virgin  Mary!  " 

"  By  the  Pope's  head !  "  exclaimed  Clopin ;  "  but  you  are  a 
parcel  of  fools! "  And  yet  even  he  could  not  explain  the  fall 
of  the  plank. 

Meanwhile,  nothing  was  to  be  seen  upon  the  front  of  the 
rathedral,  to  the  top  of  which  the  light  of  the  torches  did  not 
reach.  The  heavy  plank  lay  in  the  middle  of  the  square,  and 
]oud  were  the  groans  of  the  wretched  men  who  had  received 
iis  first  shock,  and  who  had  been  almost  cut  in  two  upon  the 
sharp  edges  of  the  stone  steps. 

The  King  of  Tunis,  his  first  dismay  over,  at  last  hit  upon 
i  n  explanation  which  seemed  plausible  to  his  companions :  — 

"Odds  bodikins!  are  the  canons  defending  themselves? 
Then,  sack!  sack!" 

"  Sack ! "  repeated  the  rabble,  with  a  frantic  cheer.     And 

*  There  is  a  play  upon  words  in  the  original,  Pierre  rAssommeur  sig- 
rifying,  literally  "Peter  Knock-'em-down." 
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they  discharged  a  volley  of  cross-bows  and  hackbuts  at  the 
church. 

At  this  sound  the  peaceable  inhabitants  of  the  houses  round 
about  were  awakened;  several  windows  were  thrown  open,  and 
nightcaps  and  hands  holding  candles  appeared  at  them. 

"  Fire  at  the  windows ! ''  roared  Clopin.  The  windows  were 
hastily  closed,  and  the  poor  citizens,  who  had  barely  had  time 
to  cast  a  terrified  glance  at  that  scene  of  glare  and  tumult, 
returned  to  sweat  with  fear  beside  their  wives,  wondering  if 
the  witches  were  holding  their  revels  in  the  square  before 
Notre-Dame,  or  if  the  Burgundians  had  made  another  attack, 
as  in  '64.  Then  the  husbands  thought  of  robbery,  the  wives 
of  violence,  and  all  trembled. 

"  Sack !  "  repeated  the  Canters ;  but  they  dared  not  advance. 
They  looked  at  the  church;  they  looked  at  the  beam.  The 
beam  did  not  budge,  the  building  retained  its  calm,  deserted 
look ;  but  something  rooted  the  Vagrants  to  the  spot. 

"  To  work,  I  say,  rebels !  "  shouted  Trouillef  ou.  "  Force 
the  door !  " 

No  one  stirred. 

"  Body  o'  me !  "  said  Clopin ;  "  here's  a  pack  of  fellows  who 
arc  afraid  of  a  rafter." 

An  old  rebel  then  addressed  him :  — 

"  Captain,  it's  not  the  rafter  that  stops  us ;  it's  the  door, 
which  is  entirely  covered  with  iron  bars.  Our  pincers  are  of 
no  use." 

"  Well,  what  would  you  have  to  burst  it  in  ?  "  asked  Clopin. 

"  Ah !  we  need  a  battering-ram." 

The  King  of  Tunis  ran  bravely  up  to  the  much-dreaded 
beam,  and  set  his  foot  upon  it.  "  Here  you  have  one,"  he 
exclaimed ;  "  the  canons  themselves  have  sent  it  to  you."  And 
with  a  mocking  salutation  in  the  direction  of  the  church,  he 
added.  "  Thanks,  gentlemen  !  " 

This  piece  of  bravado  proved  effective ;  the  charm  of  the 
beam  was  broken.  The  Vagrants  recovered  their  courage; 
soon  the  heavy  log,  lifted  like  a  feather  by  two  hundred 
sturdy  arms,  was  furiously  hurled  against  the  great  door 
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which  they  had  vainly  striven  to  shake.  Seen  thus,  in  the 
dim  light  cast  by  the  scanty  torches  of  the  Vagrants,  thai 
long  beam  borne  by  that  crowd  of  men,  who  rapidly  dashed  \( 
against  the  church,  looked  like  some  monstrous  beast  will. 
countless  legs  attacking  the  stone  giantess  headforemost. 

At  the  shock  of  the  log,  the  semi-metallic  door  rang  like  r 
vast  drum;  it  did  not  yield,  but  the  whole  cathedral  shook  am; 
the  deep  vaults  of  the  building  re-echoed. 

At  the  same  moment  a  shower  of  large  stones  began  to  rain 
from  the  top  of  the  fa9ade  upon  the  assailants. 

"  The  devil ! "  cried  Jehan ;  "  are  the  towers  shaking  down 
;  heir  balustrades  upon  our  heads  ?  " 

But  the  impulse  had  been  given,  the  King  of  Tunis  setting 
1  he  example.  The  bishop  was  certainly  defending  himself ; 
and  so  they  only  beat  against  the  door  with  greater  fury, 
despite  the  stones  which  cracked  their  skulls  to  right  and  left. 

It  is  remarkable  that  these  stones  all  fell  singly,  but  they 
followed  one  another  in  rapid  succession.  The  Canters  always 
i'elt  two  at  a  time, —  one  at  their  legs,  the  other  on  their 
heads.  Few  of  them  missed  their  mark,  and  already  a  large 
heap  of  dead  and  wounded  gasped  and  bled  under  the  feet 
of  the  besiegers,  whose  ranks,  they  being  now  goaded  to  mad- 
ness, were  constantly  renewed.  The  long  beam  still  battered 
\  he  door  at  regular  intervals,  like  the  clapper  of  a  bell ;  the 
j  tones  still  rained  down,  and  the  door  creaked  and  groaned. 

The  reader  has  doubtless  guessed  that  the  unexpected  re- 
sistance which  so  enraged  the  Vagrants  came  from  Quasimodo. 

Chance  had  unluckily  served  the  brave  deaf  man. 

When  he  descended  to  the  platform  between  the  towers,  his 
head  whirled  in  confusion.  For  some  moments  he  ran  along 
the  gallery,  coming  and  going  like  a  madman,  looking  down 
i'rom  above  at  the  compact  mass  of  Vagrants  ready  to  rush 
upon  the  church,  imploring  God  or  the  devil  to  save  the  gipsy 
^irl.  He  thought  of  climbing  the  south  belfry  and  ringing 
t  he  alarm ;  but  before  he  could  set  the  bell  in  motion,  before 
I  ig  Marie's  voice  could  utter  a  single  shriek,  the  church  door 
might  be  forced  ten  times  over.  This  was  just  the  instant 
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when  the  rebels  advanced  with  their  tools.  What  was  to  be 
done  ? 

All  at  once  he  remembered  that  the  masons  had  been  at 
work  all  day  repairing  the  wall,  timbers,  and  roof  of  the  south 
tower.  This  was  a  ray  of  light.  The  wall  was  of  stone,  the 
roof  of  lead,  and  the  timbers  of  wood.  (The  timbers  were  so 
huge,  and  there  were  so  many  of  them,  that  they  went  by  the 
name  of  "the  forest.") 

Quasimodo  flew  to  the  tower.  The  lower  rooms  were  indeed 
full  of  materials.  There  were  piles  of  rough  stones,  sheets  of 
lead  in  rolls,  bundles  of  laths,  heavy  beams  already  shaped  by 
the  saw,  heaps  of  plaster  and  rubbish, —  a  complete  arsenal. 

There  was  no  time  to  be  lost.  The  hammers  and  levers 
were  at  work  below.  With  a  strength  increased  tenfold  by 
his  sense  of  danger,  he  lifted  one  of  the  beams,  the  heaviest 
and  longest  that  he  could  find ;  he  shoved  it  through  a  dormer- 
window,  then  laying  hold  of  it  again  outside  the  tower,  he 
pushed  it  over  the  edge  of  the  balustrade  surrounding  the 
platform,  and  launched  it  into  the  abyss.  The  enormous 
rafter,  in  its  fall  of  one  hundred  and  sixty  feet,  scraping  the 
Avail,  smashing  the  carvings,  turned  over  and  over  several 
times  like  one  of  the  arms  of  a  windmill  moving  through 
space.  At  last  it  reached  the  ground;  an  awful  shriek  rose 
upon  the  air,  and  the  black  beam,  rebounding  from  the  pave- 
ment, looked  like  a  serpent  darting  on  its  prey. 

Quasimodo  saw  the  Vagrants  scatter,  as  the  log  fell,  like 
ashes  before  the  breath  of  a  child.  He  took  advantage  of 
their  terror;  and  while  they  stared  superstitiously  at  the  club 
dropped  from  heaven,  and  put  out  the  eyes  of  the  stone 
saints  over  the  porch  with  a  volley  of  arrows  and  buckshot, 
Quasimodo  silently  collected  plaster,  stones,  gravel,  even  the 
masons'  bags  of  tools,  upon  the  edge  of  that  balustrade  from 
which  the  beam  had  already  been  launched. 

Thus,  as  soon  as  they  began  to  batter  at  the  door,  the 
hail  of  stones  began  to  fall,  and  it  seemed  to  them  as  if  the 
church  were  falling  about  their  heads. 

Any  one  who  had  seen  Quasimodo  at  that  moment  would 
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hive  been  frightened.  Besides  the  projectiles  which  he  had 
piled  upon  the  balustrade,  he  had  collected  a  heap  of  stones 
on  the  platform  itself.  As  soon  as  the  missiles  at  the  edge 
of  the  railing  were  exhausted,  he  had  recourse  to  the  heap 
below.  He  stooped  and  rose,  stooped  and  rose  again,  with 
incredible  activity.  His  great  gnome-like  head  hung  over  the 
balustrade,  then  a  huge  stone  fell,  then  another,  and  another. 
Now  and  again  he  followed  a  particularly  fine  stone  with  his 
eye,  and  if  it  did  good  execution  he  said,  "  Hum !  " 

Meantime  the  ragamuffins  were  not  discouraged.  More 
than  twenty  times  already  the  heavy  door  which  they  were 
attacking  had  trembled  beneath  the  weight  of  their  oaken  bat- 
t<?ring-ram,  multiplied  by  the  strength  of  a  hundred  men. 
The  panels  cracked ;  the  carvings  flew  in  splinters ;  the 
hinges,  at  e,very  blow,  shook  upon  their  screw-rings ;  the 
boards  were  reduced  to  powder,  crushed  between  the  iron 
braces.  Luckily  for  Quasimodo,  there  was  more  iron  than 
wood. 

Still,  he  felt  that  the  great  door  was  yielding.  Although 
he  could  not  hear,  every  stroke  of  the  beam  echoed  at  once 
through  the  vaults  of  the  church  and  through  his  soul.  He 
saw  from  above  the  Vagrants,  full  of  rage  and  triumph,  shak- 
ing their  fists  at  the  shadowy  fa9ade;  and  he  coveted,  for  him- 
self and  for  the  gipsy  girl,  the  wings  of  the  owls  which  flew 
ever  his  head  in  numbers. 

His  shower  of  stones  did  not  suffice  to  repel  the  enemy. 

At  this  moment  of  anguish  he  observed,  a  little  below  the 
balustrade  from  which  he  was  crushing  the  Canters,  two  long 
stone  gutters,  or  spouts,  which  emptied  directly  over  the 
£;reat  door.  The  inner  orifice  of  these  spouts  opened  upon 
a  level  with  the  platform.  An  idea  flashed  into  his  mind. 
He  ran  to  the  hovel  which  he  occupied  as  ringer,  found  a 
fagot,  placed  upon  this  fagot  a  quantity  of  bundles  of  laths 
?  nd  rolls  of  lead, —  ammunition  which  he  had  not  yet  used, — 
and  having  carefully  laid  this  pile  before  the  mouth  of  the 
two  spouts,  he  set  fire  to  it  with  his  lantern. 

During  this  space  of  time,  the  stones  having  ceased  to  fall, 
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the  Vagrants  had  also  ceased  to  look  up.  The  bandits,  pant- 
ing like  a  pack  of  dogs  which  have  hunted  a  wild  boar  to  his 
lair,  crowded  tumultuously  about  the  door,  disfigured  by  the 
battering-ram,  but  still  holding  firm.  They  awaited,  with  a 
shudder  of  eagerness,  the  final  blow  which  should  shiver  it. 
Each  one  strove  to  be  nearest  to  it,  that  he  might  be  first, 
when  it  opened,  to  rush  into  that  wealthy  cathedral,  the  vast 
magazine  in  which  were  stored  all  the  riches  of  three  cen- 
turies. They  reminded  each  other,  with  roars  of  joy  and 
greed,  of  the  beautiful  silver  crosses,  the  gorgeous  brocade 
copes,  the  superb  monuments  of  silver-gilt,  the  magnificences 
of  the  choir,  the  dazzling  holiday  displays,  the  Christmas 
ceremonies  glittering  with  torches,  the  Easters  brilliant  with 
sunshine, —  all  the  splendid  and  solemn  occasions  when  shrines, 
candlesticks,  pyxes,  tabernacles,  and  reliquaries  ^embossed  the 
altars  with  incrusted  gold  and  diamonds.  Certainly  at  this 
auspicious  moment  gonnofs  and  arch-thieves,  ruffians  and 
sham  Abrams  thought  far  less  of  freeing  the  gipsy  girl  than 
they  did  of  sacking  Notre-Dame.  We  would  even  be  willing 
to  believe  that  to  a  goodly  number  of  them  Esmeralda  was 
but  a  mere  pretext, —  if  thieves  require  a  pretext. 

All  at  once,  just  as  they  gathered  together  about  the  bat- 
tering-ram for  a  final  effort,  every  man  holding  his  breath 
and  straining  his  muscles  so  as  to  lend  all  his  strength  to  the 
decisive  blow,  a  howl  more  frightful  even  than  that  which  had 
risen  and  died  away  from  beneath  the  rafter,  again  burst  from 
their  midst.  Those  who  did  not  shriek,  those  who  still  lived, 
looked  up.  Two  streams  of  molten  lead  fell  from  the  top 
of  the  building  into  the  very  thickest  of  the  throng.  The  sea 
of  men  had  subsided  beneath  the  boiling  metal  which  had 
made,  at  the  points  where  it  fell,  two  black  and  smoking  holes 
in  the  crowd,  as  boiling'  water  would  in  snow.  About  them 
writhed  the  dying,  half  consumed,  and  shrieking  with  agony. 
Around  the  two  principal  jets  there  were  drops  of  this  hor- 
rible rain  which  sprinkled  the  assailants,  and  penetrated  their 
skulls  like  gimlets  of  flame.  A  leaden  fire  riddled  the  poor 
wretches  as  with  countless  hailstones. 
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The  clamour  was  heartrending.  They  fled  pell-mell,  fling- 
ing the  beam  upon  the  corpses,  the  courageous  with  the  timid, 
and  the  square  was  cleared  for  the  second  time. 

All  eyes  were  turned  to  the  top  of  the  church.  What  they 
saw  was  most  strange.  Upon  the  top  of  the  topmost  gallery, 
higher  than  the  central  rose-window,  a  vast  flame  ascended 
between  the  two  belfries  with  whirling  sparks, —  a  vast  flame, 
fierce  and  strong,  fragments  of  which  were  ever  and  anon 
borne  away  by  the  wind  with  the  smoke.  Below  this  flame, 
below  the  dark  balustrade  with  its  glowing  trefoils,  two 
spouts,  terminating  in  gargoyles,  vomiting  unintermittent 
sheets  of  fiery  rain,  whose  silvery  streams  shone  out  distinctly 
against  the  gloom  of  the  lower  part  of  the  cathedral  front. 
As  they  approached  the  ground,  these  jets  of  liquid  lead 
spread  out  into  sheaves,  like  water  pouring  from  the  countless 
holes  of  the  rose  in  a  watering-pot.  Above  the  flame,  the 
huge  towers,  each  of  which  showed  two  sides,  clear  and 
trenchant,  one  all  black,  the  other  all  red,  seemed  even  larger 
Hi  an  they  were,  from  the  immensity  of  the  shadow  which  they 
cast,  reaching  to  the  very  sky.  Their  innumerable  carvings 
of  demons  and  dragons  assumed  a  mournful  aspect.  The 
restless  light  of  the  flames  made  them  seem  to  move.  There 
wore  serpents,  which  seemed  to  be  laughing,  gargoyles  yelp- 
ing, salamanders  blowing  the  fire,  dragons  sneezing  amid  the 
smoke.  And  among  these  monsters,  thus  wakened  from  their 
stony  slumbers  by  the  flame,  by  the  noise,  there  was  one  that 
walked  about,  and  moved  from  time  to  time  across  the  fiery 
front  of  the  burning  pile  like  a  bat  before  a  candle. 

Doubtless  this  strange  beacon  would  rouse  from  afar  the 
woodcutter  on  the  hills  of  Bicetre,  in  alarm  at  seeing  the 
gigantic  shadow  of  the  towers  of  Notre-Dame  cast  flickering 
upon  his  moors. 

The  silence  of  terror  fell  upon  the  Vagrants,  and  while  it 
lasted  nothing  was  heard  save  the  cries  of  consternation  ut- 
tered by  the  canons  shut  up  in  the  cloisters,  and  more  restive 
than  horses  in  a  burning  stable,  the  stealthy  sound  of  windows 
hastily  opened  and  more  hastily  closed,  the  bustle  and  stir  in 
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the  Hospital,  the  wind  roaring  through  the  flames,  the  last 
gasp  of  the  dying,  and  the  constant  pattering  of  the  leaden 
rain  upon  the  pavement. 

Meantime,  the  leaders  of  the  Vagrants  had  withdrawn  to 
the  porch  of  the  Gondalaurier  house,  and  were  holding  council 
The  Duke  of  Egypt,  seated  on  a  post,  gazed  with  religious 
awe  at  the  magical  pile  blazing  in  the  air  at  the  height  of 
two  hundred  feet.  Clopin  Trouillefou  gnawed  his  brawny 
fists  with  rage. 

"  Impossible  to  enter ! "  he  muttered  between  his  teeth. 

"  An  old  witch  of  a  church ! "  growled  the  aged  gipsy 
Mathias  Hungadi  Spicali. 

"  By  the  Pope's  whiskers !  "  added  a  grey-haired  old  scamp 
who  had  served  his  time  in  the  army,  "  here  are  church-spouts 
that  beat  the  portcullis  of  Lectoure  at  spitting  molten  lead." 

"  Do  see  that  demon  walking  to  and  fro  before  the  fire !  " 
exclaimed  the  Duke  of  Egypt. 

"By  the  Rood!"  said  Clopin,  "it's  that  damned  bell- 
ringer  ;  its  Quasimodo !  " 

The  gipsy  shook  his  head.  "  I  tell  you  that  it  is  the  spirit 
Sabnac,  the  great  marquis,  the  demon  of  fortifications.  He 
takes  the  form  of  an  armed  soldier,  with  a  lion's  head.  He 
turns  men  to  stones,  with  which  he  builds  towers.  He  com- 
mands fifty  legions.  It  is  surely  he ;  I  recognize  him.  Some- 
times he  is  clad  in  a  fine  gown  of  figured  gold  made  in  the 
Turkish  fashion." 

"Where  is  Bellevigne  de  1'Etoile?"  asked  Clopin. 

"  He  is  dead,"  replied  a  Vagrant  woman. 

Andry  le  Rouge  laughed  a  foolish  laugh.  "  Notre-Danu 
makes  plenty  of  work  for  the  hospital,"  said  he. 

"  Is  there  no  way  to  force  that  door  ?  "  cried  the  King  of 
Tunis,  stamping  his  foot. 

The  Duke  of  Egypt  pointed  sadly  to  the  two  streams  of 
boiling  lead  which  still  streaked  the  dark  fa9ade  like  two  long 
phosphorescent  spindles. 

"  Churches  have  been  known  to  defend  themselves  before,'" 
he  observed  with  a  sigh.  "  St.  Sophia,  at  Constantinople, 
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some  forty  years  ago,  thrice  threw  down  the  crescent  of 
Mahomet  merely  by  shaking  her  domes,  which  are  her  heads. 
Guillaume  de  Paris,  who  built  this  church,  was  a  magician." 

"  Must  we  then  go  home  discomfited  like  a  pack  of  wretched 
lackeys?"  said  Clopin,  "and  leave  our  sister  here,  to  be 
hanged  by  those  cowled  wolves  to-morrow ! " 

"And  the  sacristy,  where  there  are  cartloads  of  gold?" 
added  a  Vagabond  whose  name  we  regret  that  we  do  not 
know,. 

"  By  Mahomet's  beard!  "  cried  Trouillefou. 

"  Let  us  make  one  more  trial,"  added  the  Vagabond. 

Mathias  Hungadi  shook  his  head. 

"  We  shall  not  enter  by  the  door.  We  must  find  the  weak 
spot  in  the  old  witch's  armour, —  a  hole,  a  back  gate,  any 
joint." 

"Who'll  join  us?"  said  Clopin.  "I  shall  have  another 
try.  By  the  way,  where  is  that  little  student  Jehan,  who  put 
on  such  a  coat  of  mail?  " 

"  He  is  probably  dead,"  answered  some  one ;  "  we  don't 
hear  his  laugh. 

The  King  of  Tunis  frowned :  "  So  much  the  worse. 
There  was  a  stout  heart  beneath  that  steel.  And  Master 
Pierre  Gringoire?" 

"  Captain  Clopin,"  said  Andry  le  Rouge,  "  he  took  to  his 
heels  when  we  had  only  come  as  far  as  the  Pont-aux-Chan- 
gours." 

Clopin  stamped  his  foot.  "  By  the  Mass !  he  urges  us  on, 
,"iid  then  leaves  us  in  the  lurch!  A  cowardly  Drater,  hel- 
meted  with  a  slipper!  " 

"  Captain  Clopin,"  said  Andry  le  Rouge,  who  was  looking 
down  the  Rue  du  Parvis,  "  there  comes  the  little  student." 

"  Pluto  be  praised ! "  said  Clopin.  "  But  what  the  devil 
is  he  lugging  after  him?  " 

It  was  indeed  Jehan,  running  as  fast  as  was  possible  under 
the  weight  of  his  heavy  armour  and  a  long  ladder  which  he 
dragged  sturdily  over  the  pavement,  more  breathless  than  an 
ant  harnessed  to  a  blade  of  grass  twenty  times  its  own  length. 
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"  Victory !  Te  Deum!  "  shouted  the  student.  "  Here's  the 
ladder  belonging  to  the  longshoremen  of  St.  Landry's  wharf." 

Clopin  approached  him :  —    • 

"  Zounds,  child !  what  are  you  going  to  do  with  that  lad- 
der? " 

"  I've  got  it,"  replied  Jehan,  panting  and  gasping.  "  I 
knew  where  it  was, —  under  the  shed  at  the  lieutenant's  house. 
There's  a  girl  there  who  knows  me,  who  thinks  me  a  perfect 
Cupid.  I  took  advantage  of  her  folly  to  get  the  ladder,  and 
I  have  the  ladder,  odds  bodikins!  The  poor  girl  came  down 
in  her  shift  to  let  me  in." 

"  Yes,"  said  Clopin ;  "  but  what  will  you  do  with  the  lad- 
der now  that  you  have  got  it  ?  " 

Jehan  looked  at  him  with  a  mischievous,  cunning  air,  and 
cracked  his  fingers  like  so  many  castanets.  At  that  moment 
he  was  sublime.  He  had  on  his  head  one  of  those  enormous 
fifteenth-century  helmets,  which  terrified  the  foe  by  their  fan- 
tastic crests.  It  bristled  with  ten  iron  beaks,  so  that  he  might 
have  disputed  the  tremendous  cognomen  of  SeKeV/JoAos,  with 
Nestor's  Homeric  vessel. 

"  What  shall  I  do  with  it,  august  King  of  Tunis?  Do  you 
see  that  row  of  statues  with  their  foolish  faces  yonder,  above 
the  three  porches  ?  " 

"Yes;  what  then?" 

"  That  is  the  gallery  of  the  kings  of  France." 

"What  is  that  to  me?"  said  Clopin. 

"  Wait  a  bit !  At  the  end  of  that  gallery  there  is  a  door 
\vhich  is  always  on  the  latch,  and  with  this  ladder  I  will 
climb  to  it,  and  then  I  am  in  the  church." 

"  Let  me  go  up  first,  boy ! " 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,  comrade ;  the  ladder  is  mine.  Come,  you 
may  be  second." 

"  May  Beelzebub  strangle  you ! "  said  the  surly  Clopin. 
"  I'll  not  be  second  to  any  man." 

"Then,  Clopin,  seek  a  ladder  for  yourself;"  and  Jehan 
set  out  at  full  speed  across  the  square,  dragging  his  ladder 
after  him,  shouting, — - 


NOTRE-DAME  161 

"  Help,  lads,  help !  " 

In  an  instant  the  ladder  was  lifted,  and  placed  against  the 
railing  of  the  lower  gallery,  over  one  of  the  side  doors.  The 
crowd  of  Vagrants,  uttering  loud  cheers,  thronged  to  the  foot 
of  it,  eager  to  ascend;  but  Jehan  maintained  his  right,  and 
was  first  to  set  foot  upon  the  rounds.  The  journey  was  long 
arid  slow.  The  gallery  of  the  kings  of  France  is  now  some 
sixty  feet  above  the  pavement.  The  eleven  steps  leading  to 
the  door  made  it  still  higher  at  the  time  of  our  story.  Jehan 
climbed  slowly,  hampered  by  his  heavy  armour,  clinging  to 
the  ladder  with  one  hand  and  his  cross-bow  with  the  other. 
When  he  reached  the  middle,  he  cast  a  melancholy  glance 
downwards  at  the  poor  dead  Canters  who  bestrewed  the  steps. 

"  Alas !  "  said  he,  "  there's  a  heap  of  corpses  worthy  of  the 
fifth  book  of  the  Iliad !  "  Then  he  resumed  his  ascent.  The 
Vagrants  followed  him ;  there  was  one  upon  every  round.  As 
this  undulating  line  of  cuirassed  backs  rose  through  the  dark- 
ness, it  looked  like  a  serpent  with  scales  of  steel  rearing  its 
length  along  the  church.  Jehan,  who  represented  the  head, 
whistled  shrilly,  thus  completing  the  illusion. 

At  last  the  student  touched  the  balcony,  and  nimbly  strode 
over  it,  amid  the  applause  of  the  assembled  Vagrants.  Thus 
master  of  the  citadel,  he  uttered  a  shout  of  joy,  and  all  at  once 
paused,  petrified.  He  had  seen  behind  one  of  the  royal 
statues  Quasimodo  and  his  glittering  eye  lurking  in  the 
shadow. 

Before  a  second  assailant  could  set  foot  upon  the  gallery, 
the  terrible  hunchback  leaped  to  the  top  of  the  ladder,  seized, 
without  a  word,  the  ends  of  the  two  uprights  in  his  strong 
hands,  raised  them,  pushed  them  from  the  wall,  balancing  for 
a  moment,  amid  screams  of  agony,  the  long,  pliant  ladder 
loaded  with  Vagrants  from  top  to  bottom,  and  then  suddenly, 
with  superhuman  force,  hurled  the  clustering  mass  of  men 
into  the  square.  There  was  an  instant  when  the  boldest 
trembled.  The  ladder  plunged  backward,  for  a  moment  stood 
erect,  and  seemed  to  hesitate,  then  tottered,  then  all  at  once,  de- 
scribing a  frightful  arc  of  eighty  feet  in  radius,  fell  head- 
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long  on  the  pavement  with  its  burden  of  bandits,  more  swiftly 
than  a  drawbridge  when  the  chains  which  hold  it  are  broken. 
There  was  an  awful  volley  of  curses,  then  all  was  hushed,  and 
a  few  mutilated  wretches  crawled  away  from  under  the  heap 
of  dead. 

A  clamour  of  rage  and  pain  followed  the  first  cries  of 
triumph  among  the  besiegers.  Quasimodo  looked  on  un- 
moved, leaning  upon  the  balustrade.  He  seemed  like  sonic 
long-haired  old  king  at  his  window. 

Jehan  Frollo,  for  his  part,  was  in  a  critical  situation.  He 
was  alone  in  the  gallery  with  the  dreadful  ringer,  parted  from 
his  companions  by  a  perpendicular  wall  eighty  feet  high. 
While  Quasimodo  juggled  with  the  ladder,  the  student  hur- 
ried to  the  postern,  which  he  supposed  would  be  open.  Not  at 
all.  The  deaf  man,  on  entering  the  gallery  had  fastened  it 
behind  him.  Jehan  then  hid  himself  behind  a  stone  king,  not 
daring  to  breathe,  and  eyeing  the  monstrous  hunchback  with 
terror,  like  the  man  who,  making  love  to  the  wife  of  the  keeper 
of  a  menagerie,  went  one  night  to  see  her  by  appointment, 
climbed  the  wrong  wall,  and  abruptly  found  himself  face  to 
face  with  a  white  bear. 

For  a  few  moments  the  deaf  man  paid  no  heed  to  him ;  but 
finally  he  turned  his  head  and  started.  He  had  just  seen  the 
student. 

Jehan  prepared  lor  a  rude  encounter;  but  the  deaf  man 
stood  motionless :  he  had  merely  turned,  and  was  looking  at 
the  youth. 

"  Ho!  ho.  "  said  Jehan,  "  why  do  you  fix  that  single  mel- 
ancholy eye  so  steadfastly  upon  me?  " 

As  he  said  this,  the  young  scamp  slyly  adjusted  his  cross- 
bow. 

"  Quasimodo,"  he  cried,  "  I  am  going  to  change  your  name ! 
Henceforth  you  shall  be  called  « the  blind ! '  " 

The  arrow  flew.  The  winged  bolt  whizzed  through  the  air, 
and  was  driven  into  the  hunchback's  left  arm.  It  disturbed 
Quasimodo  no  more  than  a  scratch  would  have  done  the  statue 
of  King  Pharamond.  He  put  his  hand  to  the  dart,  pulled  it 
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forth,  and  quietly  broke  it  across  his  great  knee;  then  he  let 
tho  two  pieces  fall  to  the  ground  rather  than  threw  them  down. 
But  Jehan  had  no  time  to  fire  a  second  shot.  The  arrow 
broken,  Quasimodo  drew  a  long  breath,  leaped  like  a  grass- 
hopper, and  came  down  upon  the  student,  whose  armour  was 
flattened  against  the  wrall  by  the  shock. 

Then  by  the  dim  light  of  the  torches  a  terrible  thing  might 
have  been  seen. 

Quasimodo  with  his  left  hand  grasped  both  Jehan's  arms, 
the  poor  fellow  making  no  resistance,  so  hopeless  did  he  feel 
that  it  would  be.  With  his  right  hand  the  deaf  man  removed 
from  him  one  after  the  other,  in  silence  and  with  ominous 
slowness,  all  the  pieces  of  his  armour, —  the  sword,  the  dag- 
gers, the  helmet,  the  cuirass,  and  the  brassarts.  He  looked 
like  a  monkey  picking  a  nut  as  he  dropped  the  student's  iron 
shell,  bit  by  bit,  at  his  feet. 

When  the  youth  found  himself  stripped,  disarmed,  naked, 
and  helpless  in  those  terrible  hands,  he  did  not  try  to  speak 
to  that  deaf  man,  but  he  laughed  impudently  in  his  face,  and 
sang,  with  the  bold  unconcern  of  a  lad  of  sixteen,  the  song 
then  popular :  — 

"She  's  clad  in  bright  array, 
The  city  of  Cambray. 
Marafin  plundered  her  one  day — " 

He  did  not  finish.  They  saw  Quasimodo  upright  on  the  par- 
apet, holding  the  boy  by  the  feet  with  one  hand,  and  swinging 
him  round  like  a  sling  over  the  abyss ;  then  a  sound  was  heard 
like  a  box  made  of  bone  dashed  against  a  wall,  and  something 
fell,  but  caught  a  third  of  the  way  down  upon  a  projection. 
It  was  a  dead  body  which  hung  there,  bent  double,  the  back 
broken,  the  skull  empty. 

A  cry  of  horror  rose  from  the  Vagrants. 

"  Vengeance !  "  yelled  Clopin.  "  Sack !  "  replied  the  multi- 
tude. "  Assault !  assault !  " 

Then  there  was  an  awful  howl,  intermingled  with  all  lan- 
guages, all  dialects,  and  all  accents.  The  poor  student's 
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death  filled  the  mob  with  zealous  fury.  Shame  gained  tiic 
upper  hand,  and  wrath  that  they  had  so  long  been  held  in 
check  before  a  church  by  a  hunchback.  Rage  found  ladders, 
multiplied  torches,  and  in  a  few  moments  Quasimodo,  in  de- 
spair, beheld  that  fearful  swarm  mounting  on  all  sides  to  at- 
tack Notre-Dame.  Those  who  had  no  ladders  had  knotted 
ropes;  those  who  had  no  ropes  scrambled  up  by  the  jutting 
sculptures.  They  clung  to  one  another's  rags.  There  was 
no  way  to  resist  this  rising  tide  of  awful  figures ;  fury  gleamed 
from  their  fierce  faces;  their  grimy  foreheads  streamed  with 
perspiration ;  their  eyes  gleamed ;  all  these  grimaces,  all  these 
deformities  beset  Quasimodo.  It  seemed  as  if  some  other 
church  had  sent  its  gorgons,  its  mediaeval  animals,  its  dragons, 
its  demons,  and  its  most  fantastic  carvings,  to  lay  siege  to 
Notre-Dame.  A  stratum  of  living  monsters  seemed  to  cover 
the  stone  monsters  of  the  cathedral  front. 

Meantime,  the  square  was  starred  with  a  thousand  torches. 
The  scene  of  confusion,  hitherto  lost  in  darkness,  was  suddenly 
ablaze  with  light.  The  square  shone  resplendent,  and  cast  a 
red  glow  upon  the  heavens ;  the  bonfire  kindled  upon  the  high 
platform  still  burned,  and  lighted  up  the  city  in  the  distance. 
The  huge  silhouette  of  the  two  towers,  outlined  afar  upon  the 
housetops  of  Paris,  formed  a  vast  patch  of  shadow  amid  the 
radiance.  The  city  seemed  to  be  aroused.  Distant  alarm- 
bells  sounded.  The  Vagrants  howled,  panted,  swore,  climbed 
higher  and  higher ;  and  Quasimodo,  powerless  against  so  many 
foes,  shuddering  for  the  gipsy  girl,  seeing  those  furious  faces 
approach  nearer  and  nearer  to  his  gallery,  implored  Heaven 
to  grant  a  miracle,  and  wrung  his  hands  in  despair. 
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CHAPTER  V 


THE  RETREAT  WHERE  LOUIS  OF  FRANCE  SAYS  HIS  PRAYERS 

r  B  1HE  reader  may  remember  that  a  moment  before  he  caught 
JL  sight  of  the  nocturnal  band  of  Vagrants,  Quasimodo, 
while  inspecting  Paris  from  the  top  of  his  belfry,  saw  but  one 
light  still  burning,  and  that  gleamed  from  a  window  in  the 
highest  story  of  a  tall  dark  structure  close  beside  the  Porte 
Saint-Antoine.  This  building  was  the  Bastille;  that  starry 
light  was  the  candle  of  Louis  XI. 

King  Louis  XI.  had  actually  been  in  Paris  for  two  days. 
He  was  to  set  out  again  two  days  later  for  his  fortress  of 
Montilz-les-Tours.  His  visits  to  his  good  city  of  Paris  were 
rare  and  brief;  for  he  never  felt  that  he  had  enough  trap- 
doors, gibbets,  and  Scotch  archers  about  him  there.  •* 

He  had  that  day  come  to  sleep  at  the  Bastille.  The  great 
chamber,  five  fathoms  square,  which  he  had  at  the  Louvre, 
with  its  huge  chimney-piece  adorned  with  twelve  great  beasts 
and  thirteen  great  prophets,  and  his  great  bed  eleven  feet  by 
twelve,  suited  him  but  ill.  He  was  lost  amid  all  these  gran- 
deurs. This  good,  homely  king  preferred  the  Bastille,  with 
a  tiny  chamber  and  a  simple  bed.  And  then,  the  Bastille  was 
stronger  than  the  Louvre. 

This  tiny  room,  which  the  king  reserved  to  his  own  use  in 
the  famous  state-prison,  was  spacious  enough,  after  all,  and 
occupied  the  topmost  floor  of  a  turret  adjoining  the  keep.  It 
was  a  circular  chamber,  carpeted  with  mats  of  lustrous  straw, 
ceiled  with  beams  enriched  with  fleurs-de-lis  of  gilded  metal, 
with  coloured  inter  joists  wainscotted  with  rich  woods  studded 
with  rosettes  of  white  metal  painted  a  fine  bright  green,  com- 
pounded of  orpiment  and  wood. 

There  was  but  one  window, —  a  long  arched  opening  latticed 
with  brass  wire  and  iron  bars,  and  still  further  darkened  by 
beautiful  stained  glass  emblazoned  with  the  arms  of  the  king 
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and  queen,  each  pane  of  which  was  worth  twenty-two  pence. 

There  was  but  one  entrance, —  a  modern  door,  with  sur- 
based  arch,  hung  with  tapestry  on  the  inside,  and  on  the  out- 
side decorated  with  a  porch  of  bogwood,  a  frail  structure  of 
curiously  wrought  cabinet-work,  such  as  was  very  common  in 
old  houses  some  hundred  and  fifty  years  ago.  "  Although 
they  are  disfiguring  and  cumbersome,"  says  Sauval,  in  despair, 
"  still,  our  old  folk  will  not  do  away  with  them,  and  retain 
them  in  spite  of  everything." 

The  room  contained  none  of  the  furniture  ordinarily  found 
in  such  an  apartment, —  neither  benches,  nor  trestles,  nor  com- 
mon box  stools,  nor  more  elegant  stools  mounted  on  posts  and 
counter-posts,  at  four  pence  each.  There  was  only  one  chair, 
—  a  folding-chair  with  arms, —  and  a  very  superb  one  it  was : 
the  wood  was  painted  with  roses  on  a  red  ground,  the  seat  was 
of  scarlet  Spanish  leather,  trimmed  with  heavy  silk  fringe  and 
studded  with  countless  golden  nails.  The  solitary  chair 
showed  that  but  one  person  had  a  right  to  be  seated  in  that 
room.  Besides  the  chair,  and  very  near  the  window  there  was 
a  table  covered  with  a  cloth  embroidered  with  figures  of 
birds. 

Upon  this  table  were  a  standish  spotted  with  ink,  sundry 
parchments,  a  few  pens,  and  a  chased  silver  goblet.  Farther 
away  stood  a  stove,  and  a  prayer-desk  of  crimson  velvet  em- 
bossed with  gold.  Lastly,  at  the  back  of  the  room  there  was 
a  simple  bed  of  yellow  and  carnation-coloured  damask,  without 
tinsel  or  lace, —  merely  a  plain  fringe.  This  bed,  famous  for 
having  borne  the  sleep, —  or  sleeplessness, —  of  Louis  XL, 
might  still  be  seen  two  hundred  years  ago,  at  the  house  of  a 
councillor  of  state,  where  it  was  viewed  by  old  Madame  Pilou, 
celebrated  in  "  Cyrus,"  under  the  name  of  "  Arricidia  "  and 
of  "  Morality  Embodied." 

Such  was  the  room  known  as  "  the  retreat  where  Louis  of 
France  says  his  prayers." 

At  the  moment  when  we  introduce  our  reader  to  it,  this  re- 
treat was  very  dark.  The  curfew  had  rung  an  hour  before; 
it  was  night,  and  there  was  but  one  flickering  wax  candle 
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placed  on  the  table  to  light  five  persons  grouped  about  the 
room. 

The  first  upon  whom  the  direct  rays  of  the  candle  fell  was 
a  nobleman,  magnificently  dressed  in  scarlet  breeches  and 
jerkin  striped  with  silver,  and  a  loose  coat  with  padded  shoul- 
ders, made  of  cloth  of  gold  brocade^  in  black.  This  splendid 
ccstume,  upon  which  the  light  played,  seemed  to  be  frosted 
with  flame  at  every  fold.  The  man  who  wore  it  had  his 
armorial  bearings  embroidered  on  his  breast  in  gay  colours, — 
a  chevron  with  a  deer  passant  at  the  base  of  the  shield.  The 
escutcheon  was  supported  by  an  olive-branch  dexter  and  a 
buck's  horn  sinister.  This  man  wore  at  his  belt  a  rich  dagger, 
the  silver-gilt  handle  of  which  was  wrought  in  the  shape  of  a 
crest,  and  surmounted  by  a  count's  coronet.  He  had  an  evil 
expression,  a  haughty  mien,  and  a  proud  bearing.  At  the 
first  glance  his  face  revealed  arrogance,  at  the  second  craft. 

He  stood  bare-headed,  a  long  scroll  in  his  hand,  behind  the 
arm-chair  in  which  sat,  his  body  awkwardly  bent,  his  knees 
crossed,  his  elbow  on  the  table,  a  most  ill-attired  person. 
Imagine,  indeed,  upon  the  luxurious  Spanish  leather  seat,  a 
pair  of  knock  knees,  a  couple  of  slender  shanks  meagrely  ar- 
rayed in  black  woollen  knitted  stuff,  a  body  wrapped  in  a 
fustian  coat  edged  with  fur,  which  had  far  more  skin  than 
hair;  finally,  to  crown  the  whole,  a  greasy  old  hat,  of  the 
poorest  quality  of  black  cloth,  stuck  round  with  a  circlet  of 
small  leaden  images.  This,  with  a  dirty  skull-cap,  which 
showed  scarce  a  single  hair,  was  all  that  could  be  seen  of  the 
seated  personage.  His  head  was  bent  so  low  upon  his  breast 
that  nothing  could  be  distinguished  of  his  face,  which  was 
wholly  in  shadow,  unless  it  might  be  the  tip  of  his  nose,  upon 
which  a  ray  of  light  fell,  and  which  was  clearly  a  long  one. 
By  the  thinness  of  his  wrinkled  hand,  he  was  evidently  an  old 
man.  This  was  Louis  XI. 

Some  distance  behind  them,  two  men  clad  in  Flemish  fashion 
chatted  together  in  low  tones.  They  were  not  so  entirely  in 
the  shadow  but  that  any  one  who  had  been  present  at  the  per- 
formance of  Gringoire's  play  could  recognize  them  as  two  of 
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the  chief  Flemish  envoys,  Guillaume  Rym,  the  wise  pensionary 
of  Ghent,  and  Jacques  Coppenole,  the  popular  hosier.  It  will 
be  remembered  that  these  two  men  were  connected  with  Louis 
XL's  secret  policy. 

Lastly,  at  the  farther  end  of  the  room,  near  the  door,  stood 
in  the  gloom,  motionless  as  a  statue,  a  sturdy  man  with  thick- 
set limbs,  in  military  trappings,  his  doublet  embroidered  with 
armorial  bearings,  whose  square  face,  with  its  goggle  eyes,  im- 
mense mouth,  and  ears  hidden  under  two  broad  pent-houses  of 
straight,  lank  hair,  partook  at  once  of  the  character  of  the  dog 
and  the  tiger. 

All  were  uncovered  save  the  king. 

The  gentleman  nearest  to  the  king  was  reading  a  lengthy 
document,  to  which  his  Majesty  seemed  listening  most  atten- 
tively. The  two  Flemings  whispered  together. 

"  Zounds ! "  grumbled  Coppenole,  "  I  am  weary  with  stand- 
ing; is  there  no  chair  here?  " 

Rym  replied  by  a  shake  of  the  head,  accompanied  by  a  pru- 
dent smile. 

"  Zounds !  "  resumed  Coppenole,  utterly  miserable  at  being 
obliged  to  lower  his  voice ;  "  I  long  to  sit  down  on  the  floor, 
with  my  legs  crossed,  in  true  hosier  style,  as  I  do  in  my  own 
shop  at  home." 

"  Beware  how  you  do  so,  Master  Jacques." 
"  Bless  me !     Master  Guillaume !  must  we  be  on  our  feet 
forever  here  ?  " 

"  Or  on  our  knees,"  said  Rym. 

At  this  moment  the  king  spoke.     They  were  silent. 
"  Fifty   pence   for   the   coats   of  our  lackeys,   and  twelve 
pounds  for  the  cloaks  of  the  clerks  of  our  crown.     That's  it ! 
pour  out  gold  by  the  ton!     Are  you  mad,  Olivier?" 

So  saying,  the  old  man  lifted  his  head.  The  golden  shells 
of  the  collar  of  Saint  Michel  glistened  about  his  neck.  The 
light  of  the  candle  fell  full  upon  his  thin,  peevish  profile.  He 
snatched  the  paper  from  his  companion's  hands. 

"  You  will  ruin  us !  "  he  cried,  running  his  hollow  eye  over 
the  scroll.  "  What  is  all  this  ?  What  need  have  we  for  so 
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vast  an  establishment?  Two  chaplains  at  ten  pounds  a  month 
each,  and  an-  assistant  at  one  hundred  pence !  A  valet  at 
ninety  pounds  a  year!  Four  head  cooks  at  six-score  pounds 
a  year  each ;  a  roaster,  a  soup-maker,  a  sauce-maker,  an  under 
cook,  a  keeper  of  the  stores,  two  stewards'  assistants,  at  ten 
pounds  a  month  each!  Two  scullions  at  eight  pounds!  A 
groom  and  his  two  helpers  at  twenty-four  pounds  a  month! 
porter,  a  pastry-cook,  a  baker,  two  wagoners,  each  sixty 
pounds  a  year !  And  the  farrier,  six-score  pounds  !  And  the 
master  of  our  exchequer  chamber,  twelve  hundred  pounds! 
And  the  comptroller  five  hundred !  And  I  know  not  how  many 
more!  'Tis  sheer  madness!  Our  servants'  wages  plunder 
Fr,-ince!  All  the  treasures  of  the  Louvre  will  melt  away  be- 
fore such  a  wasting  fire  of  expense !  We  will  sell  our  plate ! 
And  next  year,  if  God  and  Our  Lady  [here  he  raised  his  hat] 
grant  us  life,  we  will  take  our  diet-drinks  from  a  pewter  pot ! ' 

With  these  words  he  cast  a  glance  at  the  silver  goblet 
which  sparkled  on  the  table.  He  coughed,  and  continued, — 

;<  Master  Olivier,  princes  who  reign  over  great  domains, 
such  as  kings  and  emperors,  should  never  suffer  extravagant 
living  in  their  houses;  for  thence  the  fire  spreads  to  the  prov- 
inces. Therefore,  Master  Olivier,  forget  this  not.  Our  ex- 
penses iflcrease  yearly.  The  thing  displeases  us.  What,  by 
the  Rood!  until  '79  they  never  exceeded  thirty-six  thousand 
pounds;  in  '80  they  amounted  to  forty-three  thousand  six 
hundred  and  nineteen  pounds, —  I  have  the  figures  in  my 
head;  in  '81  they  were  sixty-six  thousand  six  hundred  and 
eighty  pounds;  and  this  year,  by  my  faith!  they  will  come  to 
eighty  thousand  pounds!  Doubled  in  four  years!  mon- 
strous !  " 

I  Ie  paused  for  lack  of  breath  ;  then  he  went  on  angrily, — 

^  I  see  around  me  none  but  people  fattening  on  my  lean- 
ness !  You  suck  crowns  from  me  at  every  pore !  " 

All  were  silent.  His  rage  must  be  allowed  free  vent.  He 
continued :  — 

"  It  is  like  that  petition  in  Latin  from  the  nobles  of  France, 
thai  we  would  re-establish  what  they  call  the  charges  on  the 
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crown !  Charges,  indeed !  crushing  charges !  Ah,  gentlemen ! 
you  say  that  we  are  not  a  king  to  reign  dapifero  nullo,  buti- 
culario  nullo!  We  will  show  you,  by  the  Rood!  whether  we 
be  a  king  or  no !  " 

Here  he  smiled  with  a  sense  of  his  power;  his  bad  humour 
moderated,  and  he  turned  towards  the  Flemings: 

"  Mark  you,  gossip  Guillaume,  the  head  pantler,1  the  chief 
cellarer,  the  lord  chamberlain,  the  lord  seneschal,  are  not  worth 
so  much  as  the  meanest  lackey;  remember  that,  gossip  Cop- 
penole.  They  are  good  for  nothing.  As  they  thus  hang 
uselessly  around  the  king,  they  remind  me  of  the  four  Evan- 
gelists about  the  dial  of  the  great  clock  on  the  Palace,  which 
Philippe  Brille  has  just  done  up  as  good  as  new.  They  are 
gilded  over,  but  they  do  not  mark  the  hour,  and  the  hands  go 
on  as  well  without  them." 

For  a  moment  he  seemed  lost  in  thought,  and  added,  shak- 
ing his  aged  head :  — 

"  Ho !  ho !  by  Notre-Dame,  I  am  no  Philippe  Brille,  and  I 
will  not  re-gild  my  lordly  vassals !  Go  on,  Olivier !  " 

The  person  thus  addressed  took  the  scroll  from  his  royal 
master's  hands,  and  began  to  read  again  in  a  loud  voice :  — 

"  To  Adam  Tenon,  clerk  to  the  keeper  of  the  seals  of  the 
provosty  of  Paris,  for  the  silver,  fashioning,  and  engraving  of 
said  seals,  which  have  been  new  made  by  reason  of  the  others 
preceding  being  old  and  worn  out,  and  no  longer  fit  for  use, 
twelve  Paris  pounds. 

"  To  Guillaume  Frere,  the  sum  of  four  pounds  four  Paris 
pence  for  his  labour  and  cost  in  nourishing  and  feeding  the 
pigeons  in  the  two  dovecots  of  the  Hotel  des  Tournelles,  for 
the  months  of  January,  February,  and  March  of  this  present 
year ;  for  the  which  he  hath  expended  seven  sextaries  of  barley. 

"  To  a  Grey  Friar,  for  confessing  a  criminal,  four  Paris 
pence." 

The  king  listened  in  silence.  From  time  to  time  he 
coughed ;  then  he  raised  the  goblet  to  his  lips,  and  swallowed 
a  mouthful  with  a  wry  face. 

i  In  charge  of  the  bread. 
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"  In  this  year  have  been  made  by  order  of  the  courts  and 
by  sound  of  trumpet,  in  the  public  places  of  Paris,  fifty -six 
proclamations ;  the  account  yet  to  be  made  up. 

"  For  quest  and  search  in  sundry  places,  both  in  Paris  and 
elsewhere,  for  funds  said  to  be  concealed  there,  but  nothing 
found,  forty-five  Paris  pounds." 

"  A  crown  buried  to  unearth  a  penny !  "  said  the  king. 

"  For  setting  six  panes  of  white  glass  at  the  Hotel  des 
Tournelles,  in  the  place  where  the  iron  cage  is,  thirteen  pence ; 
for  making  and  delivering,  by  the  king's  command,  on  muster- 
day,  four  escutcheons  with  the  arms  of  our  said  lord  wreathed 
all  around  with  roses,  six  pounds;  for  two  new  sleeves  to  the 
king's  old  doublet,  twenty  pence ;  for  a  box  of  grease  to  grease 
the  king's  boots,  fifteen  farthings ;  for  rebuilding  a  sty  to 
lodge  the  king's  black  swine,  thirty  Paris  pounds ;  sundry  par- 
titions, planks,  and  gratings  made  for  the  safe-keeping  of  the 
lions  at  the  Hotel  Saint-Pol,  twenty-two  pounds." 

"  Here  be  costly  beasts,"  said  Louis  XI.  "  Never  mind, 
't  is  a  luxury  which  befits  a  king.  There  is  one  big  tawny 
lion  that  I  love  for  his  pretty  tricks.  Have  you  seen  him, 
Muster  Guillaume?  Princes  must  needs  keep  these  rare  wild 
beasts.  We  kings  should  have  lions  for  lapdogs,  and  tigers 
instead  of  cats.  Grandeur  beseems  a  crown.  In  the  time  of 
Jupiter's  pagans,  when  the  people  offered  an  hundred  sheep 
and  an  hundred  oxen  to  the  gods,  emperors  gave  an  hundred 
lions  and  an  hundred  eagles.  That  was  fierce  and  very  fine. 
The  kings  of  France  have  ever  had  these  roarings  round  their 
throne;  nevertheless,  my  subjects  must  do  me  the  justice  to 
say  that  I  spend  far  less  money  in  that  way  than  my  pred- 
ecessors, and  that  I  am  much  more  moderate  as  regards  lions, 
be^rs,  elephants,  and  leopards.  Go  on,  Master  Olivier.  We 
merely  wished  to  say  this  much  to  our  Flemish  friends." 

Guillaume  Rym  bowed  low,  while  Coppenole,  with  his  sullen 
air,  looked  like  one  of  those  bears  to  which  his  Majesty  re- 
fer r.ed. 

The  king  did  not  notice  him.  He  wet  his  lips  with  the 
liquid  in  the  goblet,  and  spat  the  brew  out  again,  saying 
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"  Faugh !  what  a  disagreeable  diet-drink !  "  The  reader  con- 
tinued :  — 

"  For  feeding  a  rascally  tramp,  kept  under  lock  and  key  in 
the  little  cell  at  the  shambles  for  six  months,  until  it  should  be 
decided  what  to  do  with  him,  six  pounds  and  four  pence." 

"  What's  that?  "  interrupted  the  king;  "  feed  what  should 
be  hanged !  By  the  Rood !  I  will  not  pay  one  penny  for  his 
keep!  Olivier,  settle  the  matter  with  Master  d'Estouteville, 
and  this  very  night  make  me  preparations  for  this  gallant's 
wedding  with  the  gallows.  Go  on." 

Olivier  made  a  mark  with  his  thumb-nail  against  the  item 
of  the  rascally  tramp,  and  resumed :  — 

"  To  Henriet  Cousin,  chief  executioner  of  Paris,  the  sum 
of  sixty  Paris  pence,  to  him  adjudged  and  ordered  by  the  lord 
provost  of  Paris,  for  having  bought,  by  order  of  the  said  pro- 
vost, a  broadsword  for  the  execution  and  decapitation  of  all 
persons  condemned  by  the  courts  for  their  demerits,  and  hav- 
ing it  furnished  with  a  scabbard  and  all  thereunto  appertain- 
ing ;  and  likewise  for  having  the  old  sword  sharpened  and  re- 
paired, it  having  been  broken  and  notched  in  doing  justice 
upon  my  lord  Louis  of  Luxembourg,  as  herein  more  fully  set 
down  — " 

The  king  interrupted.  "  Enough ;  I  cheerfully  order  the 
sum  to  be  paid.  These  are  expenses  which  I  never  regard;  I 
have  never  regretted  such  moneys.  Continue." 

"  For  repairing  a  great  cage  — " 

"  Ah !  "  said  the  king,  grasping  the  arms  of  his  chair  with 
both  hands,  "  I  knew  that  I  came  here  to  the  Bastille  for  a 
purpose.  Stay,  Master  Olivier;  I  desire  to  see  this  cage  for 
myself.  You  may  read  the  costs  while  I  examine  it.  Gentle- 
men of  Flanders,  come  and  look  at  it ;  it  is  a  curious  sight." 

Then  he  rose,  leaned  upon  his  reader's  arm,  signed  to  the 
mute  who  stood  at  the  door  to  go  before  him,  to  the  two  Flem- 
ings to  follow  him,  and  left  the  room. 

The  royal  party  was  increased  at  the  door  of  the  retreat  by 
men-at-arms  weighed  down  with  steel,  and  slender  pages  bear- 
ing torches.  It  proceeded  for  some  time  through  the  interior 


NOTRE-DAME  173 

of  the  gloomy  keep,  perforated  with  staircases  and  corridors 
in  the  thickness  of  the  walls.  The  captain  of  the  Bastille 
walked  at  the  head  of  the  procession,  and  ordered  the  gates 
to  be  thrown  open  before  the  bent  and  feeble  old  king,  who 
coughed  as  he  moved  along. 

At  every  wicket  gate  all  heads  were  forced  to  stoop,  except 
that  of  the  old  man  bowed  by  age.  "  Hum !  "  he  mumbled, 
for  he  had  lost  all  his  teeth,  "  we  are  all  ready  for  the  door  of 
the  tomb.  A  low  door  needs  a  stooping  passenger." 

At  last,  after  passing  through  a  final  gate  so  encumbered 
with  locks  that  it  took  a  quarter  of  an  hour  to  open  it,  they 
entered  a  lofty,  spacious,  vaulted  hall,  in  the  middle  of  which 
they  saw,  by  the  light  of  the  torches,  a  huge  and  massive  cube 
of  masonry,  iron,  and  wood.  The  interior  was  hollow.  It 
was  one  of  those  famous  cages  meant  for  prisoners  of  state, 
which  were  known  by  the  name  of  "  the  king's  daughters." 
In  its  sides  were  two  or  three  small  windows,  so  closely  grated 
with  heavy  iron  bars  that  the  glass  was  entirely  hidden.  The 
door  was  a  great  flat  stone  slab,  such  as  are  used  for  tombs, — 
one  of  those  doors  used  for  entrance  only.  But  here,  the  dead 
man  was  a  living  being. 

The  king  walked  slowly  around  the  little  structure,  care- 
fully examining  it,  while  Master  Olivier,  who  followed  him, 
read  aloud :  — 

"  For  repairing  a  great  cage  of  heavy  wooden  joists,  gird- 
ers, and  timbers,  being  nine  feet  long  by  eight  in  breadth,  and 
seven  feet  high  between  the  planks,  planed,  and  clamped  with 
strong  iron  clamps,  which  has  been  placed  in  a  room  in  one  of 
the  towers  of  the  Bastille  Saint-Antoine,  in  which  cage  is  put 
and  kept,  by  command  of  our  lord  the  king,  a  prisoner  for- 
merly dwelling  in  a  worn-out  and  crazy  old  cage.  There  were 
used  for  the  said  new  cage  ninety-six  horizontal  beams  and 
fifty-two  uprights,  ten  girders  eighteen  feet  long.  Nineteen 
carpenters  were  employed  for  twenty  days,  in  the  court  of  the 
Bastille,  to  square,  cut,  and  fit  all  the  said  wood." 

'"  Quite  fine  heart  of  oak,"  said  the  king,  rapping  on  the 
timber  with  his  knuckles." 
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"...  There  were  used  in  this  cage,"  continued  the 
other,  "  two  hundred  and  twenty  large  iron  clamps,  of  eight 
and  nine  feet,  the  rest  of  medium  length,  with  the  screws, 
roller-bolts,  and  counter-bands  requisite  for  said  clamps,  all 
the  aforesaid  iron  weighing  three  thousand  seven  hundred  and 
thirty-five  pounds;  besides  eight  large  iron  bolts  serving  to 
fasten  the  said  cage,  with  the  nails  and  clamp-irons,  weighing 
all  together  two  hundred  and  eighteen  pounds ;  not  to  mention 
the  iron  gratings  for  the  windows  of  the  room  wherein  the 
cage  was  placed,  the  iron  bars  on  the  door,  and  other  items  — " 

"  Here's  a  mighty  deal  of  iron,"  said  the  king,  "  to  restrain 
the  lightness  of  one  mind !  " 

"  .  .  .  The  whole  amounts  to  three  hundred  and  seven- 
teen pounds  five  pence  and  seven  farthings." 

"  By  the  Rood !  "  exclaimed  the  king. 

At  this  oath,  which  was  Louis  XV. 's  favourite  imprecation, 
some  one  seemed  to  waken  within  the  cage:  chains  rattled 
loudly  against  the  wood-work,  and  a  faint  voice,  which  ap- 
peared to  issue  from  the  tomb,  cried :  "  Sire !  Sire !  Pardon  !  " 
But  no  one  could  see  the  person  uttering  these  words. 

"  Three  hundred  and  seventeen  pounds  five  pence  and  seven 
farthings  !  "  repeated  Louis  XI. 

The  piteous  voice  which  issued  from  the  cage  had  chilled 
the  blood  of  all  present,  even  that  of  Master  Olivier  himself. 
The  king  alone  appeared  as  if  he  had  not  heard  it.  At  his 
command  Master  Olivier  resumed  his  reading,  and  his  Majesty 
calmly  continued  his  inspection  of  the  cage. 

'"  Moreover,  there  has  been  paid  to  a  mason  who  made  the 
holes  to  receive  the  window-bars,  and  the  floor  of  the  room  in 
which  the  cage  stands,  forasmuch  as  the  floor  could  not  have 
borne  this  cage  by  reason  of  its  weight,  twenty-seven  pounds 
and  fourteen  Paris  pence — " 

The  voice  again  began  its  moan :  — 

"  Mercy,  Sire !  I  swear  that  it  was  my  lord  Cardinal  of 
Angers,  and  not  I,  who  plotted  the  treason." 

"  The  mason  charges  well !  "  said  the  king.  "  Go  on, 
Olivier !  " 
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Olivier  continued :  — 

;*  To  a  joiner,  for  window-frames,  bedstead,  close  stool, 
and  other  items,  twenty  pounds  two  Paris  pence  — ' 

The  voice  continued  likewise :  — 

"Alas!  Sire!  will  you  not  hear  me?  I  protest  that  it  was 
not  I  who  wrote  that  thing  to  my  lord  of  Guyenne,  but  his 
highness  Cardinal  Balue !  " 

•'  The  joiner  is  dear,"  observed  the  king.     "  Is  that  all?  " 

"  No,  Sire.  To  a  glazier,  for  the  window-panes  in  said 
chamber,  forty-six  pence  eight  Paris  farthings." 

"'  Have  mercy,  Sire !  Is  it  not  enough  that  all  my  worldly 
goods  were  given  to  my  judges,  my  silver  plate  to  M.  de 
Torcy,  my  books  to  Master  Pierre  Doriolle,  my  tapestries  to 
the  Governor  of  Roussillon?  I  am  innocent.  For  fourteen 
years  I  have  shivered  in  an  iron  cage.  Have  mercy,  Sire! 
You  will  find  your  reward  in  heaven." 

*'  Master  Olivier,"  said  the  king,  "  what  is  the  sum  total?  " 

"  Three  hundred  and  sixty-seven  pounds  eight  pence  three 
Paris  farthings." 

u  By'r  Lady !  "  cried  the  king.  "  What  an  extravagant 
cage !  " 

He  snatched  the  scroll  from  Master  Olivier's  hands,  and 
began  to  reckon  up  the  items  himself  upon  his  fingers,  look- 
ing by  turns  at  the  paper  and  the  cage.  Meantime,  the  pris- 
omr's  sobs  were  plainly  to  be  heard.  It  was  a  doleful  sound 
in  the  darkness,  and  the  by-standers  paled  as  they  gazed  into 
one  another's  faces. 

"Fourteen  years,  Sire!  full  fourteen  years!  ever  since  the 
month  of  April,  1469.  In  the  name  of  the  Blessed  Mother 
of  God,  Sire,  hear  me!  You  have  enjoyed  the  warmth  of  the 
sun  all  these  years.  Shall  I,  poor  wretch,  never  again  behold 
the  light  of  day?  Pity  me,  Sire!  Be  merciful.  Clemency 
is  a  goodly  and  a  royal  virtue,  which  turns  aside  the  stream  of 
wr;ith.  Does  your  Majesty  believe  that  it  will  greatly  con- 
tent a  king  in  the  hour  of  his  death,  to  reflect  that  he  has  never 
let  any  offence  go  unpunished?  Moreover,  Sire,  I  never  did 
betray  your  Majesty ;  it  was  my  lord  of  Angers.  And  I  wear 
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about  my  leg  a  very  heavy  chain,  and  a  great  ball  of  iron  at 
the  end  of  it,  far  heavier  than  is  reasonable.  Ah,  Sire,  have 
pity  upon  me !  " 

"  Olivier,"  said  the  king,  shaking  his  head,  "  I  observe  that 
these  fellows  charge  me  twenty  pence  the  hogshead  for  plaster, 
which  is  worth  only  twelve.  Have  this  account  corrected." 

He  turned  his  back  on  the  cage,  and  prepared  to  leave  the 
room.  The  miserable  prisoner  guessed  by  the  receding  torches 
and  noise  that  the  king  was  departing. 

"  Sire !  Sire !  "  he  cried  in  tones  of  despair. 

The  door  closed.  He  saw  nothing  more,  he  heard  nothing 
save  the  harsh  voice  of  the  jailor  singing  in  his  ears  the 
song:  — 

"  Master  Jean  Balue, 
Has  quite  lost  view 
Of  his  bishoprics  cherished. 
My  lord  of  Verdun 
Has  not  a  single  one; 
Every  one  hath  perished." 

The  king  silently  reascendcd  to  his  retreat,  and  his  train 
followed  him,  terrified  by  the  prisoner's  last  groans.  All  at 
once  his  Majesty  turned  to  the  governor  of  the  Bastille. 

"  By  the  way,"  said  he,  "  was  there  not  some  one  in  that 
cage  ?  " 

"  Zounds,  Sire,  yes !  "  replied  the  governor,  lost  in  amaze 
at  such  a  question. 

"Who,  then?" 

"  The  Bishop  of  Verdun." 

The  king  was  better  aware  of  this  than  any  one  else;  but 
this  was  his  way. 

"  Ah !  "  said  he,  with  an  innocent  semblance  of  thinking  of 
it  for  the  first  time,  "  Guillaume  de  Harancourt,  the  friend  of 
Cardinal  Balue, —  a  merry  devil  of  a  bishop !  " 

A  few  moments  later  the  door  of  the  retreat  was  reopened, 
then  closed  again  upon  the  five  persons  whom  we  saw  there  at 
the  beginning  of  this  chapter,  and  who  resumed  their  places, 
their  low-voiced  conversation,  and  their  former  attitudes. 
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During  the  king's  absence  a  number  of  despatches  had  been 
laid  on  the  table,  and  he  now  broke  the  seals.  Then  he  rap- 
idly read  them  one  after  the  other,  motioned  to  Master  Olivier, 
who  seemed  to  perform  the  office  of  his  minister,  to  take  a 
pen,  and  without  imparting  the  contents  of  the  despatches  to 
him,  began  to  dictate  answers  in  an  undertone,  the  latter  writ- 
ing them  down,  kneeling  uncomfortably  at  the  table. 

Guillaume  Rym  watched  him. 

The  king  spoke  so  low  that  the  Flemings  caught  but  a  few 
detached  and  scarcely  intelligible  fragments,  such  as :  — 

"  .  .  .  keep  up  fertile  places  by  commerce  and  sterile 
ones  by  manufactures.  Show  the  English  lords  our  four  bom- 
bards, the  London,  Brabant,  Bourg-en-Bresse,  and  Saint- 
Omer.  .  .  .  Artillery  occasions  war  to  be  more  wisely 
waged  at  the  present  time.  .  .  .  To  Monsieur  de  Bres- 
su  ire,  our  friend.  *  .}  .  Armies  cannot  be  maintained  with- 
out tribute,"  etc. 

Once  he  raised  his  voice :  — 

"  By  the  Rood !  the  King  of  Sicily  seals  his  letters  with 
yellow  wax,  like  a  king  of  France.  We  may  be  wrong  to 
allow  him  this  privilege.  My  fair  cousin  of  Burgundy  gave 
no  armorial  bearings  upon  a  field  gules.  The  greatness  of  a 
house  is  ensured  by  holding  its  prerogatives  intact.  Note 
that,  gossip  Olivier." 

Again :  — 

"  Oho !  "  said  he,  "  an  important  message  this !  What 
would  our  brother  the  emperor  have?  "  And  running  his  eye 
over  the  missive,  he  interrupted  his  reading  with  constant  ex- 
clamations: "  Surely  the  Germans  are  so  great  and  powerful 
that  't  is  scarcely  credible.  But  we  are  not  unmindful  of  the 
ok!  proverb :  The  finest  county  is  Flanders ;  the  fairest  duchy, 
Milan ;  the  most  beauteous  kingdom,  France.  Is  it  not  so,  Sir 
Flemings  ?  " 

This  time  Coppenole  bowed  with  Guillaume  Rym.  The 
hosier's  patriotism  was  tickled. 

The  last  despatch  made  Louis  XI.  frown. 

"  What's  this  ?  "  he  exclaimed.     "  Complaints  and  requisi- 
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tions  against  our  garrisons  in  Picardy !  Olivier,  write  with 
speed  to  Marshal  de  Rouault:  That  discipline  is  relaxed. 
That  the  men-at-arms  of  the  ordnance,  the  nobles  of  the  ban, 
the  free-archers,  and  the  Swiss  guards  do  infinite  injury  to 
the  peasants.  That  the  soldiers,  not  content  with  the  goods 
which  they  find  in  the  houses  of  the  tillers  of  the  soil,  con- 
strain them,  by  heavy  blows  of  bludgeons  and  sticks,  to  seek 
throughout  the  town  for  wine,  fish,  spices,  and  other  articles 
of  luxury.  That  the  king  is  well  aware  of  all  this.  That  we 
intend  to  preserve  our  people  from  all  unseemly  acts,  larceny, 
and  pillage.  That  this  is  our  sovereign  will,  by  Our  Lady! 
That,  moreover,  it  likes  us  not  that  any  minstrel,  barber, 
or  serving  man  at  arms  should  go  arrayed  like  a  prince, 
in  velvet,  silken  cloth,  and  rings  of  gold.  That  these  vani- 
ties are  hateful  in  the  sight  of  God.  That  we  content  our- 
selves —  we  who  are  a  gentleman  of  high  degree  —  with 
one  cloth  doublet  at  sixteen  pence  the  Paris  ell.  That  sol- 
diers' servants  may  well  come  down  to  that  also.  We  com- 
mand and  order  these  things.  To  Monsieur  de  Rouault,  our 
friend.  Good!" 

He  dictated  this  letter  in  a  loud  voice,  in  a  firm  tone,  and 
by  fits  and  starts.  Just  as  he  ended  it,  the  door  opened  and 
admitted  a  new  personage,  who  rushed  into  the  room  in  ex- 
treme alarm,  shouting, — 

"  Sire !  Sire !  the  people  of  Paris  have  risen  in  revolt !  " 

The  grave  face  of  Louis  XI.  was  convulsed ;  but  every  vis- 
ible sign  of  emotion  passed  away  like  a  flash  of  lightning. 
He  restrained  himself,  and  said  with  calm  severity, — 

"  Gossip  Jacques,  you  enter  somewhat  abruptly !  " 

"  Sire !  Sire !  there  is  a  revolt !  "  replied  the  breathless  gos- 
sip Jacques. 

The  king,  who  had  risen,  took  him  roughly  by  the  arm, 
and  whispered  in  his  ear  in  a  manner  to  be  heard  by  him  alone, 
with  concentrated  rage,  and  a  sidelong  glance  at  the  Flem- 
ings,— 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  or  speak  low !  " 

The  new-comer  understood,  and  began  to  tell  him  in  a  low 
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voice  a  very  incoherent  tale,  to  which  the  king  listened  with 
perfect  composure,  while  Guillaume  Rym  drew  Coppenole's 
attention  to  the  new-comer's  face  and  dress,  his  furred  hood 
(caputia  fourrata),  his  short  epitoge  1  (epitogia  curia),  and 
his  black  velvet  gown,  which  bespoke  a  president  of  the  Court 
of  Accounts. 

This  person  had  no  sooner  given  the  king  a  few  details,  than 
Louis  XL  cried  with  a  burst  of  laughter, — 

"  Indeed !  Speak  up  boldly,  gossip  Coictier !  Why  do 
you  talk  so  low  ?  Our  Lady  knows  that  we  hide  nothing  from 
our  good  Flemish  friends." 

"  But,  Sire  — " 

"  Speak  up  boldly !  " 

Gossip  Coictier  was  dumb  with  surprise. 

"  So,"  resumed  the  king, — "  speak,  sir* —  there  is  a  com- 
motion among  the  common  people  in  our  good  city  of 
Paris?" 

"  Yes,  Sire." 

"  And  it  is  directed,  you  say,  against  the  Bailiff  of  the 
Palace  of  Justice?  " 

"  It  looks  that  way,"  said  the  gossip,  who  still  stammered 
and  hesitated,  utterly  astounded  by  the  sudden  and  inexplic- 
able change  which  had  been  wrought  in  the  king's  sentiments. 

Louis  XL  added :  "  Where  did  the  watch  encounter  the 
mob?" 

"  Moving  from  the  chief  haunt  of  the  beggars  and  va- 
grants towards  the  Pont-aux-Changeurs.  I  met  them  myself 
on  my  way  hither  to  execute  your  Majesty's  orders.  I  heard 
certain  of  the  number  shouting,  '  Down  with  the  Bailiff  of  the 
Palace!'" 

"  And  what  is  their  grievance  against  the  bailiff?  " 

"  Ah !  "  said  gossip  Jacques,  "  that  he  is  their  lord." 

"  Really !  " 

"  Yes,  Sire.  They  are  rascals  from  the  Court  of  Miracles. 
They  have  long  inveighed  against  the  bailiff,  whose  vassals 

i  Cap  worn  by  presidents  of  the  ancient  Parliament. 
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they  are.  They  refuse  to  recognize  him  either  as  justiciary 
or  road-surveyor." 

"  Ay,  say  you  so !  "  returned  the  king,  with  a  smile  of  satis- 
faction which  he  vainly  strove  to  disguise. 

"  In  all  their  petitions  to  Parliament,"  added  gossip 
Jacques,  "  they  claim  that  they  have  but  two  masters, —  your 
Majesty  and  their  God,  who  is,  I  believe,  the  devil." 

"  Hah !  "  said  the  king. 

He  rubbed  his  hands ;  he  laughed  that  inward  laugh  which 
makes  the  face  radiant;  he  could  not  disguise  his  joy,  although 
he  tried  at  times  to  compose  himself.  No  cne  understood  his 
mood,  not  even  Master  Olivier.  He  was  silent  for  a  moment, 
with  a  pensive  but  contented  air. 

"Are  they  strong  in  numbers?"  he  asked  suddenly. 

"  Indeed  they  are,  Sire,"  replied  gossip  Jacques. 

"  How  many  ?  " 

"  At  least  six  thousand." 

The  king  could  not  help  exclaiming,  "  Good !  He  added, 
"  Are  they  armed  ?  " 

"  With  scythes,  pikes,  hackbuts,  mattocks,  and  all  sorts  of 
dangerous  weapons." 

The  king  seemed  by  no  means  alarmed  at  this  account. 
Gossip  Jacques  felt  obliged  to  add, — 

"  If  your  Majesty  send  not  promptly  to  the  bailiff's  aid,  he 
is  lost." 

"  We  will  send,"  said  the  king,  with  an  assumed  expression 
of  seriousness.  "  It  is  well.  Certainly  we  will  send.  The 
bailiff  is  our  friend.  Six  thousand!  They  are  determined 
knaves.  Their  boldness  is  marvellous,  and  we  are  greatly 
wroth  at  it;  but  we  have  few  people  about  us  to-night.  It 
will  be  time  enough  in  the  morning." 

Gossip  Jacques  exclaimed,  "  Straightway,  Sire!  The  bail- 
iff's house  may  be  sacked  twenty  times  over,  the  seigniory 
profaned,  and  the  bailiff  hanged,  ere  then.  For  the  love  of 
God,  Sire,  send  before  to-morrow  morning !  " 

The  king  looked  him  in  the  face.  "  I  said  to-morrow." 
It  was  one  of  those  looks  which  admit  of  no  reply.  After  a 
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pause,  Louis  XI.  again  raised  his  voice.  "  Gossip  Jacques, 
you  must  know  -  What  was  -  He  corrected  himself. 
"What  is  the  bailiff's  feudal  jurisdiction?" 

"  Sire,  the  Bailiff  of  the  Palace  has  jurisdiction  from  the 
Rue  de  la  Calandre  to  the  Rue  de  1'Herberie,  the  Place  Saint- 
Michel,  and  the  places  commonly  called  the  Mureaux,  situated 
near  the  church  of  Notre-Dame  des  Champs  [here  the  king 
lifted  the  brim  of  his  hat],  which  residences  are  thirteen  in 
number;  besides  the  Court  of  Miracles,  the  lazaretto  known 
as  the  Banlieue,  and  all  the  highway  beginning  at  this  lazar- 
house  and  ending  at  the  Porte  Saint-Jacques.  Of  these 
dhers  places  he  is  road-surveyor,  high,  low,  and  middle  justi- 
ciary, and  lord  paramount." 

"  Hey-day!  "  said  the  king,  scratching  his  left  ear  with  his 
right  hand ;  "  that  is  a  goodly  slice  of  my  city.  And  so  the 
bailiff  was  king  of  all  that?  " 

This  time  he  did  not  correct  himself.  He  continued  to 
muse,  and  as  if  speaking  to  himself,  said, — 

"  Have  a  care,  Sir  Bailiff !  You  had  a  very  pretty  piece 
of  our  Paris  in  your  grasp." 

All  at  once  he  burst  forth.  "  By  the  Rood !  Who  are  all 
these  people  who  claim  to  be  commissioners  of  highways, 
justiciaries,  lords,  and  masters  in  our  midst;  who  have  their 
toL-gate  in  every  bit  of  field,  their  gibbet  and  their  hangman 
at  every  cross-road  among  our  people,  in  such  fashion  that, 
as  the  Greek  believed  in  as  many  gods  as  there  were  fountains, 
and  the  Persian  in  as  many  as  he  saw  stars,  the  Frenchman 
now  counts  as  many  kings  as  he  sees  gallows?  By  the  Lord! 
this  thing  is  evil,  and  the  confusion  likes  me  not.  I  would 
fain  know  whether  it  be  by  the  grace  of  God  that  there  are 
other  inspectors  of  highways  in  Paris  than  the  king,  other 
justice  than  that  administered  by  our  Parliament,  and  other 
emperor  than  ourselves  in  this  realm !  By  the  faith  of  my 
soul!  the  day  must  come  when  France  shall  know  but  one 
king,  one  lord,  one  judge,  one  headsman,  even  as  there  is  but 
one  God  in  paradise !  " 

He  again  raised  his  cap,  and  went  on,  still  meditating,  with 
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the  look  and  tone  of  a  hunter  loosing  and  urging  on  his  pack 
of  dogs :  "  Good !  my  people !  bravely  done !  destroy  these 
false  lords !  do  your  work.  At  them,  boys !  at  them !  Plun- 
der them,  capture  them,  strip  them!  Ah,  you  would  fain  be 
kings,  gentlemen?  On,  my  people,  on!" 

Here  he  stopped  abruptly,  bit  his  lip,  as  if  to  recall  a 
thought  which  had  half  escaped  him,  bent  his  piercing  eye  in 
turn  upon  each  of  the  five  persons  who  stood  around  him,  and 
all  at  once,  seizing  his  hat  in  both  hands,  and  staring  steadily 
at  it,  he  thus  addressed  it :  "  Oh,  I  would  burn  you  if  you 
knew  my  secret  thoughts !  " 

Then  again  casting  about  him  the  attentive,  anxious  glance 
of  a  fox  returning  by  stealth  to  his  earth,  he  added, — 

"  It  matters  not ;  we  will  succour  the  bailiff.  Unfortu- 
nately, we  have  but  few  troops  here  to  send  forth  at  this 
moment  against  so  large  a  populace.  We  must  needs  wait 
until  to-morrow.  Order  shall  be  restored  in  the  City,  and  all 
who  are  taken  shall  be  strung  up  on  the  spot." 

"  By-the-bye,  Sire ! "  said  gossip  Coictier,  "  I  forgot  it  in 
my  first  dismay, —  the  watch  has  caught  two  stragglers  of  the 
band.  If  it  please  your  Majesty  to  see  these  men,  they  are 
here." 

"  If  it  please  me  to  see  them !  "  cried  the  king.  "  Now,  by 
the  Rood!  do  you  forget  such  things!  Run  quickly,  you, 
Olivier!  go  and  fetch  them." 

Master  Olivier  went  out,  and  returned  a  moment  after  with 
the  two  prisoners,  surrounded  by  archers  of  the  ordnance. 
The  first  had  a  fat,  stupid  face,  with  a  drunken  and  astonished 
stare.  He  was  dressed  in  rags,  and  bent  his  knee  and  dragged 
his  foot  as  he  walked.  The  second  was  a  pale,  smiling  fel- 
low, whom  the  reader  already  knows. 

The  king  studied  them  for  an  instant  without  speaking, 
then  abruptly  addressed  the  first :  — 

"  Your  name?  " 

"  Gieffroy  Pincebourde." 

"  Your  business?  " 

"  A  Vagabond." 
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:i  What  part  did  you  mean  to  play  in  this  damnable  re- 
volt? " 

The  Vagabond  looked  at  the  king,  swinging  his  arms  with 
a  dull  look.  His  was  one  of  those  misshapen  heads,  where  the 
understanding  flourishes  as  ill  as  the  flame  beneath  an  ex- 
tinguisher. 

;<  I  don't  know,"  he  said.  "  The  others  went,  so  I  went 
too." 

;t  Did  you  not  intend  outrageously  to  attack  and  plunder 
your  lord  the  Bailiff  of  the  Palace?  " 

"  I  know  that  they  were  going  to  take  something  from 
some  one.  That's  all  I  know." 

A  soldier  showed  the  king  a  pruning-bill,  which  had  been 
found  upon  the  fellow. 

"  Do  you  recognize  this  weapon?  "  asked  the  king. 

"  Yes,  it  is  my  bill ;  I  am  a  vine-dresser." 

"  And  do  you  acknowledge  this  man  as  your  companion  ?  " 
added  Louis  XI.,  pointing  to  the  other  prisoner. 

"  No.     I  do  not  know  him." 

"  Enough,"  said  the  king.  And  beckoning  to  the  silent, 
motionless  person  at  the  door,  whom  we  have  already  pointed 
out  to  our  readers :  — 

"  Friend  Tristan,  here  is  a  man  for  you." 

Tristan  1'Hermite  bowed.  He  gave  an  order  in  a  low 
voice  to  two  archers,  who  led  away  the  poor  Vagrant. 

Meantime,  the  king  approached  the  second  prisoner,  who 
wus  in  a  profuse  perspiration.  "  Your  name?  " 

"  Sire,  Pierre  Gringoire." 

"  Your  trade?  " 

"  A  philosopher,  Sire !  " 

"  How  dared  you,  varlet,  go  and  beset  our  friend  the  Bail- 
iff of  the  Palace,  and  what  have  you  to  say  about  this  uprising 
of  the  people  ?  " 

"  Sire,  I  had  naught  to  do  with  it." 

"  Come,  come,  rascal !  were  you  not  taken  by  the  watch  in 
this  evil  company?  " 

"  No,   Sire ;  there  is   a  mistake.     It  was   an  accident.      I 
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write  tragedies.  Sire,  I  entreat  your  Majesty  to  hear  me. 
I  am  a  poet.  It  is  the  melancholy  whim  of  people  of  my 
profession  to  roam  the  streets  after  dark.  I  passed  this  way 
to-night.  It  was  a  mere  chance.  I  was  wrongfully  arrested ; 
I  am  innocent  of  this  civil  storm.  Your  Majesty  sees  that 
the  Vagabond  did  not  recognize  me.  I  conjure  your  Ma- 
jesty  — 

"  Silence !  "  said  the  king,  betwixt  two  gulps  of  his  diet- 
drink.  "  You  stun  me." 

Tristan  1'Hermite  stepped  forward,  and  pointing  at  Grin- 
goire,  said, — 

"  Sire,  may  we  hang  this  one  too  ?  " 

It  was  the  first  time  that  he  had  spoken. 

"  Pooh !  "  negligently  answered  the  king.  "  I  see  no  reason 
to  the  contrary." 

"  But  I  see  a  great  many !  "  said  Gringoire. 

Our  philosopher  was  at  this  moment  greener  than  any 
olive.  He  saw  by  the  king's  cold  and  indifferent  manner  that 
his  only  resource  was  in  something  very  pathetic,  and  he 
threw  himself  at  the  feet  of  Louis  XL,  exclaiming  with 
frantic  gestures, — 

"  Sire,  your  Majesty  will  deign  to  hear  me.  Sire,  let  not 
your  thunders  fall  upon  so  small  a  thing  as  I !  The  thun- 
derbolts of  God  never  strike  a  lettuce.  Sire,  you  are  an 
august  and  very  mighty  monarch ;  have  pity  on  a  poor  honest 
man,  who  would  find  it  harder  to  kindle  a  revolt  than  an 
icicle  to  emit  a  spark.  Most  gracious  lord,  magnanimity  is  a 
virtue  meet  for  kings  and  royal  beasts.  Alas !  rigour  does 
but  anger  the  minds  of  men ;  the  fierce  blasts  of  winter  could 
not  make  the  traveller  doff  his  cloak,  while  the  sun  shining 
down,  little  by  little  warmed  him  to  such  a  degree  that  he 
stripped  to  his  shirt.  Sire,  you  are  the  sun.  I  protest  to  you, 
my  sovereign  lord  and  master,  that  I  am  not  of  the  company 
of  the  Vagrants.  I  am  neither  disorderly  nor  a  thief.  Re- 
bellion and  brigandage  are  not  of  Apollo's  train.  I  am  not 
one  to  rush  into  those  clouds  which  burst  in  thunders  of 
sedition.  I  am  a  faithful  vassal  of  your  Majesty.  A  good 
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subject  should  feel  the  same  jealousy  for  the  glory  of  his 
king  that  the  husband  feels  for  the  honour  of  his  wife,  the  same 
affection  with  which  the  son  responds  to  his  father's  love; 
IK  should  burn  with  zeal  for  his  house,  for  the  increase  of  his 
service.  Any  other  passion  which  possessed  him  would  be 
mere  madness.  Such,  Sire,  are  my  political  maxims.  Do 
not,  therefore,  judge  me  to  be  a  rebel  and  a  plunderer,  by  my 
ragged  dress.  If  you  will  but  pardon  me,  Sire,  I  will  wear  it 
threadbare  at  the  knees  in  praying  to  God  for  you  night  and 
morning!  Alas!  I  am  not  exceeding  rich,  'tis  true.  I  am 
indeed  rather  poor;  but  not  vicious,  for  all  that.  It  is  not 
my  fault.  Every  one  knows  that  great  wealth  is  not  to  be 
derived  from  literature,  and  that  the  most  accomplished  writ- 
ers have  not  always  much  fire  in  winter.  Pettifoggers  get 
all  the  grain,  and  leave  nothing  but  the  chaff  for  the  rest 
of  the  learned  professions.  There  are  forty  most  excellent 
proverbs  about  the  tattered  cloak  of  the  philosopher.  Oh. 
S>re,  clemency  is  the  only  light  which  can  illumine  the  interior 
of  a  great  soul!  Clemency  bears  the  torch  for  all  the  other 
virtues.  Without  her,  they  are  but  blind,  and  gropers  after 
God.  Mercy,  which  is  the  same  thinj  as  clemency,  produces 
those  loving  subjects  who  are  the  most  potent  body-guard  of 
princes.  What  matters  it  to  you, —  to  you  whose  majesty 
dazzles  all  who  behold  it, —  if  there  be  one  poor  man  the  more 
upon  the  earth,  a  poor  innocent  philosopher  floundering  in 
the  darkness  of  calamity,  with  an  empty  stomach  and  an 
empty  purse?  Besides,  Sire,  I  am  a  scholar.  Great  kings 
add  a  pearl  to  their  crown  when  they  encourage  letters. 
Kercules  did  not  disdain  the  title  of  Musagetes.  Matthias 
Corvinus  favoured  Jean  of  Monroyal,  the  ornament  of  math- 
ematics. Now,  it  is  a  poor  way  of  protecting  letters,  to 
hang  the  learned.  What  a  blot  upon*  Alexander's  fame  if 
he  had  hanged  Aristotle!  The  deed  would  not  have  been  a 
tiny  patch  upon  the  visage  of  his  reputation  to  enhance  its 
boauty,  but  a  malignant  ulcer  to  disfigure  it.  Sire,  I  wrote 
a  most  fitting  epithalamium  for  the  Lady  of  Flanders,  and 
my  lord  the  most  august  Dauphin.  That  is  no  fire-brand  of 
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rebellion.  Your  Majesty  sees  that  I  am  no  mere  scribbler, 
that  I  have  studied  deeply,  and  that  I  have  much  natural  elo- 
quence. Pardon  me,  Sire.  By  so  doing,  you  will  perform 
an  act  of  gallantry  to  Our  Lady;  and  I  vow  that  I  am 
mightily  frightened  at  the  very  idea  of  being  hanged !  " 

So  saying,  the  much  distressed  Gringoire  kissed  the  king's 
slippers,  and  Guillaume  Rym  whispered  to  Coppenole,  "  He 
does  well  to  crawl  upon  the  floor.  Kings  are  like  Jupiter  of 
Crete, —  they  have  no  ears  but  in  their  feet."  And,  regard- 
less of  the  Cretan  Jove,  the  hosier  responded,  with  a  grave 
smile,  his  eye  fixed  on  Gringoire :  "  Oh,  'tis  well  done !  I 
fancy  I  hear  Councillor  Hugonet  begging  me  for  mercy." 

When  Gringoire  paused  at  last  for  lack  of  breath,  he 
raised  his  head,  trembling,  to  the  king,  who  was  scratching 
with  his  nail  a  spot  on  the  knee  of  his  breeches;  then  his 
Majesty  drank  from  the  goblet  of  ptisan.  He  spoke  not  a 
word,  however,  and  the  silence  tortured  Gringoire.  At  last 
the  king  looked  at  him.  "  What  a  dreadful  bawler !  "  said  he. 
Then,  turning  towards  Tristan  1'Hermite :  "  Bah !  let  him 
go!" 

Gringoire  fell  backwards,  overcome  with  joy. 

"Scot-free!"  grumbled  Tristan.  "Don't  your  Majesty 
want  me  to  cage  him  for  a  while?" 

"  Friend,"  rejoined  Louis  XL,  "  do  you  think  it  is  for  such 
birds  as  these  that  we  have  cages  made  at  an  expense  of 
three  hundred  and  sixty-seven  pounds  eight  pence  three 
farthings?  Let  this  wanton  rascal  depart  incontinently,  and 
dismiss  him  with  a  beating." 

"  Oh,"  cried  Gringoire,  "  what  a  noble  king !  " 

And  for  fear  of  a  contrary  order,  he  hastened  towards  the 
door,  which  Tristan  opened  for  him  with  a  very  bad  grace. 
The  soldiers  followed,  driving  him  before  them  with  sturdy 
blows,  which  Gringoire  bore  like  the  true  Stoic  philosopher 
that  he  was. 

The  king's  good  humour,  since  the  revolt  against  the  bailiff 
was  announced  to  him,  appeared  in  everything  he  did.  This 
unusual  clemency  was  no  mean  proof  of  it.  Tristan  1'Her- 
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mite,  in  his  corner,  wore  the  surly  look  of  a  dog  who  has 
seen  a  bone,  but  had  none. 

The  king,  meantime,  merrily  drummed  the  march  of  Pont- 
Audemer  with  his  fingers  on  the  arm  of  his  chair.  He  was 
a  dissembling  prince,  but  more  skilled  in  hiding  his  troubles 
than  his  joy.  These  outward  manifestations  of  delight  at 
any  good  news  sometimes  went  to  extraordinary  lengths, — 
as  on  the  death  of  Charles  the  Bold,  when  he  vowed  a 
silver  balustrade  to  Saint-Martin  of  Tours;  and  on  his  ac- 
cession to  the  throne,  when  he  forgot  to  order  his  father's 
obsequies. 

"  Ha,  Sire !  "  suddenly  exclaimed  Jacques  Coictier,  "  what 
has  become  of  that  sharp  fit  of  illness  for  which  your  Ma- 
jesty summoned  me?" 

"  Oh,"  said  the  king,  "  indeed,  I  suffer  greatly,  good  gos- 
sip. I  have  a  ringing  in  my  ears,  and  cruel  pains  in  my 
chest." 

Coictier  took  the  king's  hand,  and  began  to  feel  his  pulse 
with  a  knowing  air. 

"  See,  Coppenole,"  said  Rym  in  a  low  voice ;  "  there  he  is, 
between  Coictier  and  Tristan.  They  make  up  his  entire  court, 
—  a  doctor  for  himself,  a  hangman  for  the  rest  of  the 
world !  " 

As  he  felt  the  king's  pulse,  Coictier  assumed  a  look  of 
more  and  more  alarm.  Louis  XL  watched  him  with  some 
anxiety.  Coictier's  face  darkened  visibly.  The  king's  feeble 
health  was  the  worthy  man's  only  source  of  income,  and  he 
made  the  most  of  it. 

"  Oh,  oh !  "  he  muttered  at  last.     "  This  is  serious  enough." 

"  Is  it  not?  "  said  the  frightened  king. 

"  Pulsus  creber,  anhelans,  crcpitans,  irregularis,"  added  the 
physician. 

"  By  the  Rood !  " 

"  This  might  take  a  man  off  in  less  than  three  days." 

"  By'r  Lady !  "  cried  the  king.  "  And  the  remedy,  good 
gossip?  " 

"  I  must  reflect,  Sire." 
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He  examined  the  king's  tongue,  shook  his  head,  made  a  wty 
face,  and  in  the  midst  of  these  affectations  said  suddenly, — 

"  Zounds,  Sire,  I  must  tell  you  that  there  is  a  receivership 
of  regales  l  vacant,  and  that  I  have  a  nephew." 

"  I  give  my  receivership  to  your  nephew,  gossip  Jacques," 
replied  the  king ;  "  but  cool  this  fire  in  my  breast." 

"  Since  your  Majesty  is  so  graciously  inclined,"  rejoined 
the  doctor,  "  you  will  not  refuse  me  a  little  help  towards  build- 
ing my  house  in  the  Rue  Saint-Andre  des  Arcs." 

"  Hey !  "  said  the  king. 

"  I  have  come  to  the  end  of  my  means,"  continued  the 
doctor,  "  and  it  would  really  be  a  pity  that  my  house  should 
have  no  roof;  not  for  the  sake  of  the  house,  which  is  very 
plain  and  ordinary,  but  for  the  paintings  by  Jehan  Fourbault, 
which  enliven  the  walls.  There  is  a  Diana  flying  in  the  air, 
so  excellently  done,  so  delicate,  so  dainty,  so  natural  in  action, 
the  head  so  nicely  coifed  and  crowned  with  a  crescent,  the 
flesh  so  white,  that  she  leads  into  temptation  all  those  who 
study  her  too  curiously.  There  is  also  a  Ceres.  She,  too, 
is  a  very  lovely  divinity.  She  is  seated  'upon  sheaves  of 
grain,  and  crowned  with  a  gay  garland  of  wheat-ears  inter- 
twined with  purple  goafs-beard  and  other  flowers.  Nothing 
wras  ever  seen  more  amorous  than  her  eyes,  rounder  than  her 
legs,  nobler  than  her  mien  or  more  graceful  than  her  draper- 
ies. She  is  one  of  the  most  innocent  and  perfect  beauties  ever 
produced  by  mortal  brush." 

"  Wretch !  "  groaned  Louis  XI. ;  "  what  are  you  driving 
at?" 

"  I  must  have  a  roof  over  these  paintings,  Sire ;  and  al- 
though it  will  cost  but  a  trifle,  I  have  no  more  money." 

"  How  much  will  your  roof  cost?  " 

"  Why,  a  roof  of  copper,  embellished  and  gilded,  two 
thousand  pounds,  at  the  utmost." 

"  Ah,  the  assassin ! "  cried  the  king ;  "  he  never  draws  me 
a  tooth  that  is  not  priceless." 

"  Am  I  to  have  my  roof?  "  said  Coictier. 

1  Royal  prerogative  of  a  tax  on  ecclesiastical  revenues. 
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"  Yes ;  and  go  to  the  devil !  but  cure  me  first." 

Jacques  Coictier  bowed  low  and  said, — 

"  Sire,  a  repellant  alone  can  save  you.  We  will  apply  to 
your  loins  the  great  specific,  composed  of  cerate,  Armenian 
bole,  white  of  egg,  vinegar,  and  oil.  You  will  continue  your 
diet-drink,  and  we  will  answer  for  your  Majesty." 

A  lighted  candle  attracts  more  than  one  moth.  Master 
Olivier,  seeing  the  king  so  liberally  inclined,  and  thinking  the 
moment  opportune,  advanced  in  his  turn:  "Sire!" 

"  What  is  it  now?  "  said  Louis  XI. 

"  Sire,  your  Majesty  knows  that  Master  Simon  Radin  is 
dead?  " 

"Well?" 

"  He  was  King's  Councillor  for  the  Treasury." 

"Well?" 

"  Sire,  his  post  is  vacant." 

As  he  said  this,  the  haughty  face  of  Master  Olivier  lost 
its  arrogant  look,  and  assumed  a  mean  and  grovelling  ex- 
pression. This  is  the  only  change  of  which  a  courtier's  fea- 
tures are  capable.  The  king  looked  him  full  in  the  face,  and 
said  dryly,  "  I  understand." 

He  added, — 

"  Master  Olivier,  Marshal  Boucicaut  once  said,  '  There  are 
no  good  gifts  save  those  from  the  king,  no  good  fishing  save 
in  the  sea.'  I  see  that  you  are  quite  of  his  opinion.  Now, 
hear  this;  we  have  an  excellent  memory.  In  '68,  we  made 
you  groom  of  our  chamber ;  in  '69,  keeper  of  the  castle  of 
the  Pont  Saint-Cloud,  at  a  salary  of  one  hundred  pounds 
Tours  (you  wished  them  to  be  Paris  pounds)  ;  in  November, 
'73,  by  letters  given  at  Gergeole,  we  appointed  you  keeper 
of  the  woods  at  Vincennes,  in  place  of  Gilbert  Acle,  esquire ; 
in  '75,  warden  of  the  forest  of  Rouvray-lez-Saint-Cloud,  in 
the  place  of  Jacques  le  Maire;  in  '78,  we  graciously  settled 
upon  you,  by  letters-patent  sealed  with  green  wax,  a  rental 
of  ten  Paris  pounds,  for  yourself  and  your  wife,  to  be  de- 
rived from  the  Place-aux-Marchands,  situated  in  the  Saint- 
Gormain  School;  in  '79,  warden  of  the  forest  of  Senart,  in 
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place  of  that  poor  Jehan'Daiz;  then,  captain  of  the  Chateau 
dc  Loches;  then,  governor  of  Saint-Quentin;  then,  captain  of 
the  Pont  de  Meulan,  of  which  you  style  yourself  count ;  of 
the  five  pence  fine  paid  by  every  barber  who  shall  shave  a 
customer  upon  a  holiday,  three  pence  go  to  you,  and  we  take 
the  remainder.  We  were  pleased  to  change  your  name  of 
Le  Mauvais,1  which  too  strongly  resembled  your  face.  In 
'74,  we  granted  you,  to  the  great  displeasure  of  our  nobles, 
armorial  bearings  of  countless  hues,  which  make  your  breast 
shimmer  like  that  of  a  peacock.  By  the  Rood!  are  you  not 
sated  yet?  Is  not  the  draught  of  fishes  fine  enough,  and 
miraculous  enough;  and  do  you  not  fear  lest  another  salmon 
should  sink  your  boat?  Pride  will  be  your  ruin,  my  friend. 
Pride  is  always  hard  pressed  by  ruin  and  shame.  Consider 
this,  and  be  silent." 

These  words,  uttered  in  a  severe  tone,  restored  its  wonted 
insolence  to  Master  Olivier's  face. 

"  Good !  "  he  muttered  almost  audibly ;  "  it  is  plain  that 
the  king  is  ailing  to-day;  he  gives  the  doctor  everything." 

Louis  XI.,  far  from  being  irritated  by  this  sally,  replied 
with  much  gentleness.  "  Stay ;  I  forgot  that  I  had  also  made 
you  my  ambassador  to  Mistress  Marie  at  Ghent.  Yes,  gen- 
tlemen," added  the  king,  turning  to  the  Flemings,  "  this  fel- 
low has  been  an  ambassador.  There,  my  gossip,"  he  con- 
tinued, addressing  Master  Olivier,  '*  let  us  not  quarrel;  we 
are  old  friends.  It  is  very  late ;  we  have  finished  our  work. 
Shave  me." 

Our  readers  have  doubtless  ere  now  recognized  in  Master 
Olivier  the  dread  Figaro  whom  Providence,  the  greatest  of 
all  dramatists,  so  artistically  added  to  the  long  and  bloody 
comedy  of  Louis  XL's  reign.  This  is  not  the  place  for 
us  to  attempt  any  portrait  of  this  strange  figure.  The  royal 
barber  went  by  three  names.  At  court  he  was  politely  termed 
Olivier  le  Daim ;  by  the  people,  Olivier  le  Diable :  his  real  name 
was  Olivier  le  Mauvais. 

Olivier  le  Mauvais,  then,  stood  motionless,  casting  sulky 
iThe  Wicked  One. 
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glances  at  the  king,  and  looking  askance  at  Jacques  Coictier. 

"  Yes,  yes ;  the  doctor !  "  he  muttered. 

"Well,  yes,  the  doctor!"  rejoined  Louis  XI.,  with  rare 
good-nature ;  "  the  doctor  has  more  influence  than  you.  That 
is  natural  enough;  he  has  a  hold  upon  our  whole  body,  while 
you  only  take  us  by  the  chin.  There,  my  poor  barber,  cheer 
up.  Why,  what  would  you  say,  and  what  would  become  of 
your  office,  if  I  were  such  a  king  as  King  Chilperic,  whose 
favourite  trick  it  was  to  pull  his  beard  through  his  hand? 
Come,  gossip,  look  to  your  work ;  shave  me !  Go,  fetch  the 
necessary  tools." 

Olivier,  seeing  that  the  king  wras  in  a  jesting  mood,  and 
lhat  it  was  impossible  to  put  him  out  of  temper,  left  the  room 
io  obey  his  orders,  grumbling  as  he  went. 

The  king  rose,  stepped  to  the  window,  and  suddenly  open- 
ing it  with  strange  agitation,  clapped  his  hands,  exclaiming, — 

"  Oh,  yes,  there  is  a  red  glow  in  the  sky  over  the  City ! 
The  bailiff  is  burning ;  it  can  be  nothing  else.  Ah,  my  good 
people !  'tis  thus  at  last  you  help  me  to  crush  their  lordships !  " 

Then  turning  to  the  Flemings :  "  Gentlemen,  come  and 
look.  Is  not  that  a  fire  which  flares  so  high?  " 

The  two  men  of  Ghent  approached. 

"  A  great  fire,"  said  Guillaume  Rym. 

"  Oh,"  added  Coppenole,  whose  eyes  flashed,  "  that  reminds 
me  of  the  burning  of  the  lord  of  Hymbercourt's  house ! 
There  must  b^  a  fine  riot  yonder !  " 

"  Do  you  think  so,  Master  Coppenole  ?  "  And  the  face 
of  Louis  XI.  was  almost  as  full  of  joy  as  that  of  the  hosier. 
u  'T  will  be  hard  to  suppress  it,  eh?  " 

"By  the  Mass,  Sire!  your  Majesty  will  make  great  gaps 
in  many  a  company  of  troops  in  doing  it." 

"Oh,  I!  that's  quite  another  thing,"  rejoined  the  king. 
"  If  I  chose  — " 

The  hosier  answered  boldly, — 

"  If  this  rebellion  be  what  I  suppose,  you  may  choose  to 
no  purpose,  Sire." 

"  Friend,"   said  Louis   XL,  "  two  companies   of  nvy   ord- 
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nance  and  the  discharge  of  a  serpentine  would  win  an  easy 
victory  over  the  groundlings." 

The  hosier,  in  spite  of  the  signs  made  to  him  by  Guillaume 
Rym,  seemed  determined  to  oppose  the  king. 

"  Sire,  the  Swiss  were  groundlings  too.  My  lord  duke  of 
Burgundy  was  a  great  gentleman,  and  he  despised  that  vulgar 
mob.  At  the  battle  of  Grandson  he  cried,  '  Gunners,  fire  upon 
those  low-lived  villains ! '  and  he  swore  by  Saint  George.  But 
magistrate  Scharnachtal  fell  upon  the  proud  duke  with  his 
club  and  his  people,  and  at  the  onslaught  of  the  peasants  with 
their  bull-hides,  the  brilliant  Burgundian  army  was  broken 
like  a  pane  of  glass  by  a  stone.  Many  knights  were  killed 
that  day  by  base  clowns ;  and  my  lord  of  Chateau-Guy  on,  the 
grandest  noble  in  Burgundy,  was  found  dead  beside  his  great 
grey  charger  in  a  small  marshy  meadow." 

"  Friend,"  replied  the  king,  "  you  talk  of  battles.  This 
is  only  a  mutiny ;  and  I  will  quell  it  with  a  single  frown  when- 
ever it  pleases  me." 

The  other  answered  indifferently, — 

"  That  may  be,  Sire.  In  that  case  it  will  merely  be  be- 
cause the  people's  hour  has  not  yet  come." 

Guillaume  Rym  felt  obliged  to  interfere:  — 

"  Master  Coppenole,  you  are  speaking  to  a  powerful  king." 

"  I  know  it,"  gravely  answered  the  hosier. 

"  Let  him  talk,  friend  Rym,"  said  the  king.  "  I  like  such 
frankness.  My  father,  Charles  VII.,  said  that  Truth  was 
sick.  I,  for  my  part,  thought  she  had  died,  without  a  con- 
fessor. Master  Coppenole  has  undeceived  me." 

Then,  laying  his  hand  familiarly  upon  Coppenole's  shoul- 
der, he  added, — 

"  You  were  saying,  Master  Jacques  — " 

"  I  was  saying,  Sire,  that  perhaps  you  were  right,—  that 
the  people's  hour  had  not  yet  come  in  this  land." 

Louis  XI.  looked  searchingly  at  him :  — 

"  And  when  will  that  hour  come,  sirrah  ?  " 

"  You  will  hear  it  strike." 

-*  By  what  o'clock,  pray  ?  " 
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Coppenole,  with  his  homely,  peaceful  face,  drew  the  king 
to  the  window. 

"Listen,  Sire!  Here  you  have  a  donjon,  a  bell-tower, 
cannon,  burghers,  soldiers.  When  the  bell  rings,  when  the 
cannon  growl,  when  the  donjon  falls  with  a  crash,  when 
burghers  and  soldiers  shout  and  slay  one  another,  then  the 
hour  will  strike." 

The  king's  face  became  dark  and  thoughtful.  For  an  in- 
stant he  stood  silent;  then  he  gently  patted  the  thick  donjon 
wall,  as  he  might  have  caressed  the  flank  of  his  favourite 
horse. 

"  Oh,  no ! "  he  said ;  "  you  will  not  crumble  so  easily,  will 
you,  my  good  Bastille  ?  " 

Then,  turning  with  an  abrupt  gesture  to  the  daring  Flem- 
ing— 

"  Did  you  ever  see  a  revolt,  Master  Jacques  ?  " 

"  I  made  one,"  said  the  hosier. 

"  And  how,"  said  the  king,  "  do  you  set  to  work  to  make 
a  revolt?  " 

"  Ah  !  "  replied  Coppenole,  "  it  is  not  very  difficult.  There 
are  a  hundred  ways  of  doing  it.  In  the  first  place,  discontent 
must  be  rife  in  the  town ;  that  is  not  an  uncommon  occur- 
rence. And  then  you  must  consider  the  character  of  the 
inhabitants.  The  men  of  Ghent  are  always  ready  to  rebel; 
they  always  love  the  prince's  son,  never  the  prince.  Well, 
I  will  suppose  that  one  morning  somebody  comes  into  my 
shop  and  says:  Friend  Coppenole,  this  thing  or  that  thing 
has  happened, —  the  Lady  of  Flanders  is  resolved  to  maintain 
thi:  Cabinet ;  the  high  bailiff  has  doubled  the  tax  on  vegeta- 
bles or  something  else;  whatever  you  please.  I  drop  my 
work  on  the  spot;  I  leave  my  shop,  and  I  run  out  into  the 
street,  crying,  '  Storm  and  sack ! '  There  is  always  some 
empty  hogshead  lying  about.  I  mount  upon  it,  and  I  pro- 
claim aloud,  in  the  first  words  that  come  to  me,  all  that 
distresses  me;  and  when  you  belong  to  the  people,  Sire,  there 
is  always  something  to  distress  you.  Then  there  is  a  gather- 
ing of  the  clans ;  there  are  shouts ;  the  alarm-bell  rings ;  the 
13 
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people  disarm  the  troops  and  arm  themselves ;  the  market- 
men  join  in;  and  so  it  goes  on.  And  it  will  always  be  so,  so 
long  as  there  are  nobles  in  the  seigniories,  burghers  in  the 
towns,  and  peasants  in  the  country." 

"  And  against  whom  do  you  rebel  in  this  way?  "  asked  the 
king.  "  Against  your  bailiffs;  against  your  liege-lords?  " 

"  Sometimes ;  that  depends  on  circumstances.  Against  the 
duke,  too,  at  times." 

Louis  XI.  reseated  himself,  and  said  with  a  smile, — 

"  Ah !  here  they  have  got  no  farther  than  the  bailiffs. " 

At  this  instant  Olivier  le  Daim  returned.  He  was  fol- 
lowed by  two  pages  carrying  various  articles  of  the  king's 
toilet ;  but  what  struck  Louis  XL  was  the  fact  that  he  was 
also  accompanied  by  the  provost  of  Paris  and  the  captain  of 
the  watch,  who  seemed  dismayed.  The  spiteful  barber  also 
looked  dismayed,  but  was  inwardly  pleased.  He  was  the  first 
to  speak:  — 

"  Sire,  I  crave  your  pardon  for  the  disastrous  news  I 
bring!" 

The  king  turned  so  quickly  that  he  tore  the  matting  on 
the  floor  with  the  legs  of  his  chair. 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"  Sire,",  replied  Olivier  le  Daim,  with  the  malicious  look  of 
a  man  who  rejoices  to  strike  a  severe  blow,  "  this  rising  of  the 
people  is  not  directed  against  the  Bailiff  of  the  Palace." 

"And  against  whom,  then?" 

"  Against  you,  Sire." 

The  old  king  rose  to  his  feet  as  erect  as  a  young  man. 

"  Explain  yourself,  Olivier !  And  look  to  your  head,  my 
friend;  for  I  swear  by  the  cross  of  Saint-L6  that  if  you 
lie  to  us  at  this  hour,  the  same  sword  which  cut  off  the 
head  of  my  lord  Luxembourg  is  not  too  dull  to  chop  off 
yours ! " 

The  oath  was  a  tremendous  one;  Louis  XL  had  never  but 
twice  in  his  life  sworn  by  the  cross  of  Saint-L6. 

Olivier  opened  his  lips  to  answer. 
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u  On  your  knees !  "  fiercely  interrupted  the  king.  "  Tris- 
tan, watch  this  man  i  " 

Olivier  knelt,  and  said  coldly, — 

"  Sire,  a  witch  was  condemned  to  death  by  your  parlia- 
mentary court.  She  took  refuge  in  Not  re-Dame.  The  peo- 
ple desire  to  take  her  thence  by  force.  The  provost  and  the 
captain  of  the  watch,  who  have  just  come  from  the  scene  of 
the  insurrection,  are  here  to  give  me  the  lie  if  I  speak  not 
truly.  The  people  are  besieging  Notre-Dame." 

"  Indeed !  "  said  the  king  in  a  low  voice,  pale  and  trembling 
with  rage.  "Notre-Dame!  So  they  lay  siege  to  my  good 
mistress,  Our  Lady,  in  her  own  cathedral!  Rise,  Olivier; 
you  are  right.  I  give  you  Simon  Radin's  office.  You  are 
right;  it  is  I  whom  they  attack.  The  witch  is  in  the  safe- 
keeping of  the  church ;  the  church  is  in  my  safe-keeping;  and  I 
was  foolish  enough  to  believe  that  they  were  assaulting  the 
bailiff.  It  is  myself!" 

Then,  made  young  by  fury,  he  began  to  pace  the  floor  with 
hasty  strides.  He  laughed  no  longer;  he  was  terrible  to 
behold;  he  came  and  went;  the  fox  was  turned  to  a  hysena. 
He  seemed  to  have  lost  all  power  of  speech;  his  lips  moved, 
and  his  fleshless  hands  were  clinched.  All  at  once  he  raised 
his  head,  his  hollow  eye  seemed  filled  with  light,  and  his  voice 
flashed  forth  like  a  clarion:  — 

<v  Do  your  work  well,  Tristan !  Do  your  work  well  with 
these  scoundrels !  Go,  Tristan  my  friend ;  kill !  kill !  " 

This  outburst  over,  he  sat  down  again,  and  said  with  cold 
and  concentrated  wrath, — 

u  Here,  Tristan !  There  are  with  us  in  this  Bastille  Vis- 
count de  Gif's  fifty  lances,  making  three  hundred  horse:  take 
them.  There  is  also  M.  de  Chateaupers'  company  of  archers 
of  our  ordnance:  take  them.  You  are  provost-marshal;  you 
have  your  own  men :  take  them.  At  the  Hotel  Saint-Pol  you 
will  find  forty  archers  of  the  Dauphin's  new  guard :  take 
them.  And  with  all  these  soldiers  you  will  hasten  to  Notre- 
Dame.  Ah,  you  commoners  of  Paris,  so  you  would  attack  the 
Crown  of  France,  the  sanctity  of  Notre-Dame,  and  the  peace 
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of  this  republic !  Exterminate  them,  Tristan !  exterminate 
them !  and  let  not  one  escape  but  for  Montfaucon." 

Tristan  bowed.     "  It  is  well,  Sire." 

After  a  pause  he  added,  "  And  what  shall  I  do  with  the 
witch?" 

This  question  gave  the  king  food  for  thought. 

"  Ah,"  said  he,  "  the  witch!  D'Estouteville,  what  was  the 
people's  pleasure  in  regard  to  her?  " 

"  Sire,"  replied  the  provost  of  Paris,  "  I  fancy  that  as  the 
people  desire  to  wrest  her  from  her  shelter  in  Notre-Dame,  it 
is  her  lack  of  punishment  that  offends  them,  and  they  pro- 
pose to  hang  her." 

The  king  seemed  to  muse  deeply ;  then,  addressing  Tristan 
1'Hermite :  "  Very  well,  good  gossip  ;  exterminate  the  people, 
and  hang  the  witch  !  " 

"  That's  it,"  whispered  Rym  to  Coppenole,  "  punish  the 
people  for  their  purpose,  and  then  fulfil  that  purpose." 

"  It  is  well,  Sire,"  answered  Tristan.  "  If  the  witch  be  still 
in  Notre-Dame,  shall  we  disregard  the  sanctuary,  and  take 
her  thence?  " 

"  By  the  Rood !  Sanctuary !  "  said  the  king,  scratching  his 
ear.  "  And  yet  this  woman  must  be  hanged." 

Here,  as  if  struck  by  a  sudden  thought,  he  fell  upon  his 
knees  before  his  chair,  doffed  his  hat,  put  it  on  the  seat,  and 
gazing  devoutly  at  one  of  the  leaden  images  with  which  it 
was  loaded,  he  exclaimed,  with  clasped  hands :  "  Oh,  Our 
Lady  of  Paris,  my  gracious  patroness,  pardon  me!  I  will 
only  do  it  this  once.  This  criminal  must  be  punished.  I 
assure  you,  Holy  Virgin,  my  good  mistress,  that  she  is  a 
witch,  and  unworthy  of  your  generous  protection.  You 
know,  madarce,  that  many  very  pious  princes  have  infringed 
upon  the  privileges  of  the  Church  for  the  glory  of  God  and 
the  needs  of  the  State.  Saint  Hugh,  Bishop  of  England, 
allowed  King  Edward  to  capture  a  magician  in  his  church. 
Saint  Louis  of  France,  my  master,  for  the  same  purpose  vio- 
lated the  church  of  St.  Paul ;  and  Alphonso,  son  of  the  King 
of  Jerusalem,  the  Church  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre  itself.  For- 
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give  me  this  once,  Our  Lacty  of  Paris !  I  will  never  do  so 
figr-in,  and  I  will  give  yon  a  fine  new  silver  statue,  like  the 
one  I  gave  Our  Lady  of  Ecouys  last  year.  Amen." 

lie  made  the  sign  of  the  cross,  rose,  put  on  his  hat,  and 
said  to  Tristan, — 

"Make  haste,  friend;  take  Chateaupers  with  you.  Ring 
the  alarm!  Quell  the  mob!  Hang  the  witch!  That  is  all. 
And  I  expect  you  to  pay  the  costs  of  hanging.  You  will 
render  me  an  account  thereof.  Come,  Olivier,  I  shall  not 
go  to  bed  to-night;  shave  me." 

Tristan  1'Hermite  bowed,  and  left  the  room.  Then  the 
kin^  dismissed  Rym  and  Coppenole  with  a  gesture,  and  the 
words, — 

"  God  keep  you,  my  good  Flemish  friends.  Go,  take  a 
little  rest ;  the  night  is  passing,  and  we  are  nearer  morn  than 
evening." 

Both  retired,  and  on  reaching  their  apartments  under  the 
escort  of  the  captain  of  the  Bastille,  Coppenole  said  to  Guil- 
laume  Rym, — 

"  Ahem !  I  have  had  enough  of  this  coughing  king.  I 
have  seen  Charles  of  Burgundy  drunk,  and  he  was  not  so  bad 
as  Louis  XI.  sick." 

"  Master  Jacques,"  replied  Rym,  "  'tis  because  the  wine 
of  kings  is  less  cruel  than  their  diet-drink." 


CHAPTER  VI 

"  THE    CHIVE  IN   THE   CLY  " 

ON  leaving  the  Bastille,  Gringoire  ran  down  the  Rue 
Saint-Antoine  with  the  speed  of  a  runaway  horse.  On 
reaching  the  Porte  Baudoyer,  he  walked  straight  up  to  the 
stom-  cross  in  the  middle  of  the  square,  as  if  he  had  been  able 
to  distinguish  in  the  darkness  the  figure  of  a  man  in  a  black 
dress  and  cowl,  who  sat  upon  the  steps  of  the  cross. 
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"  Is  it  you,  master?  "  said  Gringoire. 

The  black  figure  rose. 

"  'Sdeath !  You  make  my  blood  boil,  Gringoire.  The 
man  on  the  tower  of  Saint-Gervais  has  just  cried  half-past 
one." 

"  Oh,"  rejoined  Gringoire,  "  it  is  not  my  fault,  but  that 
of  the  watch  and  the  king.  I  have  had  a  narrow  escape.  I 
always  just  miss  being  hanged;  it  is  my  fate." 

"You  just  miss  everything,"  said  the  other;  "but  make 
haste.  Have  you  the  password?  " 

"  Only  fancy,  master,  that  I  have  seen  the  king !  I  have 
just  left  him.  He  wears  fustian  breeches.  It  was  quite  an 
adventure." 

"  Oh,  you  spinner  of  words !  What  do  I  care  for  your 
adventure?  Have  you  the  watchword  of  the  Vagrants?" 

"  I  have ;  never  fear.     It  is  '  the  Chive  in  the  Cly.5  " 

"  Good !  Otherwise  we  could  not  make  our  way  to  the 
church.  The  Vagrants  block  the  streets.  Luckily,  it  ap- 
pears that  they  met  with  considerable  resistance.  We  may 
yet  be  there  in  time." 

"  Yes,  master ;  but  how  are  we  to  get  into  Notre-Dame  ?  " 

"  I  have  the  key  to  the  towers." 

"  And  how  shall  we  get  out?  " 

"  There  is  a  small  door,  behind  the  cloisters,  which  opens 
upon  the  Terrain,  and  thence  to  the  water.  I  have  the  key, 
and  I  moored  a  boat  there  this  morning." 

"  I  had  a  pretty  escape  from  being  hanged ! "  repeated 
Gringoire. 

"  Come,  be  quick !  "  said  the  other. 

Both  went  hurriedly  towards  the  City. 
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CHAPTER  VII 

CHATEAUPERS    TO    THE    RESCUE 

THE  reader  may  perhaps  recall  the  critical  situation  in 
which  we  left  Quasimodo.  The  brave  deaf  man,  as- 
sailed on  every  hand,  had  lost,  if  not  all  courage,  at  least 
all  hope  of  saving  not  himself  (he  did  not  think  of  himself), 
but  the  gipsy.  He  ran  frantically  up  and  down  the  gallery. 
Notre-Dame  was  about  to  be  captured  by  the  Vagrants. 
Suddenly,  the  gallop  of  horses  filled  the  neighbouring  streets, 
and  with  a  long  train  of  torches  and  a  broad  column  of 
horsemen  riding  at  full  speed  with  lances  lowered,  the  furious 
sound  burst  into  the  square  like  a  whirlwind:  — 

"  France !  France !  Hew  down  the  clodpolls !  Chateau- 
pers  to  the  rescue !  Provosty !  provosty !  " 

The  terrified  Vagrants  wheeled  about. 

Quasimodo,  who  heard  nothing,  saw  the  naked  swords,  the 
torches,  the  pike-heads,  the  horsemen,  at  whose  head  he  re- 
cognized Captain  Phoebus.  He  saw  the  confusion  of  the 
Vagrants, —  the  alarm  of  some,  the  consternation  of  the 
stoutest-hearted, —  and  he  derived  so  much  strength  from  this 
unexpected  succour,  that  he  hurled  from  the  church  the  fore- 
most assailants,  who  were  already  bestriding  the  gallery  rails. 

The  king's  troops  had  actually  arrived. 

The  Vagrants  fought  bravely;  they  defended  themselves 
desperately.  Taken  in  flank  from  the  Rue  Saint-Pierre  aux 
Boeufs,  and  in  the  rear  from  the  Rue  du  Parvis,  driven  close 
agfiinst  Notre-Dame,  which  they  were  still  assailing,  and 
which  Quasimodo  was  defending,  at  once  besiegers  and  be- 
sieged, they  were  in  the  singular  situation  in  which  Count 
Henro  cPHarcourt  afterwards  found  himself  at  the  famous 
sie^;e  of  Turin,  in  164*0, —  between  Prince  Thomas  of  Savoy, 
whom  he  was  besieging,  and  the  Marquis  de  Leganez,  who 
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was  blockading  him.     "  Taurinum  obsessor  idem  et  cibsessus," 
as  his  epitaph  says. 

The  conflict  was  frightful.  As  Pere  Mathieu  puts  it, 
"  wolf's  flesh  needs  dog's  teeth."  The  king's  cavaliers, 
among  whom  Phoebus  de  Chateaupers  comported  himself  most 
valiantly,  gave  no  quarter,  and  the  edge  of  the  sword  slew 
those  who  escaped  the  thrust  of  the  lance.  The  Vagrants,  ill- 
armed,  foamed  and  bit.  Men,  women,  and  children  flung 
themselves  upon  the  cruppers  and  breast-pieces  of  the  horses, 
and  clung  to  them  like  cats  with  tooth  and  nail.  Others 
blinded  the  archers  by  blows  of  their  torches;  others  again 
struck  iron  hooks  into  the  rider's  necks  and  pulled  them  down, 
cutting  into  pieces  those  who  fell. 

One  man  had  a  large  shining  scythe,  with  which  he  mowed 
the  legs  of  the  horses.  It  was  a  frightful  sight.  He  sang 
a  nasal  song,  and  swept  his  scythe  ceaselessly  to  and  fro. 
At  every  stroke  he  cut  a  broad  swath  of  dismembered  limbs. 
He  advanced  thus  into  the  thickest  of  the  cavalry,  with  the 
calm  deliberation,  swaying  of  the  head,  and  regular  breathing 
of  a  mower  cutting  down  a  field  of  grain.  This  was  Clopin 
Trouillefou.  A  shot  from  an  arquebus  at  last  laid  him  low. 

Meantime,  windows  were  again  opened.  The  neighbours, 
hearing  the  battle-shouts  of  the  king's  men,  joined  in  the  skir- 
mish, and  from  every  story  bullets  rained  upon  the  Vagrants. 
The  square  was  filled  with  thick  smoke,  which  the  flash  of 
musketry  streaked  with  fire.  The  front  of  Notre-Dame  was 
vaguely  visible  through  it,  and  the  decrepit  hospital  the 
Hotel-Dieu,  with  a  few  wan  patients  looking  down  from  the 
top  of  its  roof  dotted  with  dormer-windows. 

At  last  the  Vagrants  yielded.  Exhaustion,  lack  of  proper 
arms,  the  terror  caused  by  the  surprise,  the  musketry  from 
the  windows,  the  brave  onslaught  of  the  king's  men,  all  com- 
bined to  crush  them.  They  broke  through  the  enemy's  ranks, 
and  fled  in  every  direction,  leaving  the  square  heaped  with 
corpses. 

When  Quasimodo,  who  had  not  stopped  fighting  for  a 
single  instant,  saw  this  rout,  he  fell  upon  his  knees  and  raised 
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his  hands  to  heaven;  then,  mad  with  joy,  he  ran,  he  climbed 
with  the  swift  motion  of  a  bird  to  that  little  cell,  all  access 
to  which  he  had  so  intrepidly  defended.  He  had  but  one 
thought  now:  that  was,  to  kneel  before  her  whom  he  had 
saved  for  the  second  time. 

When  he  entered  the  cell  he  found  it  empty. 


BOOK  XI 
CHAPTER  I 

THE   LITTLE   SHOE 

WHEN  the  Vagrants  attacked  the  church,  Esmeralda 
was  asleep. 

Soon  the  ever-increasing  noise  about  the  building,  and  the 
anxious  bleating  of  her  goat,  which  waked  before  she  did, 
roused  her  from  her  slumbers.  She  sat  up,  listened,  looked 
about;  then,  alarmed  by  the  light  and  commotion,  hurried 
from  her  cell  to  see  what  it  all  meant.  The  aspect  of  the 
square,  the  vision  which  she  beheld,  the  disorder  and  con- 
fusion of  this  night  attack,  the  hideous  rabble  bounding  hither 
and  thither  like  an  army  of  frogs  half  seen  in  the  darkness, 
the  croaking  of  the  hoarse  mob,  the  few  red  torches  moving 
and  dancing  in  the  darkness  like  will-o'-the-wisps  sporting  on 
the  misty  surface  of  a  marsh, —  the  whole  scene  produced 
upon  her  the  effect  of  a  weird  battle  waged  by  the  phantoms 
of  the  Witches'  Sabbath  and  the  stone  monsters  of  the  church. 
Imbued  from  infancy  with  the  superstitious  notions  of  the 
gipsy  tribe,  her  first  thought  was  that  she  had  surprised  the 
strange  beings  of  the  night  in  their  sorceries.  Thus  she  ran 
back  to  her  cell  in  affright  to  hide  her  head,  and  implore  her 
pillow  to  send  her  some  less  horrid  nightmare. 

Little  by  little,  however,  the  first  fumes  of  fear  vanished; 
from  the  ever-increasing  tumult,  and  from  various  other 
tokens  of  reality,  she  felt  that  she  was  beset,  not  by  spectres, 
but  by  human  beings.  Then  her  terror,  without  being  aug- 
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men  ted,  changed  its  nature.  She  reflected  upon  the  possi- 
bility of  a  popular  revolt  to  tear  her  from  her  refuge.  The 
idea  of  again  losing  life,  hope,  and  Phoebus,  whom  she  still 
hopod  to  win  in  the  future,  her  own  absolute  defencelessness, 
all  ilight  cut  off,  no  help  at  hand,  her  forlorn  condition,  her 
isolation, —  these  thoughts  and  countless  others  overwhelmed 
her.  She  fell  upon  her  knees,  her  face  buried  in  the  bed- 
clot]  ics,  her  hands  clasped  above  her  head,  full  of  agony  and 
apprehension,  and,  gipsy,  pagan,  and  idolater  though  she 
was.  she  began  with  sobs  to  entreat  mercy  of  the  good 
Christian  God,  and  to  pray  to  her  hostess,  Our  Lady.  For, 
believe  in  nothing  though  one  may,  there  are  moments  in  life 
when  one  Belongs  to  the  creed  of  whatever  church  is  nearest. 

She  lay  thus  prostrate  for  a  very  long  time,  trembling 
indeed,  far  more  than  she  prayed,  chilled  by  the  ever-advanc- 
ing breath  of  that  frantic  mob,  wholly  ignorant  of  the  mean- 
ing of  their  unbridled  rage,  knowing  not  what  was  on  foot, 
what  was  being  done,  what  object  that  throng  had  in  view, 
but  foreseeing  some  terrible  issue. 

In  the  midst  of  her  anguish  she  heard  steps  close  at  hand. 
She  turned.  Two  men,  one  of  whom  carried  a  lantern,  en- 
tered her  celL  She  uttered  a  faint  shriek. 

"  Fear  nothing,"  said  a  voice  which  was  not  unknown  to 
her;  "it  is  I." 

"  Who  are  you  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Pierre  Gringoire." 

That  name  calmed  her  fears.  She  raised  her  eyes,  and 
saw  that  it  was  indeed  the  poet;  but  beside  him  stood  a  black 
figure  veiled  from  head  to  foot,  which  silenced  her. 

"Ah!"  replied  Gringoire  in  reproachful  tones,  "  Djali 
knev  me  before  you  did ! " 

The  little  goat,  in  fact,  did  not  wait  for  Gringoire  to  pro- 
nounce his  name.  He  had  no  sooner  entered,  than  she  rubbed 
herself  fondly  against  his  knees,  covering  the  poet  with 
caresses  and  white  hairs, —  for  she  was  shedding  her  coat. 
Griiigoire  returned  her  caresses. 

"  Who  is  that  with  you  ?  "  said  the  gipsy  in  a  low  voice. 
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"  Never  fear,"  replied  Gringoire ;  "  it's  a  friend  of  mine." 

Then  the  philosopher,  placing  his  lantern  on  the  ground, 
crouched  upon  the  flagstones,  and  enthusiastically  exclaimed, 
as  he  clasped  Djali  in  his  arms, — 

"  Oh,  'tis  a  pretty  creature,  doubtless  more  remarkable 
for  her  neatness  than  her  size,  but  ingenious,  subtle,  and 
learned  as  any  grammarian  of  them  all!  Gome,  my  Djali,  let 
us  see  if  you  have  forgotten  any  of  your  cunning  tricks ! 
Show  us  how  Master  Jacques  Charmolue  does  — " 

The  man  in  black  would  not  let  him  finish.  He  stepped 
up  to  him  and  gave  him  a  rude  shove  on  the  shoulder.  Grin- 
goire rose. 

"  True,"  said  he ;  "I  forgot  that  we  are  in  haste.  Still, 
that's  no  reason,  master  mine,  for  handling  people  so  roughly. 
My  dear  child,  your  life  is  in  danger,  and  Djali's  too.  They 
want  to  hang  you  again.  We  are  your  friends,  and  are 
come  hither  to  save  you.  Follow  us." 

"  Is  it  true?  "  cried  she,  distractedly. 

"  Yes,  quite  true.     Come  quickly  !  " 

"  I  will,"  she  stammered.  "  But  why  doesn't  your  friend 
speak?" 

"  Ah ! "  said  Gringoire,  "  that's  because  his  father  and 
mother  were  queer  people,  and  brought  him  up  to  be  silent.5' 

She  was  forced  to  rest  content  with  this  explanation. 
Gringoire  took  her  by  the  hand;  his  companion  picked  up 
the  lantern  and  went  on  before.  The  girl  was  dizzy  with 
dread.  She  let  them  lead  her  away.  The  goat  followed  them 
with  leaps  of  delight,  so  rejoiced  to  see  Gringoire  once  more 
that  she  made  him  stumble  every  moment  by  thrusting  her 
horns  between  his  legs. 

"  Such  is  life,"  said  the  philosopher  at  each  escape  from 
falling ;  "  it  is  often  our  best  friends  who  cause  our  down- 
fall!" 

They  rapidly  descended  the  tower  stairs,  traversed  the 
church,  full  of  solitude  and  gloom,  but  echoing  with  the  din 
without  in  frightful  contrast  to  the  peace  within,  and  came 
into  the  cloister  courtyard  by  the  Porte-Rouge.  The  cloister 
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was  deserted;  the  canons  had  fled  to  the  bishop's  palace  to 
pray  together;  the  court  was  empty,  save  for  a  few  timid 
lackoys  hiding  in  dark  corners.  They  made  their  way  to- 
wards the  door  which  led  from  this  courtyard  to  the  Terrain. 
The  man  in  black  opened  it  with  a  key  which  he  had  about 
him.  Our  readers  know  that  the  Terrain  was  a  strip  of 
ground  enclosed  with  walls  on  the  City  side,  and  belonging  to 
the  Chapter  of  Notre-Dame,  which  formed  the  extreme  eastern 
end  of  the  island  in  the  rear  of  the  church.  They  found  this 
enclosure  quite  forsaken.  Here  there  was  already  less  noise 
in  the  air.  The  sound  of  the  Vagrants'  assault  reached  them 
more  faintly,  less  harshly.  The  fresh  wind  which  followed 
the  c  ourse  of  the  stream  stirred  with  a  perceptible  rustle  the 
leaves  of  the  one  tree  planted  at  the  tip  of  the  Terrain. 
HowGver,  they  were  still  very  close  to  the  danger.  The  near- 
est baildings  were  the  Episcopal  palace  and  the  church.  There 
was  plainly  great  commotion  within  the  palace.  The  gloomy 
mass  was  furrowed  with  lights,  which  flew  from  one  window  to 
another,  as  when  you  burn  paper  a  dark  structure  of  ashes 
remains,  upon  which  bright  sparks  trace  countless  grotesque 
figures.  Beside  it  the  huge  towers  of  ^Notre-Dame,  thus  viewed 
from  the  rear  with  the  long  nave  upon  which  they  are  built, 
outlined  in  black  against  the  vast  red  light  which  filled  the 
square,  looked  like  two  monstrous  andirons  for  a  fire  of  the 
Cyclops. 

In  all  directions,  so  much  of  Paris  as  could  be  seen  shim- 
mered in  blended  light  and  shade.  Rembrandt  has  just  such 
backgrounds  in  some  of  his  pictures. 

The  man  with  the  lantern  walked  straight  to  the  end  of  the 
Terrain.  There,  on  the  very  edge  of  the  water,  were  the 
worm-eaten  remains  of  a  picket-fence  with  laths  nailed  across, 
to  which  a  few  withered  branches  of  a  low  vine  clung  like  the 
fingers  of  an  open  hand.  Behind,  in  the  shadow  of  this  trellis, 
a  smiJl  boat  was  hidden.  The  man  signed  to  Gringoire  and  his 
companion  to  enter  it.  The  goat  followed  them.  The  man 
stepped  in  last;  then  he  cut  the  hawser,  shoved  off  from  the 
shore  with  a  long  boat-hook,  and  seizing  a  pair  of  oars,  seated 
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himself  in  the  bow,  rowing  with  all  his  strength  towards  the 
middle  of  the  stream.  The  Seine  runs  very  swiftly  at  this 
point,  and  he  had  some  difficulty  in  clearing  the  end  of  the 
island. 

Gringoire's  first  care  on  entering  the  boat,  was  to  take  the 
goat  upon  his  knees.  He  sat  down  in  the  stern  ;  and  the  young 
girl,  whom  the  stranger  inspired  with  indescribable  fears,  took 
her  place  close  beside  the  poet. 

When  our  philosopher  felt  the  boat  moving,  he  clapped  his 
hands,  and  kissed  Djali  between  her  horns. 

"  Oh,"  said  he,  "  here  we  are  all  four  saved !  " 

He  added,  with  the  look  of  a  deep  thinker,  "  One  is  some- 
times indebted  to  fortune,  sometimes  to  cunning,  for  the  happy 
issue  of  a  great  undertaking." 

The  boat  proceeded  slowly  towards  the  right  bank.  The 
young  girl  watched  the  stranger  with  secret  dread.  He  had 
carefully  covered  the  light  of  his  dark-lantern,  and  was  but 
dimly  visible,  in  the  gloom,  like  a  ghost  in  the  bow  of  the  boat. 
His  cowl,  still  drawn  down,  formed  a  sort  of  mask  over  his 
face;  and  every  time  that  he  opened  his  arms,  with  their  wide 
hanging  black  sleeves,  in  rowing,  they  looked  like  the  broad 
wings  of  a  bat.  Moreover,  he  had  not  yet  breathed  a  word. 
The  only  sound  in  the  boat  was  that  of  the  oars,  mingled  with 
the  ripple  of  the  water  against  the  side  of  the  boat. 

"  By  rny  soul !  "  suddenly  exclaimed  Gringoire,  "  we  are 
as  gay  and  lively  as  so  many  owls  !  We're  as  silent  as  Pythag- 
oreans or  fishes!  By  the  Rood!  my  friends,  I  wish  one  of 
you  would  speak  to  me.  The  human  voice  is  music  to  the  hu- 
man ear.  I  am  not  the  author  of  that  remark,  but  Didymus 
of  Alexandria  is,  and  famous  words  they  are.  Certes,  Didy- 
mus of  Alexandria  is  no  mean  philosopher.  One  word,  my 
pretty  child, —  say  one  word  to  me,  I  implore.  By  the  way, 
you  used  to  make  a  queer,  funny  little  face ;  do  you  still  make 
it?  Do  you  know,  my  darling,  that  Parliament  holds  juris- 
diction over  all  sanctuaries,  and  that  you  ran  great  risks  in 
your  cell  in  Notre-Dame?  Alas!  the  little  bird  trochylus 
builds  its  nest  in  the  jaws  of  the  crocodile.  Master,  there's  the 
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moon  peeping  out  again.  How  I  hope  they  won't  see  us ! 
We  arc  doing  a  laudable  deed  in  saving  the  damsel,  and  yet 
we  should  be  hanged  in  the  king's  name  if  we  were  caught. 
Alas!  human  actions  may  be  taken  two  ways.  I  am  con- 
demned for  the  same  thing  for  which  you  are  rewarded.  Some 
admire  Caesar  and  blame  Catiline.  Isn't  that  so,  master  mine? 
What  do  you  say  to  that  philosophy?  For  my  part,  I  possess 
the  philosophy  of  instinct,  of  Nature  (ut  apes  .geometriam) . — 
What !  nobody  answers  me !  What  disagreeable  tempers  you 
both  have!  I  must  needs  talk  to  myself.  That's  what  we 
call  in  tragedy  a  monologue.  By  the  Rood !  —  I  must  tell  you 
thai  I've  just  seen  King  Louis  XI.,  and  that  I  caught  that 
oath  from  him, —  by  the  Rood,  then,  they're  still  keeping  up 
a  fine  howling  in  the  City!  He's  a  wicked  old  villain  of  a 
king.  He's  all  muffled  up  in  furs.  He  still  owes  me  the 
morey  for  my  epithalamium,  and  he  came  precious  near  hang- 
ing me  to-night,  which  would  have  bothered  me  mightily.  He 
is  very  stingy  to  men  of  merit.  He  really  ought  to  read  the 
four  books  by  Salvien  of  Cologne,  '  Adversus  avaritiam.9  In 
good  sooth,  he  is  a  very  narrow-minded  king  in  his  dealings 
with  men  of  letters,  and  one  who  commits  most  barbarous 
cruelties.  He's  a  sponge  to  soak  up  money  squeezed  from  the 
people.  His  economy  is  like  the  spleen,  which  grows  fat  upon 
the  leanness  of  all  the  other  members.  Thus,  complaints  of 
the  hardness  of  the  times  become  murmurs  against  the  sov- 
ereign. Under  the  reign  of  this  mild  and  pious  lord,  the  gal- 
lows crack  with  their  weight  of  victims,  the  headsman's  blocks 
grow  rotten  with  blood,  the  prisons  are  filled  to  burstin-g. 
Thin  king  takes  in  money  with  one  hand  and  hangs  men  with 
the  other.  He  is  pander  to  my  lady  Taxes  and  my  lord  Gib- 
bet. The  great  are  stripped  of  their  dignities,  and  the  small 
are  ceaselessly  loaded  with  new  burdens.  'Tis  an  extrava- 
gant prince.  I  do  not  love  this  monarch.  And  how  say  you, 
my  master?  " 

The  man  in  black  suffered  the  babbling  poet  to  prate  his 
fill.  He  continued  to  struggle  against  the  strong  and  angry 
current  which  divides  the  prow  of  the  City  from  the  stern  of 
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the  He  Notre-Dame,  which  we  now  know  as  the  He  Saint- 
Louis. 

"  By  the  way,  master,"  suddenly  observed  Gringoire,  "  just 
as  we  made  our  way  into  the  square  through  the  angry  Vaga- 
bonds, did  your  reverence  note  that  poor  little  devil  whose 
brains  your  deaf  friend  was  about  dashing  out  against  the 
railing  of  the  gallery  of  kings?  I  am  near-sighted,  and  did 
not  recognize  him.  Do  you  know  who  it  could  be?  " 

The  stranger  made  no  answer,  but  he  ceased  rowing;  his 
arms  fell  powerless;  his  head  drooped  upon  his  breast,  and 
Esmeralda  heard  him  heave  a  convulsive  sigh.  She  shud- 
dered; she  had  heard  similar  sighs  before. 

The  boat,  left  to  itself,  drifted  with  the  current  for  some 
moments.  But  finally  the  man  in  black  drew  himself  up, 
again  seized  the  oars,  and  began  again  to  pull  against  the 
stream.  He  rounded  the  end  of  the  He  Notre-Dame,  and  bent 
his  course  towards  the  landing-place  of  the  Hay-Market. 

"  Ah ! "  said  Gringoire,  "  there's  the  Barbeau  house. 
There,  master,  look :  that  collection  of  black  roofs  which  form 
such  strange  angles ;  there,  beneath  that  mass  of  low,  stringy, 
streaked,  and  dirty  clouds,  where  the  moon  looks  like  the  yolk 
of  a  broken  egg.  'Tis  a  handsome  house.  It  contains  a 
chapel  capped  by  a  tiny  dome  full  of  daintily  wrought  decora- 
tions. Above  it  you  may  see  the  bell-tower  with  its  delicate 
tracery.  There  is  also  a  pleasant  garden,  consisting  of  a  fish- 
pond, an  aviary,  an  echo,  a  mall,  a  labyrinth,  a  house  for  wild 
beasts,  and  a  quantity  of  shady  alleys  most  agreeable  to  Venus. 
There  is  also  a  rascally  tree,  which  goes  by  the  name  of  the 
Lovers'  Retreat,  because  it  once  hid  the  meetings  of  a  famous 
French  princess  and  a  gallant  and  witty  constable  of  France. 
Alas !  we  poor  philosophers  are  to  a  constable  what  a  bed  of 
cabbages  and  radishes  is  to  the  gardens  of  the  Louvre.  What 
does  it  matter,  after  all?  Human  life,  for  the  great  as  well 
as  for  us,  is  made  up  of  mingled  good  and  ill.  Grief  goes  ever 
hand  in  hand  with  gladness,  as  the  spondee  with  the  dactyl. 
Master,  I  must  tell  you  the  story  of  this  Barbeau  house.  It 
ends  in  tragic  fashion.  It  was  in  1319,  during  the  reign  of 
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Philip  V.,  the  longest  of  all  the  French  kings.  The  moral 
of  the  story  is,  that  the  temptations  of  the  flesh  are  hurtful 
and  pernicious.  Do  not  look  too  often  at  your  neighbour's 
wife,  much  as  your  senses  may  be  tickled  by  her  beauty.  For- 
nication is  a  very  libertine  thought.  Adultery  is  curiosity 
about  another's  pleasure.  Hollo!  The  noise  seems  to  be 
growing  louder  over  yonder !  " 

The  din  around  Notre-Dame  was  indeed  increasing  rapidly. 
They  paused  and  listened.  They  distinctly  heard  shouts  of 
victory.  All  at  once  a  hundred  torches,  which  lit  up  the  glit- 
tering helmets  of  men-at-arms,  appeared  upon  all  parts  of  the 
church, —  upon  the  towers,  galleries,  and  flying  buttresses. 
These  torches  seemed  searching  for  some  one  or  something; 
and  soon  distant  cries  of,  "  The  gipsy !  The  witch !  Death  to 
the  gipsy ! "  fell  plainly  on  the  ears  of  the  fugitives. 

The  wretched  girl  hid  her  face  in  her  hands,  and  the  un- 
known boatman  began  to  row  frantically  for  the  shore. 
Meantime  our  philosopher  reflected.  He  hugged  the  goat 
in  his  arms,  and  edged  very  gently  away  from  the  gipsy, 
who  nestled  closer  and  closer  to  him,  as  her  only  remaining 
protector. 

Gringoire  was  certainly  cruelly  perplexed.  He  considered 
that  the  goat  too,  "  according  to  the  existing  law,"  would  be 
hanged  if  she  were  recaptured,  which  would  be  a  great  pity, — 
poor  Djali !  that  it  was  quite  too  much  of  a  good  thing  to  have 
two  condemned  prisoners  clinging  to  him  at  once ;  and,  finally, 
that  his  companion  asked  nothing  better  than  to  take  sole 
charge  of  the  girl.  A  violent  conflict  went  on  within  him,  in 
which,  like  Jupiter  in  the  Iliad,  he  alternately  weighed  the 
merits  of  the  gipsy  and  the  goat;  and  he  gazed  first  at  the 
one,  then  at  the  other,  with  tearful  eyes,  muttering,  "  After 
all,  I  cannot  save  you  both !  " 

A  shock  warned  them  that  the  boat  had  reached  shore. 
The  ominous  uproar  still  pervaded  the  City.  The  stranger 
rose,  approached  the  gipsy,  and  tried  to  take  her  by  the  arm 
to  help  her  to  land.  She  repulsed  him,  and  clung  to  Grin- 
goire's  sleeve,  while  he,  in  his  turn,  absorbed  in  the  goat,  almost 
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pushed  her  from  him.  Then  she  sprang  from  the  boat  un- 
aided. She  was  so  distressed  that  she  knew  not  what  she  was 
doing,  or  where  she  was  going.  She  stood  thus  stupefied  an 
instant,  watching  the  water  as  it  glided  by.  When  she  had 
somewhat  recovered  her  senses,  she  was  alone  upon  the  wharf 
with  the  stranger.  It  seems  that  Gringoire  had  taken  advan- 
tage of  the  moment  of  their  landing,  and  stolen  away  with  the 
goat  into  the  throng  of  houses  in  the  Rue  Grenier-sur-PEau. 

The  poor  gipsy  shuddered  when  she  found  herself  alone 
with  this  man.  She  tried  to  speak,  to  cry  out,  to  call  Grin- 
goire ;  her  tongue  clove  to  the  roof  of  her  mouth,  and  no  sound 
issued  from  her  lips.  All  at  once  she  felt  the  hand  of  the  un- 
known upon  her  arm.  It  was  a  cold,  strong  hand.  Her 
teeth  chattered,  she  turned  paler  than  the  moonbeams  which 
illumined  her  face.  The  man  said  not  a  word.  He  strode 
rapidly  towards  the  Greve,  holding  her  firmly  by  the  hand. 
At  that  moment  she  vaguely  felt  that  fate  is  an  irresistible 
power.  She  had  lost  all  control  of  her  limbs ;  she  suffered  him 
to  drag  her  along,  running  while  he  walked.  The  quay  at  this 
point  rises  abruptly  from  the  river,  but  it  seemed  to  her  is  if  she 
were  going  down  hill. 

She  looked  in  every  direction.  Not  a  single  passer.  The 
quay  was  absolutely  deserted.  She  heard  no  sound,  she  per- 
ceived no  stir  save  in  the  tumultuous  and  blazing  City  from 
which  she  was  separated  only  by  an  arm  of  the  Seine,  and 
whence  her  name  came  to  her  joined  with  threats  of  death. 
The  rest  of  Paris  lay  spread  around  her  in  great  masses  of 
shadow. 

Meantime,  the  stranger  drew  her  on  in  the  same  silence  and 
with  the  same  speed.  She  recognized  none  of  the  places 
through  which  she  passed.  As  she  went  by  a  lighted  win- 
dow she  made  an  effort,  suddenly  resisted  him,  and  cried, 
"Help!"* 

The  owner  of  the  house  opened  the  window,  appeared  in 
his  shirt  with  his  lamp,  looked  out  upon  the  quay  with  a 
drowsy  face,  pronounced  a  few  words  which  she  did  not  catch, 
and  closed  the  shutter.  Thus  her  last  glimmer  of  hope  faded 
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The  man  in  black  did  not  utter  a  syllable ;  he  held  her  fast, 
and  began  to  increase  his  speed.  She  resisted  no  longer,  but 
followed  him  helplessly. 

From  time  to  time  she  mustered  a  little  strength,  and  said 
in  ;i  voice  broken  by  the  unevenness  of  the  pavement  and  the 
breathless  haste  with  which  she  was  borne  along :  "  Who  are 
yoi  ?  Who  are  you?  "  He  made  no  reply. 

In  this  way  they  proceeded  along  the  edge  of  the  quay  to 
an  open  square  of  considerable  size.  The  moon  shone  faintly. 
Thoy  were  in  the  Greve.  In  the  middle  stood  a  sort  of  black 
cross;  it  was  the  gallows.  She  recognized  all  this,  and  knew 
wh(;re  she  was. 

The  man  stopped,  turning  to  her,  and  lifted  his  cowl. 

"  Oh! "  stammered  she,  frozen  with  fear;  "  I  was  sure  that 
it  must  be  he." 

It  was  the  priest.  He  looked  like  the  ghost  of  himself. 
This  was  due  to  the  moonlight.  It  seems  as  if  by  that  light 
one  could  see  only  the  spectres  of  things. 

"Listen!"  said  he;  and  she  trembled  at  the  sound  of  that 
fatal  voice  which  she  had  not  heard  for  so  long  a  time.  He 
went  on,  with  the  short,  quick  gasps  which  betray  deep  mental 
emotion :  "  Listen !  We  have  reached  our  goal.  I  must  speak 
witb  you.  This  is  the  Greve.  This  is  a  decisive  point  in  our 
lives.  Fate  has  delivered  us  over  to  each  other.  Your  life  is  in 
my  hands ;  my  soul  rests  in  yours.  Beyond  this  place  and 
this  night  all  is  dark.  Hear  me,  then.  I  am  going  to  tell 
you  —  But  first,  speak  not  to  me  of  your  Phoebus."  (As 
he  said  this  he  came  and  went,  like  a  man  who  cannot  remain 
quietly  in  one  place,  dragging  her  after  him.)  "  Speak  not 
of  him.  If  you  but  mention  his  name,  I  know  not  what  I 
shall  do,  but  it  will  be  something  terrible." 

This  said,  like  a  body  which  has  found  its  centre  of  gravity, 
he  again  stood  still,  but  his  words  revealed  no  less  emotion. 
Hi^  voice  grew  lower  and  lower. 

'"  Do  not  turn  away  your  head.  Listen  to  me.  It  is  a 
serious  business.  In  the  first  place,  I  will  tell  you  what  has 
happened.  It  is  no  laughing  matter,  I  assure  you.  What 
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was  I  saying?  Remind  me!  Ah!  There  is  an  order  from 
Parliament  which  returns  you  to  the  scaffold.  I  have  rescued 
you  from  the  hangman's  hands ;  but  even  now  they  are  in  pur- 
suit of  you.  See !  " 

He  stretched  his  arm  towards  the  City.  The  search  did 
indeed,  seem  to  be  continued.  The  noise  drew  nearer;  the 
tower  of  the  lieutenant's  house,  directly  facing  the  Greve,  was 
full  of  light  and  bustle,  and  soldiers  were  seen  running  along 
the  opposite  quay  with  torches,  shouting :  "  The  gipsy ! 
Where  is  the  gipsy  ?  Death !  Death !  " 

"  You  see  that  they  are  in  pursuit  of  you,  and  that  I  do 
not  lie.  I  love  you.  Do  not  open  your  lips ;  rather,  do  not 
speak  to  me,  if  it  be  to  tell  me  that  you  hate  me.  I  am  resolved 
never  again  to  hear  that.  I  have  saved  you. —  Let  me  finish 
first. —  I  can  save  you  wholly.  Everything  is  ready.  It  is 
for  you  to  choose.  I  can  do  as  you  would  have  me." 

He  interrupted  himself  excitedly :  "  No,  that  is  not  what  I 
meant  to  say." 

Then,  running,  and  making  her  run  after  him, —  for  he 
did  not  loose  his  hold, —  he  went  straight  to  the  gibbet,  and 
pointed  to  it. 

"  Choose  between  us,"  said  he,  coldly. 

She  tore  herself  from  his  grasp,  and  fell  at  the  foot  of 
the  gibbet,  throwing  her  arms  about  that  dismal  support; 
then  she  half  turned  her  lovely  head,  and  looked  at  the  priest 
over  her  shoulder.  She  seemed  a  Holy  Virgin  at  the  foot 
of  the  cross.  The  priest  remained  motionless,  his  finger  still 
raised  to  the  gallows,  his  gesture  unchanged  as  if  he  were  a 
statue. 

At  last  the  gipsy  said, — 

"  It  is  less  horrible  to  me  than  you  are." 

Then  he  let  his  arm  drop  slowly,  and  gazed  at  the  pave- 
ment in  deep  dejection. 

"  If  these  stones  could  speak,"  he  murmured,  "  yes,  they 
would  say,  *  There  is  a  very  miserable  man.'  " 

He  went  on.  The  girl,  kneeling  before  the  gibbet,  and 
veiled  by  her  long  hair,  let  him  speak  without  interruption. 
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He  had  now  assumed  a  gentle,  plaintive  tone,  in  painful  con- 
trast with  the  proud  severity  of  his  features. 

"  I  love  you.  Oh,  it  is  indeed  true !  Is  there  then  no  vis- 
ible spark  of  that  fire  which  burns  my  soul?  Alas !  girl,  night 
and  day ;  yes,  night  and  day, —  does  this  deserve  no  pity?  It 
is  a  love  which  consumes  me  night  and  day,  I  tell  you;  it  is 
torture.  Oh,  my  suffering  is  too  great  to  be  endured,  my  poor 
child!  It  is  a  thing  worthy  of  compassion,  I  assure  you. 
You  see  that  I  speak  gently  to  you.  I  would  fain  have  you 
cease  to  feel  such  horror  of  me.  After  all,  if  a  man  love  a 
woman,  it  is  not  his  fault!  Oh,  my  God!  What!  will  you 
never  forgive  me?  Will  you  always  hate  me?  Is  this  the 
end?  It  is  this  that  makes  me  wicked,  I  tell  you,  and  horrible 
in  my  own  sight !  You  do  not  even  look  at  me !  You  are  think- 
ing of  other  things,  perhaps,  while  I  stand  and  talk  to  you,  and 
both  of  us  are  trembling  on  the  verge  of  eternity !  But  do  not 

rtalk  to  me  of  your  soldier !  What ;  I  might  throw  myself  at 
your  knees;  what!  I  might  kiss,  not  your  feet,  for  that  you 
would  not  suffer,  but  the  ground  beneath  your  feet;  what!  I 
might  sob  like  a  child :  I  might  tear  from  my  bosom,  not  words, 
but  my  heart  and  my  very  life,  to  show  you  how  I  love  you ; 
all  would  be  in  vain, —  all !  And  yet  your  soul  is  full  of  gen- 
tleness and  tenderness ;  you  are  radiant  with  the  most  beaute- 
ous mildness;  you  are  all  sweetness,  goodness,  mercy,  and 
charm.  Alas !  you  are  unkind  to  me  alone !  Oh,  what  a  freak 
of  fate!" 

He  buried  his  face  in  his  hands.  The  young  girl  heard 
his  sobs.  It  was  the  first  time  she  had  seen  him  weep. 
Standing  thus,  shaken  by  sobs,  he  appeared  more  miserable 
and  more  suppliant  than  had  he  been  on  his  knees.  He  wept 
thus  for  some  time. 

"  Ah,  well !  "  he  added,  his  first  tears  over,  "  I  can  find  no 
words  to  express  my  feelings ;  and  yet  I  pondered  well  what  I 
should  say  to  you.  Now,  I  tremble  and  shudder;  I  give  way 
at  Ihe  decisive  moment;  I  feel  that  some  superior  power  sur- 
rounds us,  and  I  stammer.  Oh,  I  shall  fall  to  the  ground  if 
you  do  not  take  pity  upon  me,  upon  yourself!  Do  not  con- 
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demn  us  both !  If  you  knew  how  much  I  love  you ;  what  a 
heart  mine  is !  Oh,  what  an  abandonment  of  all  virtue !  what 
a  desperate  desertion  of  myself!  A  scholar,  I  scoff  at  science ; 
a  gentleman,  I  disgrace  my  name ;  a  priest,  I  make  my  missal 
a  pillow  of  foul  desires,  grossly  insult  my  God !  All  this  for 
your  sake,  enchantress !  to  be  worthy  of  your  hell !  And  you 
reject  the  damned  soul!  Oh,  let  me  tell  you  all!  more  still, 
something  yet  more  horrible,  oh,  far  more  horrible  — " 

As  he  pronounced  these  last  words,  his  look  became  quite 
wild.  He  was  silent  an  instant,  then  resumed  as  if  talking  to 
himself,  and  in  a  firm  voice, — 

"  Cain,  what  hast  thou  done  with  thy  brother?  " 
There  was  another  pause,  and  he  added, — 
"  What  have  I  done  with  him,  Lord?     I  took  him  in  my 
arms,  I  brought  him  up,  I  fed  him,  I  loved  him,  I  idolized  him, 
and  I  killed  him!     Yes,  Lord,  for  they  have  just  now  dashed 
his  head,  before  my  very  eyes,  against  the  stones  of  your  tem- 
ple, and  it  was  because  of  me,  because  of  this  woman,  because 
of  her— " 

His  eye  was  haggard.  His  voice  died  away;  he  still  re- 
peated mechanically,  over  and  over,  at  considerable  intervals, 
like  a  bell  prolonging  its  last  vibration,  "  Because  of  her ;  be- 
cause of  her  — " 

Here  his  tongue  ceased  to  articulate  any  distinct  sound, 
although  his  lips  still  moved.  All  at  once  he  gave  way,  and 
sank  in  a  heap,  lying  motionless  upon  the  ground,  his  head 
upon  his  knees. 

A  slight  movement  made  by  the  girl  to  pull  her  foot  from 
under  him  revived  him.  He  slowly  drew  his  hand  over  his 
hollow  cheeks,  and  looked  in  amazement  at  his  fingers,  which 
were  wet.  "  What !  "  he  muttered,  "  have  I  wept?  " 

And  turning  quickly  to  the  gipsy  with  indescribable  an- 
guish :  — 

"  Alas !  and  you  could  coldly  see  me  weep !  Child,  do  you 
know  that  those  tears  are  burning  lava?  Is  it  then  really 
true, —  in  the  man  we  hate,  nothing  moves  us  ?  You  would 
see  me  die,  and  still  laugh!  One  word, —  only  one  word  of 
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pardon!  Do  not  tell  me  that  you  love  me,  only  tell  me  that 
you  will  try;  that  shall  suffice,  and  I  will  save  you.  If  not, — • 
oh,  time  passes.  I  conjure  you!  by  all  that  you  hold  sacred, 
do  not  wait  until  I  am  once  more  turned  to  stone,  like  that  gib- 
bet which  also  claims  you!  Think,  that  I  hold  the  destinies 
of  both  in  my  hand ;  that  I  am  mad, —  it  is  terrible !  —  that 
I  may  let  all  fall;  and  that  beneath  us  yawns  a  bottomless 
pit,  wretched  girl,  wherein  my  fall  shall  follow  yours 
through  all  eternity !  One  word  of  kindness, —  but  a  single 
word!" 

She  opened  her  mouth  to  answer  him.  He  threw  himself 
upon  his  knees  before  her,  to  receive  with  adoration  the  words, 
perhaps  relenting,  which  were  about  to  fall  from  her  lips.  She 
said  to  him,  "  You  are  an  assassin ! " 

The  priest  caught  her  fiercely  in  his  arms,  and  began  to 
laugh  an  abominable  laugh. 

"  Well,  yes,  an  assassin !  "  said  he;  "  and  you  shall  be  mine. 
You  will  not  have  me  for  your  slave,  you  shall  have  me  for 
your  master.  You  shall  be  mine!  You  shall  be  mine!  I 
have  a  den  whither  I  will  drag  you.  You  must  follow  me,  you 
must  needs  follow  me,  or  I  will  give  you  up  to  justice !  You 
must  die,  my  beauty,  or  be  mine, —  be  the  priest's,  the  apos- 
tate's, the  assassin's!  and  that  this  night;  do  you  hear  me? 
Come!  rejoice;  come,  kiss  me,  foolish  girl!  The  tomb,  or  my 
bed !  " 

His  eyes  flashed  with  rage  and  desire.  His  impure  lips 
reddened  the  neck  of  the  young  girl.  She  struggled  in  his 
arms.  He  covered  her  with  frantic  kisses. 

'*  Do  not  bite  me,  monster!  "  she  shrieked.  "  Oh,  the  hate- 
ful,  poisonous  monk!  Let  me  go!  I  will  tear  out  your  vile 
grey  hair,  and  throw  it  by  handf uls  in  your  face !  " 

He  flushed,  then  paled,  then  released  her,  and  looked  at 
her  gloomily.  She  thought  herself  victorious,  and  went  on :  — 

"  I  tell  you  that  I  belong  to  my  Phoebus,  that  'tis  Phoebus 
I  love,  that  Phrebus  alone  is  handsome !  You  priest,  are  old ! 
you  are  ugly  I  Begone !  " 

He  uttered  a  violent  cry,  like  the  wretch  to  whom  a  red-hot 
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->on  is  applied.  "  Then  die ! "  he  said,  gnashing  his  teeth. 
She  saw  his  frightful  look,  and  strove  to  fly.  He  overtook 
her,  shook  her,  threw  her  down,  and  walked  rapidly  towards 
the  corner  of  the  Tour-Roland,  dragging  her  after  him  over 
the  pavement  by  her  fair  hands. 

Reaching  it,  he  turned  to  her :  — 

"  For  the  last  time,  will  you  be  mine?  " 

She  answered  emphatically, — 

"  No ! " 

Then  he  called  in  a  loud  voice, — 

"  Gudule !  Gudule !  here  is  the  gipsy  girl !  Avenge  your- 
self!" 

The  young  girl  felt  herself  suddenly  seized  by  the  elbow. 
She  looked.  A  fleshless  arm  was  thrust  from  a  loop-hole  in 
the  wall,  and  held  her  with  an  iron  grip. 

"  Hold  her  fast !  "  said  the  priest ;  "  it's  the  runaway  gipsy. 
Do  not  let  her  go.  I  will  fetch  the  officers.  You  shall  see 
her  hanged." 

A  guttural  laugh  from  the  other  side  of  the  wall  replied 
to  these  bloody  words :  "  Ha !  ha !  ha !  "  The  gipsy  saw  the 
priest  depart  in  the  direction  of  the  Pont  Notre-Dame.  The 
tramp  of  horses  was  heard  coming  from  that  quarter. 

The  girl  recognized  the  spiteful  recluse.  Panting  with 
terror,  she  tried  to  release  herself.  She  writhed,  she  twisted 
jherself  in  agony  and  despair;  but  the  woman  held  her  with 
unnatural  strength.  The  thin  bony  fingers  which  bruised 
her  flesh  fastened  about  her  arm  like  a  vise.  That  hand  seemed 
riveted  to  her  wrist.  It  was  stronger  than  any  chain,  stronger 
than  any  pillory  or  iron  ring ;  it  was  a  pair  of  intelligent  and 
living  pincers  issuing  from  a  wall. 

Exhausted,  she  sank  back,  and  the  fear  of  death  took  pos- 
session of  her.  She  thought  of  the  beauty  of  life,  of  youth, 
of  the  sight  of  the  sky,  of  the  various  aspects  of  Nature,  of 
the  love  of  Phrebus,  of  all  that  was  behind  her  and  of  all  that 
was  rapidly  coming  upon  her,  of  the  priest  who  would  denounce 
her,  of  the  hangman  who  would  soon  arrive,  of  the  gallows 
which  was  already  there.  Then  terror  rose  to  the  very  roots  of 
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her  hair,  and  she  heard  the  melancholy  laugh  of  the  recluse,  as 
she  whispered  in  her  ear, — 

"  Ha !  ha !  ha !     You  shall  be  hanged !  " 

She  turned,  almost  fainting,  to  the  window,  and  saw  the 
savage  face  of  the  nun  through  the  bars. 

"  What  have  I  done  to  you?  "  she  asked  feebly. 

The  recluse  made  no  answer ;  she  began  to  mumble  in  angry, 
mocking  sing-song,  "  Gipsy  girl !  gipsy  girl !  gipsy  girl !  " 

The  luckless  Esmeralda  veiled  her  face  with  her  hair,  seeing 
that  it  was  no  human  being  with  whom  she  had  to  deal. 

All  at  once  the  recluse  exclaimed,  as  if  the  gipsy's  question 
had  taken  all  this  time  to  penetrate  her  troubled  brain :  — 

"What  have  you  done  to  me,  do  you  say?  Ah!  What 
have  you  done  to  me,  indeed,  you  gipsy!  Well,  listen,  and 
I  will  tell  you.  I  had  a  child,  even  I !  Do  you  hear  ?  I  had 
a  child, —  a  child,  I  say !  A  pretty  little  girl !  My  Agnes," 
she  repeated,  her  wits  wandering  for  a  moment,  and  kissing 
something  in  the  gloom.  "Well,  are  you  listening,  gipsy? 
They  stole  my  child;  they  took  my  child  from  me;  they  ate 
my  child !  That  is  what  you  have  done  to  me." 

The  young  girl  answered,  as  innocently  as  the  lamb  in  the 
fable,— 

u  Alas !  I  probably  was  not  even  born  then!  " 

"  Oh,  yes !  "  rejoined  the  recluse,  "  you  must  have  been  born. 
Vou  had  a  hand  in  it.  She  would  have  been  about  your  age ! 
There !  -For  fifteen  years  I  have  been  in  this  hole ;  for  fifteen 
years  I  have  suffered;  for  fifteen  years  I  have  prayed;  for 
fifteen  years  I  have  dashed  my  head  against  these  four  walls. 
I  tell  you,  'twas  the  gipsies  who  stole  her  from  me, —  do  you 
hear  ?  —  and  who  gnawed  her  bones.  Have  you  a  heart  ? 
Fancy  what  it  is  to  have  a  child  who  plays  at  your  knee;  a 
child  who  sucks  your  breast;  a  child  who  sleeps  in  your  arms. 
It  is  such  a  helpless,  innocent  thing !  Well,  that, —  that's 
what  they  took  from  me,  what  they  killed  for  me !  The  good 
Go J  knows  it  well !  Now  it  is  my  turn ;  I  will  slaughter  the 
Kgyptians.  Oh,  how  I  would  bite  you,  if  the  bars  did 
not  prevent  me!  My  head  is  too  big  to  pass  through 
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them  !  Poor  little  thing !  they  took  her  while  she  slept !  And 
if  they  waked  her  when  they  snatched  her  up,  all  her  shrieks 
were  vain ;  I  was  not  there !  Ah,  gipsy  mothers,  you  ate  my 
child !  Come,  look  at  yours !  " 

Then  she  began  to  laugh,  or  gnash  her  teeth,  for  the  two 
things  were  much  the  same  in  that  frenzied  face.  Dawn  was 
at  hand.  An  ashen  light  faintly  illumined  the  scene,  and  the 
gallows  became  more  and  more  distinctly  visible  in  the  centre 
of  the  square.  From  the  other  side,  towards  the  Pont  Notre- 
Dame  the  poor  prisoner  imagined  she  heard  the  tramp  of  ap- 
proaching horsemen. 

"  Madame,"  she  cried,  clasping  her  hands  and  falling  on 
her  knees,  dishevelled,  frantic,  mad  with  fright, —  "  Madame, 
have  pity!  they  are  coming.  I  never  harmed  you.  Would 
you  see  me  die  so  horrible  a  death  before  your  very  eyes  ?  You 
are  merciful,  I  am  sure.  It  is  too  awful !  Let  me  save  myself ! 
Let  me  go !  Have  mercy !  I  cannot  die  thus !  " 

"  Give  me  back  my  child !  "  said  the  recluse. 

"  Mercy !  mercy !  " 

"  Give  me  back  my  child !  " 

"  Let  me  go,  in  Heaven's  name !  " 

"  Give  me  back  my  child !  " 

Upon  this,  the  girl  sank  down,  worn  out  and  exhausted, 
her  eyes  already  having  the  glazed  look  of  one  dead. 

"  Alas !  "  she  stammered  forth,  "  you  seek  your  child,  and  I 
seek  my  parents." 

"  Give  me  my  little  Agnes ! "  continued  Gudule.  "  You 
know  not  where  she  is?  Then  die!  I  will  tell  you  all.  I 
was  a  prostitute;  I  had  a  child;  they  took  my  child  from  me. 
It  was  the  gipsies  who  did  it.  You  see  that  you  must  die. 
When  your  gipsy  mother  comes  to  claim  you,  I  shall  say, 
c  Mother,  look  upon  that  gibbet !  —  Or  else  restore  my  child ! ' 
Do  you  know  where  she  is, —  where  my  little  girl  is?  Stay, 
I  will  show  you.  Here's  her  shoe, —  all  that  is  left  me.  Do 
you  know  where  the  mate  to  it  is  ?  If  you  know,  tell  me,  and 
if  it  is  only  at  the  other  end  of  the  world,  I  will  go  on  my 
knees  to  get  it." 
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So  saying,  with  her  other  hand,  stretched  through  the  bars, 
she  showed  the  gipsy  the  little  embroidered  shoe.  It  was  al- 
ready light  enough  to  distinguish  the  shape  and  colours. 

"  Show  me  that  shoe,"  said  the  gypsy  shuddering.  "  My 
God !  my  God !  " 

And  at  the  same  time  with  her  free  hand  she  hastily  opened 
the  little  bag  adorned  with  green  glass  beads,  which  she  wore 
about  her  neck. 

"  That's  it !  that's  it ! "  growled  Gudule ;  "  search  for  your 
devilish  spells !  " 

All  at  once  she  stopped  short,  trembled  from  head  to  foot, 
and  cried  out  in  a  voice  which  came  from  her  inmost  soul,  "  My 
daughter ! " 

The  gipsy  had  drawn  from  the  bag  a  tiny  shoe,  precisely 
like  the  other.  A  strip  of  parchment  was  fastened  to  the  little 
shoe,  upon  which  these  verses  were  written: 

"  When  the  mate  to  this  you  find, 
Her  arms  to  thee  shall  ope  a  mother  kind." 

Quick  as  a  flash  of  lightning  the  recluse  compared  the  two 
shoes,  read  the  inscription  on  the  parchment,  and  pressed  her 
face,  beaming  with  divine  rapture,  to  the  window-bars  ex- 
claiming,— 

"  My  daughter !  my  daughter !  " 

"  Mother !  "  replied  the  gipsy. 

Here  we  must  forbear  to  set  down  more. 

The  wall  and  the  iron  grating  parted  the  two.  "  Oh,  the 
wall !  "  cried  the  recluse.  "  Oh,  to  see  her  and  not  to  kiss  her ! 
Your  hand !  your  hand !  " 

The  girl  put  her  arm  through  the  window ;  the  recluse  threw 
herself  upon  the  hand,  pressed  her  lips  to  it,  and  stood  lost  in 
that  kiss,  the  only  sign  of  life  being  an  occasional  sob  which 
heuved  her  bosom.  Yet  she  wept  torrents  of  tears  in  silence, 
in  the  darkness,  like  rain  falling  in  the  night.  The  poor 
mother  poured  out  in  floods  upon  that  idolized  hand  the  dark, 
de<  p  fountain  of  tears  within  her  heart,  into  which  all  her 
grief  had  filtered,  drop  by  drop,  for  fifteen  years. 
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Suddenly  she  rose,  flung  her  long  grey  hair  back  from  her 
face,  and  without  a  word  began  to  shake  the  bars  of  her  cell 
more  fiercely  than  a  lioness.  They  held  firm.  Then  she 
brought  from  one  corner  a  large  paving-stone  which  served 
her  as  a  pillow,  and  hurled  it  against  them  with  such  violence 
that  one  of  them  broke,  flashing  countless  sparks.  A  second 
blow  utterly  destroyed  the  old  iron  cross  which  barricaded  her 
window.  Then  with  both  hands  she  pulled  out  and  demolished 
the  rusty  fragments.  There  are  moments  when  a  woman's 
hands  seem  endowed  with  supernatural  strength. 

A  passage  being  cleared, —  and  it  took  less  than  a  minute 
to  do  the  work, —  she  seized  her  daughter  by  the  waist  and 
dragged  her  into  the  cell.  "  Come,  let  me  draw  you  out  of 
the  abyss ! "  she  murmured. 

When  her  daughter  was  in  the  cell,  she  placed  her  gently 
on  the  ground,  then  took  her  up  again,  and  bearing  her  in 
her  arms  as  if  she  were  still  her  little  Agnes,  she  paced  to  and 
fro  in  the  narrow  space,  frantic,  mad  with  joy,  singing, 
shouting,  kissing  her  daughter,  talking  to  her,  bursting  into 
laughter,  melting  into  tears,  all  at  once,  and  with  the  utmost 
passion. 

"  My  daughter !  my  daughter !  "  she  cried.  "  I've  found  my 
daughter!  Here  she  is!  The  good  God  has  restored  her  to 
me.  Come,  all  of  you!  Is  there  no  one  here  to  see  that 
I've  found  my  daughter?  Lord  Jesus,  how  beautiful  she  is! 
You  made  me  wait  fifteen  years,  my  good  God,  but  it  was  to 
make  her  more  beautiful  for  me  !  Then  the  gipsies  did  not  eat 
her !  Who  told  me  so?  My  little  girl !  my  little  girl !  kiss  me. 
Those  good  gipsies !  I  love  gipsies.  It  is  really  you.  Then 
that  was  why  my  heart  leaped  within  me  every  time  you  passed  ; 
and  I  thought  it  was  hate !  Forgive  me,  Agnes,  forgive  me. 
You  thought  me  very  cruel,  didn't  you?  I  love  you.  Have 
you  still  the  same  little  mark  on  your  neck?  Let  us  see.  She 
has  it  still.  Oh,  how  beautiful  you  are !  It  was  I  who  gave 
you  those  big  eyes,  miss.  Kiss  me.  I  love  you.  I  care  not 
now  if  other  mothers  have  children;  I  can  laugh  them  to  scorn. 
They  may  come.  Here  is  mine.  Here's  her  neck,  her  eyes, 
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her  hair,  her  hand.  Find  me  another  as  lovely!  Oh,  I  tell 
you  she'll  have  plenty  of  lovers,  this  girl  of  mine!  I  have 
wept  for  fifteen  years.  All  my  beauty  has  left  me  and  gone 
to  her.  Kiss  me." 

She  made  her  a  thousand  other  extravagant  speeches,  their 
only  merit  being  in  the  tone  in  which  they  were  uttered,  dis- 
ordered the  poor  girl's  dress  until  she  made  her  blush,  smoothed 
her  silken  hair  with  her  hand,  kissed  her  foot,  her  knee,  her 
forehead,  her  eyes,  went  into  ecstasies  over  each  and  all.  The 
young  girl  made  no  resistance,  but  repeated  ever  and  anon,  in 
a  low  tone  and  with  infinite  sweetness,  "  Mother ! " 

"  Look  you,  my  little  one,"  went  on  the  recluse,  interrupt- 
ing each  word  with  kisses, — "  look  you ;  I  shall  love  you  dearly. 
We  will  go  away ;  we  shall  be  very  happy.  I  have  inherited 
something  at  Rheims,  in  our  native  country.  You  know,  at 
Rheims?  Oh,  no!  you  don't  remember;  you  were  too  little. 
If  you  only  knew  how  pretty  you  were  at  four  months  old! 
Tiny  feet,  which  people,  out  of  curiosity,  came  all  the  way 
from  Epernay,  full  seven  leagues  off,  to  see!  We  will  have 
a  field  and  a  house.  I  will  put  you  to  sleep  in  my  bed.  My 
God!  my  God!  who  would  ever  have  believed  it?  I've  found 
my  daughter !  " 

'*  Oh,  mother ! "  said  the  girl,  at  last  recovering  sufficient 
strength  to  speak  in  spite  of  her  emotion,  "  the  gipsy  woman 
told  me  it  would  be  so.  There  was  a  kind  gipsy  woman  of 
our  tribe  who  died  last  year,  and  who  always  took  care  of  me 
as  if  she  had  been  my  nurse.  It  was  she  who  hung  this  bag 
about  my  neck.  She  always  said  to  me,  '  Little  one,  guard 
this  trinket  well.  It  is  a  precious  treasure;  it  will  help  you 
to  find  your  mother.  You  wear  your  mother  around  your 
neck.'  The  gipsy  foretold  it!  " 

The  nun  again  clasped  her  daughter  in  her  arms. 

''  Come ;  let  me  kiss  you !  You  said  that  so  prettily.  When 
we  are  in  our  own  country,  we  will  give  these  little  shoes  to  the 
Child  Jesus  in  the  church;  we  surely  owe  that  much  to  the 
kind  Blessed  Virgin.  Heavens!  what  a  sweet  voice  you  have! 
When  you  spoke  to  me  just  now,  it  was  like  music.  Oh,  my 
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Lord  God,  I  have  found  my  child!     But  is  it  credible, —  all 
this  story?     Nothing  can  kill  one,  for  I  have  not   died  of 

joy." 

And  then  she  again  began  to  clap  her  hands,  to  laugh,  and 
cry, 

"  How  happy  we  shall  be !  " 

At  this  moment  the  cell  rang  with  the  clash  of  arms  and 
the  galloping  feet  of  horses,  which  seemed  to  come  from  the 
Pont  Notre-Dame,  and  to  be  advancing  nearer  and  nearer 
along  the  quay.  The  gipsy  threw  herself  into  the  nun's  arms 
in  an  agony. 

"  Save  me !  save  me,  mother !     I  hear  them  coming !  " 

The  recluse  turned  pale. 

"  Heavens !  What  do  you  say  ?  I  had  forgotten ;  you  are 
pursued !  Why,  what  have  you  done  ?  " 

"  I  know  not,"  replied  the  unhappy  child ;  "  but  I  am  con- 
demned to  die." 

"  To  die ! "  said  Gudule,  tottering  as  if  struck  by  light- 
ning. "  To  die ! "  she  repeated  slowly,  gazing  steadily  into 
her  daughter's  face. 

"  Yes,  mother,"  replied  the  desperate  girl,  "  they  mean  to 
kill  me.  They  are  coming  now  to  capture  me.  That  gallows 
is  for  me !  Save  me !  save  me !  They  come !  Save  me !  " 

The  recluse  stood  for  some  moments  motionless,  as  if  turned 
to  stone;  then  she  shook  her  head  doubtingly,  and  all  at  once 
burst  into  loud  laughter;  but  her  former  frightful  laugh  had 
returned :  — 

"  Ho !  ho !  No ;  it  is  a  dream !  Oh,  yes ;  I  lost  her,  I 
lost  her  for  fifteen  years,  and  then  I  found  her  again,  and  it 
was  but  for  an  instant!  And  they  would  take  her  from  me 
again  !  Now  that  she  is  grown  up,  that  she  is  so  fair,  that  she 
talks  to  me,  that  she  loves  me,  they  would  devour  her  before 
my  eyes, —  mine,  who  am  her  mother !  Oh,  no ;  such  things 
cannot  be !  The  good  God  would  not  suffer  them." 

Here  the  cavalcade  seemed  to  pause,  and  a  distant  voice  was 
heard,  saying, — 

"  This  way,  Master  Tristan ;  the  priest  says  that  we  shall 
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find  her  at  the  Rat-Hole ! "  The  tramp  of  horses  began 
again. 

The  recluse  sprang  up  with  a  despairing  cry. 

"  Save  yourself!  save  yourself,  my  child!  I  remember 
no\v  !  You  are  right ;  it  is  your  death !  Horror !  Maledic- 
tion !  Save  yourself !  " 

She  thrust  her  head  from  the  window,  and  rapidly  with- 
drew it. 

"  Stay !  "  she  said  in  a  low,  curt,  and  mournful  tone,  con- 
vulsively clasping  the  hand  of  the  gipsy,  who  was  more  dead 
tha7i  alive.  "  Stay !  do  not  breathe !  There  are  soldiers 
everywhere.  You  cannot  go ;  it  is  too  light." 

Her  eyes  were  dry  and  burning.  She  stood  for  a  moment 
speechless;  then  she  strode  up  and  down  the  cell,  pausing  at 
intervals  to  tear  out  handfuls  of  her  grey  hair.  Suddenly  she 
said :  "  They  are  coming ;  I  will  speak  to  them.  Hide  yourself 
in  this  corner ;  they  will  not  see  you.  I  will  tell  them  that  you 
have  escaped ;  that  I  let  you  go,  by  my  faith ! " 

She  laid  her  daughter  —  for  she  still  held  her  in  her  arms 

—  In  a  corner  of  the  cell  which  was  not  visible  from  without. 
She  made  her  crouch  down,  carefully  arranged  her  so  that 
neither  hand  nor  foot  protruded  beyond  the  shadow,  loosened 
her  black  hair,  wrhich  she  spread  over  her  white  gown  to  hide 
it,  put  before  her  her  j  ug  and  paving-stone, —  the  only  arti- 
cles of  furniture  which  she  had, —  imagining  that  they  would 
conceal   her;   and  when   this   was    done,   feeling   calmer,    she 
knelt  and  prayed.     Day,  which  was  but  just  breaking,  still 
left  many  shadows  in  the  Rat-Hole. 

At  that  instant  the  voice  of  the  priest  —  that  infernal  voice 

—  passed  very  close  to  the  cell,  shouting, — 

'*  This  way,  Captain  Phoebus  de  Chateaupers ! " 

At  that  name,  at  that  voice,  Esmeralda,  huddling  in  her 
corner,  made  a  movement. 

"Do  not  stir!"  said  Gudule. 

She  had  hardly  finished  speaking  when  a  riotous  crowd  of 
men,  swords,  and  horses,  halted  outside  the  cell.  The  mother 
ros3  hastily,  and  placed  herself  before  the  window  in  such  a 
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way  as  to  cut  off  all  view  of  the  room.  She  saw  a  numerous 
band  of  armed  men,  on  foot  and  on  horseback,  drawn  up  in  the 
Greve.  The  officer  in  command  sprang  to  the  ground  and 
came  towards  her. 

"  Old  woman,"  said  this  man,  who  had  an  atrocious  face, 
"  we  are  looking  for  a  witch,  that  we  may  hang  her.  We  were 
told  that  you  had  her." 

The  poor  mother  assumed  the  most  indifferent  air  that  she 
could,  and  answered, — 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean." 

The  other  replied,  "  Zounds !  Then  what  was  that  fright- 
ened archdeacon  talking  about  ?  Where  is  he  ?  " 

"  Sir,"  said  a  soldier,  "  he  has  disappeared." 

"  Come,  now,  old  hag,"  resumed  the  commanding  officer, 
"  don't  lie !  A  witch  was  left  in  your  care.  What  have  you 
done  with  her?  " 

The  recluse  dared  not  deny  everything,  lest  she  should  rouse 
suspicion,  and  answered  in  a  surly  but  seemingly  truthful 
tone, — 

"  If  you  mean  a  tall  girl  who ,  was  thrust  into  my  hands 
just  now,  I  can  only  tell  you  that  she  bit  me,  and  I  let  her  go. 
There.  Now  leave  me  in  peace." 

The  officer  pulled  a  wry  face. 

"  Don't  lie  to  me,  old  scarecrow !  "  he  replied.  "  I  am 
Tristan  1'Hermite,  and  I  am  the  friend  of  the  king.  Tristan 
1'Hermite,  do  you  hear?  "  he  added  looking  round  the  Greve, 
"  'Tis  a  name  familiar  here." 

"  You  might  be  Satan  1'Hermite,"  responded  Gudule,  whose 
hopes  began  to  rise,  "  and  I  could  tell  you  nothing  more,  and 
should  be  no  more  afraid  of  you." 

"  Odds  bodkins !  "  said  Tristan,  "  here's  an  old  gossip  for 
you !  Ah,  so  the  witch  girl  escaped !  And  which  way  did  she 
go?" 

Gudule  answered  indifferently, — 

"  Through  the  Rue  du  Mouton,  I  believe." 

Tristan  turned  his  head,  and  signed  to  his  troop  to  prepare 
to  resume  their  march.  The  recluse  breathed  more  freely. 


NOTRE-DAME  225 

"  Sir,"  suddenly  said  an  archer,  "  pray  ask  this  old  sorceress 
how  the  bars  of  her  window  came  to  be  so  twisted  and  broken." 

This  question  revived  the  miserable  mother's  anguish,, 
Still,  she  did  not  lose  all  presence  of  mind. 

u  They  were  always  so,"  she  stammered. 

u  Nonsense!"  rejoined  the  archer;  "only  yesterday  they 
formed  a  beautiful  black  cross  which  inspired  pious  thoughts 
in  all  who  looked  upon  it." 

Tristan  cast  a  side-glance  at  the  recluse. 

u  It  seems  to  me  that  our  friend  looks  embarrassed." 

The  unfortunate  woman  felt  that  everything  depended  upon 
her  putting  a  good  face  on  the  matter,  and,  with  death  in  her 
soul,  she  began  to  laugh.  Mothers  have  such  courage. 

u  Pooh !  "  said  she,  "  that  man  is  drunk.  'Twas  more  than 
a  year  ago  that  the  tail  of  a  cart  full  of  stones  was  backed  into 
my  window  and  destroyed  the  grating.  And,  what's  more,  I 
scolded  the  carter  roundly." 

u  That's  true,"  said  another  archer;  "I  was  here  at  the 
time." 

There  are  always  people  everywhere  who  have  seen  every- 
thing. This  unexpected  testimony  from  the  archer  en- 
couraged the  recluse,  who  during  this  interrogatory  felt  as  if 
she  were  crossing  a  precipice  on  the  sharp  edge  of  a  knife. 

But  she  was  condemned  to  a  continual  alteration  between 
hope  and  fear. 

"  If  it  was  done  by  a  cart,"  returned  the  first  soldier,  "  the 
broken  ends  of  the  bars  would  have  been  driven  inward;  but 
they  are  bent  outward." 

44  Ho!  ho!"  said  Tristan;  "your  nose  is  as  sharp  as  that 
of  any  inquisitor  at  the  Chatelet.  Answer  him,  old  woman !  " 

"  Good  heavens !  "  she  cried,  at  her  wits'  end,  and  in  a  voice 
which  despite  all  her  efforts  was  tearful,  "  I  swear,  sir,  that  it 
was  a  cart  which  broke  those  bars.  You  heard  that  man  say 
he  saw  it ;  and  besides,  what  has  that  to  do  with  your  gipsy  ?  " 

u  Hum !  "  growled  Tristan. 

<;  The  devil!"  added  the  soldier,  flattered  by  the  provost's 
pndses;  "the  fractures  in  the  iron  are  quite  fresh!" 
15 
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Tristan  shook  his  head.      She  turned  pale. 

"  How  long  ago  did  you  say  this  affair  of  the  cart  oc- 
curred? " 

"  A  month, —  perhaps  a  fortnight,  sir.  I'm  sure  I  don't  re- 
member." 

"  She  said  it  was  a  year,  just  now,"  observed  the  soldier. 

"  That  looks  queer !  "  said  the  provost. 

"  Sir,"  she  cried,  still  pressing  close  to  the  window,  and 
trembling  lest  their  suspicions  should  lead  them  to  put  in  their 
heads  and  examine  the  cell, — "  sir,  I  swear  it  was  a  cart  that 
broke  these  bars ;  I  swear  it  by  all  the  angels  in  paradise !  If 
it  was  not  a  cart,  may  I  be  damned  forever:  and  may  God  re- 
nounce me." 

"  You  seem  very  ready  to  swear !  "  said  Tristan,  with  his 
searching  glance. 

The  poor  woman  felt  her  courage  sink.  She  was  in  a  state 
to  commit  any  folly,  and  with  terror  she  realized  she  was  say- 
ing what  she  ought  not  to  say. 

Here  another  soldier  ran  up,  shouting, — 

"  Sir,  the  old  fagot  lies.  The  witch  did  not  escape 
through  the  Rue  du  Mouton.  The  chain  has  been  stretched 
across  the  street  all  night,  and  the  chain-keeper  has  seen  no 
one  pass." 

Tristan,  whose  face  grew  more  forbidding  every  instant, 
addressed  the  recluse :  — 

"  What  have  you  to  say  to  this  ?  " 

She  still  strove  to  brave  this  fresh  contradiction. 

"  I  don't  know,  sir ;  I  may  have  been  mistaken.  I  dare 
say,  indeed,  that  she  crossed  the  water." 

"  That  is  in  the  opposite  direction,"  said  the  provost. 
"  However,  it  is  not  very  likely  that  she  would  wish  to  return 
to  the  City,  where  she  was  closely  pursued.  You  lie,  old 
woman !  " 

"  And  then,"  added  the  first  soldier,  "  there  is  no  boat 
either  on  this  side  of  the  water  or  on  the  other." 

"  Perhaps  she  swam  across,"  replied  the  recluse,  disputing 
the  ground  inch  by  inch. 
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"  Can  women  swim  ?  "  said  the  soldier. 

"  Odds  bodikins!  old  woman!  you  lie!  you  lie!"  angrily 
rejoined  Tristan.  "  I  have  a  great  mind  to  let  the  witch  go, 
and  hang  you  in  her  stead.  A  quarter  of  an  hour  of  the  rack 
may  wring  the  truth  from  your  lips.  Come !  follow  us !  " 

She  seized  eagerly  upon  his  words :  — 

"  As  you  like,  sir.  So  be  it,  so  be  it !  The  rack.  I  am 
willing.  Take  me.  Be  quick;  be  quick.  Let  us  be  off  at 
once.  Meantime,"  thought  she,  "  my  daughter  may  escape." 

u  Zounds !  "  said  the  provost ;  "  so  greedy  for  the  rack !  I 
don't  understand  this  mad-woman !  " 

An  old  grey-headed  Serjeant  of  the  watch  stepped  from 
the  ranks,  and  addressing  the  provost,  said, — 

"  Mad,  indeed,  sir !  If  she  let  the  gipsy  go,  it  was  not  her 
fault,  for  she  has  no  liking  for  gipsies.  For  fifteen  years  I 
have  done  duty  on  the  watch,  and  I  have  heard  her  curse  the 
gipsy  women  nightly  with  endless  execrations.  If  the  girl  of 
whom  we  are  in  search  is,  as  I  suppose,  the  little  dancer  with  the 
gout,  she  particularly  detests  her." 

Gudule  made  an  effort,  and  said, — 

';  Particularly." 

The  unanimous  testimony  of  the  men  belonging  to  the 
watch  confirmed  the  old  Serjeant's  statement.  Tristan  1'Her- 
rnite,  despairing  of  learning  anything  from  the  recluse,  turned 
his  back  upon  her,  and  with  unspeakable  anxiety  she  saw  him 
move  slowly  towards  his  horse. 

"  Come,"  he  muttered,  "  we  must  be  off.  Let  us  resume  our 
search.  I  shall  not  sleep  until  this  gipsy  girl  be  hanged." 

Still,  he  hesitated  some  time  before  mounting  his  horse. 
Gudule  trembled  between  life  and  death  as  she  saw  him  glance 
about  the  square  with  the  restless  air  of  a  hunting-dog,  which 
scents  the  lair  of  the  wild  beast  and  refuses  to  depart.  At 
last  he  shook  his  head  and  leaped  into  his  saddle.  Gudule's 
terribly  overladen  heart  swelled,  and  she  said  in  a  low  voice, 
with  a  glance  at  her  daughter,  at  whom  she  had  not  dared  to 
look  while  the  soldiers  were  there,  "  Saved !  " 

The  poor  girl  had  crouched  in  her  corner  all  this  time,  with- 
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out  moving  or  breathing,  staring  death  in  the  face.  She  had 
lost  none  of  the  scene  between  Gudule  and  Tristan,  and  each 
of  her  mother's  pangs  had  found  an  echo  in  her  own  soul.  She 
had  heard  the  successive  snappings  of  the  thread  which  held 
her  suspended  over  the  abyss ;  twenty  times  she  had  felt  that  it 
must  break,  and  now  at  last  she  began  to  breathe  freely,  and 
to  hope  that  her  footing  was  secure.  At  this  instant  she 
heard  a  voice  say  to  the  provost, — 

"  'Sblood !  Mr.  Provost,  it  is  no  business  for  a  soldier  to 
hang  witches.  The  mob  still  rages  yonder.  I  must  leave  you 
to  your  own  devices.  You  will  not  object  to  my  rejoining 
my  company,  who  are  left  without  a  captain." 

This  voice  was  that  of  Phoebus  de  Chateaupers.  She  under- 
went an  indescribable  revulsion  of  feeling.  So  he  was  there, — 
her  friend,  her  protector,  her  stay,  her  refuge,  her  Phoebus! 
She  rose,  and  before  her  mother  could  prevent  her,  flew  to  the 
window,  crying, — 

"  Phoebus !  help,  my  Phoebus !  " 

Phoebus  was  no  longer  there.  He  had  just  galloped  round 
the  corner  of  the  Rue  de  la  Coutellerie.  But  Tristan  was  not 
yet  gone. 

The  recluse  flung  herself  upon  her  daughter  with  a  roar. 
She  dragged  her  violently  back,  digging  her  nails  into  her 
neck.  A  tigress  does  not  look  twice  when  the  safety  of  her 
young  is  in  question.  But  it  was  too  late.  Tristan  had  seen 
her. 

"  Ha !  ha ! "  cried  he,  with  a  laugh  which  bared  all  his 
teeth,  and  made  his  face  look  like  the  muzzle  of  a  wolf,  "  two 
mice  in  the  trap !  " 

"  I  thought  as  much,"  said  the  soldier. 

Tristan  clapped  him  on  the  shoulder, — 

"  You  are  a  famous  cat !  Come,"  he  added,  "  where  is  Hen- 
riet  Cousin  ?  " 

A  man  who  had  neither  the  dress  nor  the  manner  of  a  sol- 
dier stepped  from  the  ranks.  He  wore  a  motley  garb  of 
brown  and  grey,  his  hair  was  smooth  and  lank,  his  sleeves  were 
of  leather,  and  in  his  huge  hand  was  a  bundle  of  rope.  This 
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man  always  accompanied  Tristan,  who  always  accompanied 
Louis  XI. 

<b  My  friend,"  said  Tristan  1'Hermite,  "  I  presume  that  this 
is  the  witch  we  are  seeking.  You  will  hang  her  for  me.  Have 
you  your  ladder  ?  " 

*'  There  is  one  yonder  under  the  shed  of  the  Pillar  House," 
replied  the  man.  "  Are  we  to  do  the  business  on  this  gal- 
lows? "  he  continued,  pointing  to  the  stone  gibbet. 

"  Yes." 

""Ho!  ho!"  rejoined  the  man,  with  a  coarse  laugh  even 
more  bestial  than  that  of  the  provost  ;  "  we  sha'n't  have  far  to 

go." 

'  "  Despatch  !  "  said  Tristan  ;  "  you  can  laugh  afterwards." 

Meantime,  since  Tristan  had  seen  her  daughter,  and  all  hope 
was  lost,  the  recluse  had  not  spoken  a  word.  She  had  cast  the 
pocr  gipsy,  almost  lifeless,  into  the  corner  of  the  cell,  and  re- 
sumed her  place  at  the  window,  her  hands  clinging  to  the  sides 
of  the  frame  like  two  claws.  In  this  position  her  eyes  wan- 
dered boldly  over  the  soldiers,  the  light  of  reason  having 
once  more  faded  from  them.  When  Henriet  Cousin  ap- 
proached her  refuge,  she  glared  so  savagely  at  him  that  he 
shrink  back. 

"  Sir,"  said  he,  returning  to  the  provost,  "  which  am  I  to 
take?" 

<;  The  young  one." 

6i  So  much  the  better;  for  the  old  one  seems  hard  to  man- 


" 


age 

6  '  Poor  little  dancer  with  the  goat!"  said  the  old  serjeant 
of  the  watch. 

Henriet  Cousin  again  advanced  to  the  window.  The 
mother's  eye  made  his  own  fall.  He  said  somewhat 
timidly,  — 

"  Madame,  —  " 

She  interrupted  him  in  very  low  but  furious  tones: 

"What  do  you  want?" 

"  Not  you,"  said  he  ;  "  it  is  the  other." 

<;  What  other?" 
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"  The  young  one." 

She  began  to  wag  her  head,  crying, — 

"  There's  nobody  here !  there's  nobody  here !  there's  nobody 
here!" 

"  Yes,  there  is! "  rejoined  the  hangman,  "  and  you  know  it 
jeell.  Let  me  have  the  young  one.  I  don't  want  to  harm 
iyou." 

She  said  with  a  strange  sneer, — 

"  Ah !  you  don't  want  to  harm  me !  " 

"  Let  me  have  the  other,  madame ;  it  is  the  provost's  will." 

She  repeated  with  a  foolish  look, — 

"  There's  nobody  here !  " 

"  I  tell  you  there  is ! "  replied  the  hangman ;  "  we  all  saw 
that  there  were  two  of  you." 

"  Look  then !  "  said  the  recluse,  with  a  sneer.  "  Put  your 
head  in  at  the  window." 

The  hangman  scrutinized  the  mother's  nails,  and  dared  not 
venture. 

"  Despatch ! "  cried  Tristan,  who  had  ranged  his  men  in  a 
ring  around  the  Rat-Hole,  and  himself  sat  on  horseback  near 
the  gibbet. 

Henriet  returned  to  the  provost  once  more,  utterly  out  of 
countenance.  He  had  laid  his  rope  on  the  ground,  and  awk- 
wardly twirled  his  hat  in  his  hands. 

"  Sir,"  he  inquired,  "  how  am  I  to  get  in?  " 

"  Through  the  door," 

"  There  is  none." 

"  Through  the  window." 

"  It  is  too  small." 

"  Then  make  it  bigger,"  angrily  exclaimed  Tristan. 
"  Have  you  no  pickaxes  ?  " 

From  the  back  of  her  den,  the  mother,  ever  on  the  alert, 
watched  them.  She  had  lost  all  hope,  she  knew  not  what  she 
wished,  but  they  should  not  have  her  daughter. 

Henriet  Cousin  went  to  fetch  his  box  of  tools  from  the  shed 
of  the  Pillar  House.  He  also  brought  out  the  trestles,  which 
he  at  once  set  up  against  the  gibbet.  Five  or  six  of  the 
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provost's  men  armed  themselves  with  picks  and  levers,  and 
Tristan  moved  towards  the  window  with  them. 

"  Old  woman,"  said  the  provost  in  a  stern  voice,  "  surren- 
der that  girl  with  a  good  grace." 

She  looked  at  him  like  one  who  does  not  understand. 

"  'Sblood !  "  added  Tristan,  "  why  should  you  prevent  that 
witch  from  being  hanged,  as  it  pleases  the  king?  " 

The  wretched  woman  began  to  laugh  wildly. 

"  Why  ?     She  is  my  daughter !  " 

The  tone  in  which  she  uttered  that  word  made  even  Henriet 
Cousin  shudder. 

"  I  am  sorry,"  replied  the  provost,  "  but  it  is  the  king's 
good  pleasure." 

She  shrieked  with  redoubled  laughter, — 

"  What  is  your  king  to  me?  I  tell  you  she  is  my  daugh- 
ter!" 

"  Make  a  hole  in  the  wall,"  said  Tristan. 

It  was  only  necessary  to  remove  one  course  of  stones  under 
the  window,  in  order  to  make  an  opening  of  sufficient  size. 
When  the  mother  heard  the  picks  and  levers  undermining  her 
fortress,  she  uttered  an  awful  scream ;  then  she  began  to  pace 
her  cell  with  frightful  speed, —  one  of  the  habits  of  a  wild 
beast  which  she  had  acquired  in  her  cage.  She  said  no  more, 
but  her  eyes  flamed.  The  soldiers  were  chilled  to  the  marrow. 

All  at  once  she  caught  up  her  paving  stone,  laughed,  and 
hurled  it  with  both  hands  at  the  workmen.  The  stone,  ill 
limed  (for  her  hands  trembled),  struck  no  one  and  fell  at  the 
feet  of  Tristan's  horse.  She  ground  her  teeth. 

Meantime,  although  the  sun  had  not  yet  risen,  it  was  broad 
daylight;  a  lovely  pink  tint  illumined  the  worm-eaten  old 
chimneys  of  the  Pillar  House.  It  was  the  hour  when  the  win- 
dows of  the  earliest  risers  in  the  great  city  open  joyously  upon 
the  roofs.  Some  few  country  people,  some  fruiterers  going  to 
market  on  their  donkeys,  began  to  pass  through  the  Greve; 
they  paused  a  moment  at  sight  of  this  cluster  of  soldiers  hud- 
dled in  front  of  the  Rat-Hole,  looked  at  them  in  surprise,  then 
went  their  way. 
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The  recluse  had  seated  herself  beside  her  daughter,  cover- 
ing her  with  her  body,  her  eye  fixed,  listening  to  the  poor  girl, 
who  never  stirred,  but  murmured  softly  the  one  word,  "  Phoe- 
bus !  Phoebus !  "  As  the  work  of  the  destroyers  progressed, 
the  mother  mechanically  moved  back,  pressing  the  young  girl 
closer  and  closer  against  the  wall.  All  at  once  she  saw  the 
stones  (for  she  was  on  the  watch  and  never  took  her  eyes  from 
them)  quiver,  and  she  heard  Tristan's  voice  urging  the  labour- 
ers on.  Then  she  woke  from  the  stupor  into  which  she  had 
sunk,  exclaiming, —  and,  as  she  spoke,  her  voice  now  pierced 
the  ear  like  a  saw,  then  stammered  as  if  all  the  curses  which 
she  uttered  crowded  to  her  lips  at  once : 

"  Ho !  ho !  ho !  But  this  is  horrible !  You  are  robbers ! 
Do  you  really  mean  to  take  my  daughter  from  me  ?  I  tell  you 
it  is  my  daughter !  Oh,  cowards  !  Oh,  base  hangmen !  Vile 
assassins!  Help!  help!  Fire!  Will  they  thus  take  my  child? 
Then,  what  is  he  whom  men  call  the  good  God?  " 

Then  turning  to  Tristan,  with  foaming  mouth,  haggard 
eyes,  on  all  fours  like  a  panther,  and  bristling  with  rage : — 

"  Come  and  take  my  daughter !  Do  you  not  understand 
that  this  woman  tells  you  it  is  her  daughter?  Do  you  know 
what  it  is  to  have  a  child  of  your  own?  Have  you  no  mate, 
O  lynx?  Have  you  never  had  a  cub?  And  if  you  have  little 
ones,  when  they  howl  does  nothing  stir  within  you  ?  " 

"  Down  with  the  stones,"  said  Tristan ;  "  they  are  loos- 
ened." 

The  levers  lifted  the  ponderous  course  of  stone.  It  was, 
as  we  have  said,  the  mother's  last  bulwark. 

She  threw  herself  upon  it,  tried  to  hold  it  up.  She 
scratched  it  with  her  nails ;  but  the  heavy  block,  set  in  motion 
by  six  men,  escaped  from  her  grasp  and  slid  gently  to  the 
ground  along  the  iron  levers. 

The  mother,  seeing  that  an  entrance  was  effected,  fell  across 
the  opening,  barricading  the  breach  with  her  body,  wringing 
her  hands,  beating  her  head  against  the  flagstones,  and  shriek- 
ing in  a  voice  hoarse  with  fatigue  and  scarcely  audible, — 

"Help!     Fire!  fire!" 
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"  Now,  seize  the  girl,"  said  Tristan,  still  unmoved. 

The  mother  glared  at  the  soldiers  in  so  terrible  a  fashion 
that  they  would  much  rather  have  retreated  than  advanced. 

"  Come,  come,"  repeated  the  provost.  "  Here,  Henriet 
Cousin!" 

No  one  stirred  a  step. 

The  provost  swore : — 

"  By  the  Cross !  my  soldiers !     Afraid  of  a  woman !  " 

"  Sir,"  said  Henriet,  "  do  you  call  that  a  woman  ?  " 

"  She  has  a  lion's  mane ! "  said  another. 

"  Come !  "  resumed  the  provost,  "  the  gap  is  broad  enough. 
Go  in  three  abreast,  as  at  the  breach  of  Pontoise.  Have  done 
with  it,  by  the  head  of  Mahomet!  The  first  who  recoils  I'll 
cut  in  two !  " 

Thus  placed  between  the  provost  and  the  motner,  both  alike 
menacing,  the  soldiers  hesitated  an  instant ;  then,  making  their 
choice,  they  advanced  upon  the  Rat-hole. 

When  the  recluse  saw  this,  she  rose  suddenly  to  her  knees, 
shook  her  hair  back  from  her  face,  then  let  her  thin,  bleeding 
hands  fall  upon  her  thighs.  Great  tears  started  one  by  one 
from  her  eyes ;  they  trickled  down  a  wrinkle  in  her  cheeks,  like 
a  torrent  down  the  bed  which  it  has  worn  for  itself.  At  the 
same  time  she  spoke,  but  in  a  voice  so  suppliant,  so  sweet,  so 
submissive,  and  so  full  of  pathos,  that  more  than  one  old  fire- 
eater  about  Tristan  wiped  his  eyes. 

"  Gentlemen !  soldiers !  one  word.  I  must  say  one  thing 
to  you.  She  is  my  daughter,  you  see, —  my  dear  little  daugh- 
ter whom  I  lost !  Listen.  It  is  quite  a  story.  You  must 
know  that  I  was  once  very  friendly  with  the  soldiers.  They 
were  always  kind  to  me  in  the  days  when  little  boys  threw 
stones  at  me  because  I  led  a  light  life.  Do  you  see?  You 
will  leave  me  my  child,  when  you  know  all!  I  am  a  poor 
woman  of  the  town.  The  gipsies  stole  her  away  from  me.  I 
kept  her  shoe  for  fifteen  years.  Stay ;  here  it  is.  That  was 
the  size  of  her  foot.  Paquette  Chantefleurie,  at  Rheims,- — 
Rue  Folle-Peine !  Perhaps  you  knew  her  once.  That  was  I. 
When  you  were  young,  you  led  a  merry  life ;  there  were  fine 
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doings  then.  You  will  take  pity  on  me,  won't  you,  gentlemen  ? 
The  gipsies  stole  her  from  me;  they  kept  her  hidden  from  me 
for  fifteen  years.  I  thought  she  was  dead.  Only  fancy,  my 
kind  friends,  I  thought  she  was  dead.  I  have  spent  fifteen 
years  here,  in  this  cave,  with  never  a  spark  of  fire  in  winter. 
That  was  hard  to  bear,  that  was.  The  poor,  dear  little  shoe ! 
I  have  shed  so  many  tears  that  the  good  God  heard  me.  Last 
night  he  gave  me  back  my  girl.  The  good  God  wrought  a 
miracle.  She  was  not  dead.  You  will  not  take  her  from  me, 
I  am  sure.  If  it  were  only  myself,  I  would  not  complain ;  but 
for  her,  a  child  of  sixteen !  Let  her  have  time  to  see  the  sun ! 
What  has  she  done  to  you?  Nothing  at  all.  No  more  have 
I.  If  you  only  knew  that  I  have  nobody  but  her,  that  I  am 
old,  that  she  is  a  blessing  sent  down  to  me  by  the  Holy  Virgin ! 
And  then,  you  are  all  so  kind!  You  did  not  know  that  she 
was  my  daughter;  now  you  know  it.  Oh,  I  love  her!  Mr. 
Provost,  I  would  rather  have  a  hole  through  my  heart  than  a 
scratch  on  her  finger.  You  look  like  a  good,  kind  gentleman ! 
What  I  tell  you,  explains  the  whole  thing,  doesn't  it?  Oh,  if 
you  ever  had  a  mother,  sir !  You  are  the  captain ;  leave  me 
my  child!  Remember  that  I  pray  to  you  on  my  knees,  as  one 
prays  to  Jesus  Christ !  I  ask  nothing  of  any  one ;  I  am  from 
Rheims,  gentlemen ;  I  have  a  little  field  there,  left  me  by  my 
uncle,  Mahiet  Pradon.  I  am  not  a  beggar.  I  want  nothing, 
but  I  must  have  my  child !  Oh,  I  must  keep  my  child !  The 
good  God,  who  is  master  of  us  all,  never  gave  her  back  to  me 
for  nothing !  The  king !  you  say  the  king !  It  can't  give  him 
much  pleasure  to  have  my  little  girl  killed!  And  besides,  the 
king  is  good !  It's  my  daughter !  It's  my  daughter,  my  own 
girl !  She  is  not  the  king's !  she  is  not  yours !  I  will  go  away ! 
we  will  both  go  away!  After  all,  they  will  let  two  women 
pass, —  a  mother  and  her  daughter !  Let  us  pass !  we  are  from 
Rheims!  Oh,  you  are  very  kind,  Serjeants!  I  love  you  all. 
You  will  not  take  my  dear  little  one  from  me ;  it  is  impossible, 
isn't  it  ?  Utterly  impossible !  My  child,  my  child !  " 

We  will  not  try  to  give  any  idea  of  her  gestures,  of  her 
^  of  the  tears  which  she  swallowed  as  she  spoke,  of  her 
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hards  which  she  clasped  and  then  wrung,  of  the  heartrending 
smiles,  the  pathetic  glances,  the  groans,  the  sighs,  the  agoniz- 
ing and  piercing  cries  which  she  mingled  with  her  wild,  in- 
coherent, rambling  words.  When  she  ceased,  Tristan  1'Her- 
mite  frowned,  but  it  was  to  hide  a  tear  that  dimmed  his  tigerish 
eye.  However,  he  conquered  this  weakness,  and  said  curtly, — 

'"  It  is  the  king's  command." 

Then  he  bent  down  to  Henriet  Cousin  and  said  in  a  low 
voice, — 

"  Put  an  end  to  this !  " 

Perhaps  the  terrible  provost  himself  felt  his  heart  fail  him. 

The  hangman  and  his  men  entered  the  cell.  The  mother 
made  no  resistance.  She  only  dragged  herself  towards  her 
daughter  and  threw  herself  heavily  upon  her. 

The  gipsy  saw  the  soldiers  coming.  The  horror  of  death 
revived  her. 

'•  My  mother ! "  she  cried  in  tones  of  unspeakable  distress ; 
"  my  mother !  They  are  coming !  Defend  me !  " 

'"  Yes,  my  love.  I  will  defend  you ! "  replied  her  mother, 
in  a  feeble  voice;  and  clasping  her  closely  in  her  arms,  she 
covered  her  with  kisses.  The  two,  prostrate  on  the  ground, 
mother  and  daughter,  were  a  sight  worthy  of  pity. 

Henriet  Cousin  seized  the  gi  i  just  below  her  beautiful  shoul- 
ders. When  she  felt  his  hand,  she  shrieked  and  fainted.  The 
hangman,  whose  big  tears  fell  drop  by  drop  upon  her,  tried 
to  raise  her  in  his  arms.  He  strove  to  loose  her  mother's  hold, 
she  having,  as  it  were,  knotted  her  hands  about  her  daughter's 
waist ;  but  she  clung  so  closely  to  her  child  that  it  was  impossi- 
ble to  part  them.  Henriet  Cousin  therefore  dragged  the  girl 
from  the  cell,  and  her  mother  after  her.  The  mother's  eyes 
were  also  closed. 

At  this  moment  the  sun  rose,  and  there  was  already  a  con- 
siderable crowd  of  people  in  the  square,  looking  on  from  a 
little  distance  to  see  who  was  being  thus  dragged  over  the 
pavement  to  the  gallows, —  for  this  was  Provost  Tristan's  way 
at  hangings.  He  had  a  mania  for  hindering  the  curious  from 
con  ing  too  close. 
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There  was  no  one  at  the  windows.  Only,  far  off,  on  the 
top  of  the  Notre-Dame  tower  overlooking  the  Greve,  two  men 
were  to  be  seen  darkly  outlined  against  the  clear  morning  sky, 
apparently  watching  the  proceedings. 

Henriet  Cousin  paused  with  his  burden  at  the  foot  of  the 
fatal  ladder,  and,  scarcely  breathing  so  strongly  was  he  moved 
to  pity,  he  passed  the  rope  around  the  girl's  beautiful  neck. 
The  unhappy  creature  felt  the  horrible  contact  of  the  hemp. 
She  raised  her  eyelids,  and  saw  the  fleshless  arm  of  the  stone 
gibbet  stretched  above  her  head.  Then  she  shook  off  her  tor- 
por, and  cried  in  a  sharp,  shrill  voice,  "  No,  no,  I  will  not !  " 
Her  mother,  whose  head  was  buried  and  lost  in  her  child's 
garments,  did  not  speak  a  word ;  but  her  entire  body  was  con- 
vulsed by  a  shudder,  and  she  lavished  redoubled  kisses  upon  her 
child.  The  hangman  took  advantage  of  this  moment  quickly 
to  unclasp  her  arms  from  the  prisoner.  Whether  from  ex- 
haustion or  despair,  she  submitted.  Then  he  took  the  girl 
upon  his  shoulder,  over  which  the  charming  creature  fell  grace- 
fully, bent  double  over  his  large  head.  Then  he  put  his  foot 
upon  the  ladder  to  ascend. 

At  this  instant  the  mother,  crouching  on  the  pavement, 
opened  wide  her  eyes.  Without  a  cry,  she  sprang  up  with  a 
terrible  look ;  then,  like  a  wild  beast  leaping  upon  its  prey,  she 
threw  herself  upon  the  hangman's  hand,  and  bit  it.  It  was  a 
flash  of  lightning.  The  hangman  yelled  with  pain.  They 
ran  to  his  aid.  With  some  difficulty  they  withdrew  his  bleed- 
ing hand  from  between  the  mother's  teeth.  She  maintained 
a  profound  silence.  The  men  pushed  her  away  with  some 
brutality,  and  observed  that  her  head  fell  heavily  on  the  pave- 
ment. They  lifted  her  up;  she  fell  back  again.  She  was 
dead. 

The  hangman,  who  had  not  let  go  his  hold  of  the  girl,  re- 
sumed his  ascent  of  the  ladder. 
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CHAPTER  II 

LA  CREATURA  BELLA  BIANCO  VESTITA 
(DANTE.) 

\\  THEN  Quasimodo  saw  that  the  cell  was  empty,  the  gipsy 
V  V  gone,  that  while  he  was  defending  her  she  had  been 
carried  off,  he  tore  his  hair,  and  stamped  with  rage  and  sur- 
prise ;  then  he  ran  from  end  to  end  of  the  church  in  search 
of  his  sovereign  lady,  uttering  strange  howls  as  he  went,  scat- 
tering his  red  hair  upon  the  pavement.  It  was  just  at  the 
moment  when  the  royal  archers  entered  Notre-Dame  in  tri- 
umph, also  in  search  of  the  gipsy.  Quasimodo  helped  them, 
without  suspecting  —  poor  deaf  fellow  ! —  their  fatal  purpose ; 
he  supposed  that  the  enemies  of  the  gipsy  were  the  Vagrants. 
He  himself  guided  Tristan  1'Hermite  to  every  possible  hiding- 
place,  opened  secret  doors,  false  altar-backs,  and  inner  sacris- 
ties for  him.  Had  the  wretched  girl  still  been  there  he  must 
have  betrayed  her. 

When  the  fatigue  of  unsuccessful  search  discouraged  Tris- 
tan, who  was  not  easily  discouraged,  Quasimodo  continued  to 
search  alone.  Twenty,  nay,  a  hundred  times  he  went  the  round 
of  the  church,  from  one  end  to  the  other,  from  top  to  bottom, 
upstairs,  downstairs,  running,  calling,  crying,  sniffing,  ferret- 
ing, rummaging,  poking  his  head  into  every  hole,  thrusting  a 
torch  into  every  vault,  desperate,  mad.  No  wild  beast  which 
had  lost  its  mate  could  be  wilder  or  more  frantic. 

Finally  when  he  was  sure,  very  sure,  that  she  was  no  longer 
there,  that  all  was  over,  that  she  had  been  stolen  from  him,  he 
slowly  climbed  the  tower  stairs, —  those  stairs  which  he  had 
mourted  with  such  eagerness  and  delight  on  the  day  when  he 
saved  her.  He  passed  by  the  same  places,  with  hanging  head, 
voice  iess,  tearless,  almost  breathless.  The  church  was  again 
deserted,  and  had  relapsed  into  its  usual  silence.  The  archers 
had  left  it  to  track  the  witch  into  the  City.  Quasimodo,  alone 
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in  that  vast  cathedral,  so  crowded  and  so  noisy  but  a  moment 
previous,  returned  to  the  room  where  the  gipsy  had  for  so 
many  weeks  slept  under  his  watchful  care. 

As  he  approached  it,  he  fancied  that  he  might  perhaps  find 
her  there.  When,  at  the  turn  of  the  gallery  opening  upon 
the  roof  of  the  side-aisle,  he  caught  sight  of  the  narrow  cell 
with  its  tiny  door  and  window  nestling  under  a  huge  flying 
buttress,  like  a  bird's  nest  under  a  branch,  his  heart  failed 
him, —  poor  man! — and  he  leaned  against  a  pillar  lest  he 
should  fall.  He  imagined  that  she  might  perhaps  have  re- 
turned ;  that  a  good  genius  had  undoubtedly  brought  her  back  ; 
that  the  cell  was  too  quiet,  too  safe,  and  too  attractive  for  her 
not  to  be  there;  and  he  dared  not  take  another  step  for  fear 
of  destroying  his  illusion.  "  Yes,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  she 
is  asleep,  or  saying  her  prayers.  I  won't  disturb  her." 

At  last  he  summoned  up  all  his  courage,  advanced  on  tiptoe, 
looked,  entered.  Empty, —  the  cell  was  still  empty.  The  un- 
happy deaf  man  slowly  walked  about  it,  lifted  the  bed  and 
looked  under  it,  as  if  she  might  be  hidden  between  the  mattress 
and  the  stones ;  then  he  shook  his  head,  and  stood  staring  stu- 
pidly. All  at  once  he  trampled  his  torch  furiously  under 
foot,  and  without  a  word,  without  a  sigh,  he  threw  himself 
headlong  against  the  wall,  and  fell  fainting  on  the  floor. 

When  he  came  to  his  senses,  he  flung  himself  upon  the  bed ; 
he  rolled  upon  it;  he  kissed  frantically  the  place,  still  warm, 
where  the  young  girl  had  slept ;  he  lay  there  for  some  moments 
as  motionless  as  if  about  to  die;  then  he  rose,  streaming  with 
perspiration,  panting,  insensate,  and  began  to  beat  his  head 
against  the  wall  with  the  frightful  regularity  of  the  clapper 
of  one  of  his  own  bells,  and  the  resolution  of  a  man  who  is 
determined  to  dash  out  his  brains.  At  last  he  fell  exhausted 
for  the  second  time;  he  dragged  himself  from  the  cell  on  his 
knees,  and  crouched  before  the  door  in  an  attitude  of  wonder. 

Thus  he  remained  for  more  than  an  hour  without  stirring, 
his  eye  fixed  upon  the  empty  cell,  sadder  and  more  pensive 
than  a  mother  seated  between  an  empty  cradle  and  a  coffin. 
He  did  not  utter  a  word;  only  at  long  intervals  a  sob  shook 
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his  whole  body  convulsively ;  but  it  was  a  dry,  tearless  sob,  like 
summer  lightning,  which  is  silent. 

It  seems  that  it  was  then  that,  seeking  in  his  desolate 
thoughts  to  learn  who  could  have  been  the  unlooked-for  rav- 
isher  of  the  gipsy,  his  mind  reverted  to  the  archdeacon.  He 
remembered  that  Don  Claude  alone  had  a  key  to  the  staircase 
leading  to  the  cell.  He  recalled  his  midnight  attempts  upon 
the  girl, —  the  first,  in  which  he,  Quasimodo  had  helped  him ; 
the  second,  which  he  had  foiled.  He  remembered  a  thousand 
details,  and  soon  ceased  to  doubt  that  the  archdeacon  had  stolen 
the  gipsy  from  him.  However,  such  was  his  respect  for  the 
priest,  his  gratitude,  his  devotion,  his  love  for  the  man  were  so 
deeply  rooted  in  his  heart,  that  they  resisted,  even  at  this  mo- 
ment, the  claws  of  jealousy  and  despair. 

He  considered  that  the  archdeacon  had  done  this  thing,  and 
the  thirst  for  blood  and  murder  which  he  would  have  felt  for 
another  were  turned  in  the  poor  deaf  man  to  added  grief  where 
Claude  Frollo  was  concerned. 

Just  as  his  thoughts  were  thus  concentrated  upon  the  priest, 
as  dawn  whitened  the  flying  buttresses,  he  saw  on  the  upper 
story  of  Notre-Dame,  at  the  angle  formed  by  the  outer  railing 
which  runs  round  the  chancel,  a  moving  figure.  The  figure 
was  walking  towards  him.  He  recognized  it.  It  was  the 
archdeacon. 

Claude  advanced  with  grave,  slow  pace.  He  did  not  look 
before  him  as  he  walked.  He  was  going  towards  the  north 
tower;  but  his  face  was  turned  aside  towards  the  right  bank 
of  the  Seine,  and  he  held  his  head  erect,  as  if  trying  to  see 
something  over  the  roofs.  The  owl  often  carries  its  head  in 
this  crooked  position ;  it  flies  towards  one  point,  and  looks  in 
another.  The  priest  thus  passed  above  Quasimodo  without 
seeing  him. 

The  deaf  man,  petrified  by  this  sudden  apparition,  saw  him 
disappear  through  the  door  of  the  staircase  in  the  north  tower. 
Tin-  reader  knows  that  this  tower  is  the  one  from  which  the 
Hotel  de  Ville  is  visible.  Quasimodo  rose,  and  followed  the 
archdeacon. 
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Quasimodo  climbed  the  tower  stairs,  intending  to  go  to  the 
top,  to  learn  why  the  priest  was  there;  yet  the  poor  ringer 
knew  not  what  he,  Quasimodo,  meant  to  do  or  say,  or  what  he 
wished.  He  was  full  of  fury,  and  full  of  fear.  The  arch- 
deacon and  the  gipsy  struggled  for  the  mastery  in  his  heart. 

When  he  reached  the  top  of  the  tower,  before  issuing  from 
the  shadow  of  the  stairs  and  stepping  upon  the  platform,  he 
looked  carefully  about  to  see  where  the  priest  was.  The  priest 
stood  with  his  back  to  him.  There  is  an  open  balustrade 
around  the  platform  of  the  belfry  tower;  the  priest,  whose 
eyes  were  riveted  upon  the  city,  leaned  against  that  one  of  the 
four  sides  of  the  railing  which  overlooks  the  Pont  Notre- 
Dame. 

Quasimodo,  stealthily  advancing  behind  him,  gazed  abroad 
to  see  what  he  was  watching  so  closely. 

But  the  priest's  attention  was  so  fully  absorbed  that  he  did 
not  hear  the  deaf  man's  step  at  his  side. 

Paris  is  a  magnificent  and  charming  sight,  and  especially 
so  was  the  Paris  of  that  day,  viewed  from  the  top  of  the  towers 
of  Notre-Dame  in  the  cool  light  of  a  summer  dawn.  The  day 
might  have  been  one  of  the  early  days  of  July.  The  sky  was 
perfectly  clear.  A  few  tardy  stars  were  fading  out  at  differ- 
ent points,  and  there  was  a  single  very  brilliant  one  in  the  east, 
in  the  brightest  part  of  the  sky.  The  sun  was  just  rising. 
Paris  began  to  stir.  A  very  white,  very  pure  light  threw  into 
strong  relief  all  the  outlines  which  its  countless  houses  present 
to  the  east.  The  monstrous  shadows  of  the  steeples  spread 
from  roof  to  roof  from  one  end  of  the  great  city  to  the  other. 
There  were  already  certain  quarters  filled  with  chatter  and 
noise, —  here  the  stroke  of  a  bell,  there  the  blow  of  a  hammer, 
yonder  the  intricate  jingle  and  clatter  of  a  passing  cart.  Al- 
ready smoke  rose  here  and  there  from  the  sea  of  roofs,  as  from 
the  fissures  in  a  vast  volcano.  The  river,  whose  waters  wash 
the  piers  of  so  many  bridges  and  the  shores  of  so  many  islands, 
was  rippled  with  silvery  folds.  Around  the  city,  outside  the 
ramparts,  the  view  was  lost  in  a  wide  ring  of  fleecy  vapours, 
through  which  the  indefinite  line  of  the  plains  and  the  graceful 
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swell  of  the  hills  were  vaguely  visible.  All  sorts  of  sounds 
floated  confusedly  over  the  half-awakened  city.  Towards  the 
east,  the  morning  breeze  chased  across  the  sky  a  few  white 
flakes  torn  from  the  fleece  of  mist  upon  the  hills. 

In  the  cathedral  square  certain  good  women,  milk  jug  in 
hand,  pointed  with  amaze  to  the  strange  dilapidation  of  the 
great  door  of  Notre-Dame,  and  the  two  rivulets  of  lead  con- 
gealed in  the  crevices  of  the  sandstone.  These  were  the  only 
remaining  signs  of  the  tumult  of  the  night.  The  bonfire 
kindled  by  Quasimodo  between  the  towers  had  gone  out.  Tris- 
tan had  already  had  the  square  cleared  and  the  dead  bodies 
thrown  into  the  Sein.  Kings  like  Louis  XL  are  careful  to 
wash  the  pavement  quickly  after  a  massacre. 

Outside  the  tower  rail,  exactly  under  the  point  where  the 
priest  had  paused,  there  was  one  of  those  fancifully  carved 
gutters  with  which  Gothic  edifices  bristle;  and  in  a  chink  of 
this  gutter  were  two  pretty  gilly-flowers  in  full  bloom,  waving 
and  seeming  almost  alive  in  the  breeze,  as  they  playfully  sa- 
luted each  other.  Above  the  towers,  aloft,  far  away  in  the 
depths  of  the  sky,  were  little  twittering  birds. 

But  the  priest  heard  and  saw  none  of  these  things.  He 
was  one  of  those  men  for  whom  there  are  no  day-dreams,  or 
birds,  or  flowers.  In  all  that  immense  horizon,  which  assumed 
so  many  and  such  varied  aspects  about  him,  his  gaze  was  cen- 
tred on  a  single  point. 

Quasimodo  burned  to  ask  him  what  he  had  done  with  the 
gipsy;  but  the  archdeacon  seemed  at  this  instant  to  haVe  left 
the  world  far  behind  him.  He  was  evidently  passing  through 
one  of  those  critical  moments  of  life  when  a  man  would  not 
feel  the  earth  crumble  beneath  him.  His  eyes  fixed  constantly 
upon  a  certain  spot,  he  stood  motionless  and  silent;  and  there 
was  something  so  fearful  about  his  silence  and  his  motionless- 
ness,  that  the  shy  bell-ringer  shuddered  before  it,  and  dared 
not  disturb  him.  Only  —  and  this  was  one  way  of  question- 
ing the  archdeacon'  —  he  f ollowed  the  direction  of  his  glance, 
and  in  this  manner  the  eye  of  the  unfortunate  deaf  man  fell 

upon  the  Greve. 
in 
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Thus  he  saw  what  the  priest  was  watching.  The  ladder 
was  reared  beside  the  permanent  gallows.  There  were  a  few 
people  in  the  square,  and  a  number  of  soldiers.  A  man 
dragged  across  the  pavement  a  white  object  to  which  some- 
thing black  was  fastened.  This  man  stopped  at  the  foot  of 
the  gallows. 

At  this  point  something  took  place  which  Quasimodo  could 
not  quite  make  out.  Not  because  his  one  eye  had  not  retained 
its  great  range,  but  there  was  a  knot  of  soldiers  which  hin- 
dered him  from  seeing  everything.  Besides,  at  this  instant  the 
sun  rose,  and  such  a  flood  of  light  burst  from  the  horizon  that 
it  seemed  as  if  every  pinnacle  in  Paris,  spires,  chimneys,  and 
gables,  were  set  on  fire  at  once. 

Meantime,  the  man  continued  to  climb  the  ladder.  Then 
Quasimodo  saw  him  again  distinctly.  He  had  a  woman  across 
his  shoulder, —  a  young  girl  dressed  in  white;  this  girl  had  a 
knotted  rope  around  her  neck.  Quasimodo  recognized  her. 

It  was  she ! 

The  man  reached  the  top  of  the  ladder.  There  he  arranged 
the  noose.  Here  the  priest,  to  see  the  better,  knelt  upon  the 
balustrade. 

All  at  once  the  man  pushed  the  ladder  quickly  from  him 
with  his  heel ;  and  Quasimodo,  who  had  scarcely  breathed  for 
some  moments  past,  saw  the  unfortunate  girl  dangling  from 
the  end  of  the  rope,  a  dozen  feet  from  the  ground,  the  man 
crouching  above  her,  pressing  his  feet  against  her  shoulders 
to  weigh  her  down.  The  rope  revolved  rapidly  several  times, 
and  Quasimodo  saw  a  horrible  shudder  run  through  the  gipsy's 
frame.  The  priest,  on  his  part,  with  outstretched  neck  and 
starting  eyes,  watched  that  dreadful  group  of  man  and  girl, — 
of  the  spider  and  the  fly. 

At  the  most  awful  moment  a  demoniac  laugh  —  a  laugh 
impossible  to  a  mere  man  —  broke  from  the  livid  lips  of 
the  priest.  Quasimodo  did  not  hear  this  laughter,  but  he  saw 
it. 

The  ringer  shrank  back  a  few  paces  behind  the  archdeacon, 
and  then,  suddenly  rushing  furiously  upon  him,  with  his  huge 
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hands  he  hurled  Don  Claude  into  the  abyss  over  which  he 
leaned. 

The  priest  cried,  "  Damnation !  "  and  fell. 

The  gutter  below  arrested  his  fall.  He  clung  to  it  with  des- 
perate hands,  and,  as  he  opened  his  mouth  for  a  second  shriek, 
he  saw,  looking  over  the  edge  of  the  balustrade,  above  his 
head,  the  terrible,  avenging  face  of  Quasimodo. 

Then  he  was  silent. 

The  abyss  was  beneath  him.  A  fall  of  more  than  two  hun- 
dred feet, —  and  the  pavement. 

In  this  dreadful  situation  the  archdeacon  said  not  a  word, 
uttered  not  a  groan.  He  merely  writhed  about  the  gutter 
making  incredible  efforts  to  climb  up  it,  but  his  hands  had  no 
grip  upon  the  granite,  his  feet  scratched  the  blackened  wall 
without  finding  a  foothold.  Those  who  have  visited  the  Tow- 
ers of  Notre-Dame  know  that  the  stone  projects  directly  below 
the  balustrade.  It  was  against  this  swell  that  the  wretched 
archdeacon  exhausted  himself  in  frantic  struggles.  He  was 
working,  not  upon  a  perpendicular  wall,  but  upon  a  wall  which 
sloped  away  from  beneath  him. 

Quasimodo  had  only  to  stretch  forth  his  hand  to  save  him 
from  the  gulf;  but  he  did  not  even  look  at  him.  He  looked 
at  the  Greve ;  he  looked  at  the  gibbet ;  he  looked  at  the  gipsy 
girl. 

The  deaf  man  leaned  his  elbows  on  the  railing,  in  the  very 
place  where  the  archdeacon  had  been  the  moment  previous, 
and  there,  never  removing  his  gaze  from  the  only  object  which 
at  this  instant  existed  for  him,  he  stood  motionless  and  mute  as 
if  struck  by  lightning,  and  a  river  of  tears  flowed  silently  from 
that  eye  which  until  then  had  shed  but  a  single  tear. 

Meantime,  the  archdeacon  gasped.  His  bald  head  streamed 
with  perspiration,  his  nails  bled  against  the  stone,  his  knees 
were  flayed  against  the  wall. 

He  heard  his  cassock,  by  which  he  hung  to  the  spout,  crack 
and  rip  at  every  jerk  that  he  gave  it.  To  complete  his  mis- 
fortunes, this  spout  terminated  in  a  leaden  pipe  which  was 
bending  beneath  the  weight  of  his  body.  The  archdeacon  felt 


244  NOTRE-DAME 

this  pipe  slowly  giving  way.  The  miserable  creature  said  to 
himself  that  when  his  cassock  was  torn  through,  when  the  lead 
bent  completely,  he  must  fall;  and  terror  took  possession  of 
him.  Sometimes  he  gazed  wildly  at  a  sort  of  narrow  platform 
some  ten  feet  below  him,  formed  by  certain  carvings  which 
jutted  out;  and  he  implored  Heaven,  from  the  depths  of  his 
distressed  soul,  to  permit  him  to  end  his  life  upon  that  space 
two  feet  square,  were  it  to  last  a  hundred  years.  Once  he 
looked  down  into  the  abyss,  into  the  square;  when  he  raised 
his  head  his  eyes  were  shut  and  his  hair  was  erect. 

There  was  something  frightful  in  the  silence  of  the  two  men. 
While  the  archdeacon,  a  few  feet  beneath  him,  was  agonizing 
in  this  horrible  fashion,  Quasimodo  wept,  and  watched  the 
Greve. 

The  archdeacon,  seeing  that  all  his  struggles  merely  weak- 
ened the  frail  support  which  remained  to  him,  resolved  to 
move  no  more.  He  clung  there,  hugging  the  gutter,  scarcely 
breathing,  never  stirring,  his  only  movement  being  that  me- 
chanical heaving  of  the  chest  experienced  in  dreams  when  we 
think  that  we  are  falling.  His  eyes  were  fixed  in  a  wide  stare 
of  anguish  and  amaze.  Little  by  little,  however,  he  lost 
ground;  his  fingers  slipped  from  the  spout;  the  feebleness  of 
his  arms  and  the  weight  of  his  body  increased  more  and  more. 
The  bending  lead  which  supported  him,  every  moment  inclined 
a  notch  nearer  to  the  abyss. 

He  saw  below  him  a  fearful  sight, —  the  roof  of  Saint- Jean 
le  Rond  as  small  as  a  card  bent  double.  He  gazed,  one  after 
another,  at  the  impassive  sculptures  on  the  tower,  like  him  sus- 
pended over  the  precipice,  but  without  terror  for  themselves 
or  pity  for  him.  All  around  him  was  of  stone:  before  his 
eyes,  gaping  monsters;  below,  far  down  in  the  square,  the 
pavement ;  above  his  head,  Quasimodo  weeping. 

Groups  of  curious  citizens  had  gathered  in  the  square, 
calmly  trying  to  guess  what  manner  of  madman  it  might  be 
who  amused  himself  in  so  strange  a  manner.  The  priest  heard 
them  say, —  for  their  voices  reached  him  clear  and  shrill, — 
"  But  he  will  break  his  neck ! " 
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Quasimodo  was  weeping. 

At  last  the  archdeacon,  foaming  with  rage  and  fright, 
knew  that  all  was  in  vain.  However,  he  summoned  up  his 
remaining  strength  for  a  final  effort.  He  braced  himself 
against  the  gutter,  set  his  knees  against  the  wall,  hooked  his 
hands  into  a  chink  in  the  stones,  and  succeeded  in  climbing  up 
perhaps  a  foot;  but  this  struggle  made  the  leaden  pipe  upon 
which  he  hung,  bend  suddenly.  With  the  same  effort  his  cas- 
sock tore  apart.  Then,  feeling  that  everything  had  failed 
him.  his  stiffened  and  trembling  hands  alone  retaining  a  hold 
upon  anything,  the  unfortunate  wretch  closed  his  eyes  and 
loosened  his  grasp  of  the  gutter.  He  fell. 

Quasimodo  watched  him  fall. 

A  fall  from  such  a  height  is  seldom  perpendicular.  The 
archdeacon,  launched  into  space,  at  first  fell  head  downward, 
with  outstretched  arms;  then  he  rolled  over  and  over  several 
times ;  the  wind  wafted  him  to  the  roof  of  a  house,  where  the 
unhappy  man  broke  some  of  his  bones.  Still,  he  was  not  dead 
when  he  landed  there.  The  ringer  saw  him  make  another 
effort  to  clutch  the  gable  with  his  nails ;  but  the  slope  was  too 
steep,  and  his  strength  was  exhausted.  He  slid  rapidly  down 
the  roof,  like  a  loose  tile,  and  rebounded  to  the  pavement. 
There,  he  ceased  to  move. 

Quasimodo  then  raised  his  eye  to  the  gipsy,  whose  body  he 
could  see,  as  it  swung  from  the  gibbet,  quivering  beneath  its 
white  gown  in  the  last  death-throes ;  then  he  again  lowered  it 
to  the  archdeacon,  stretched  at  the  foot  of  the  tower,  without 
a  trace  of  human  shape,  and  he  said,  with  a  sob  which  heaved 
his  mighty  breast,  "  Oh,  all  that  I  ever  loved ! " 
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CHAPTER  III 

MARRIAGE    OF    PHffiBUS 

TOWARDS  evening  of  the  same  day,  when  the  bishop's 
officers  came  to  remove  the  mangled  body  of  the  arch- 
deacon from  the  pavement,  Quasimodo  had  vanished  from 
Notre-Dame. 

Many  rumours  were  rife  concerning  the  accident.  No  one 
doubted  that  the  day  had  come  when,  according  to  their  com- 
pact, Quasimodo  —  that  is  to  say  the  devil  —  was  to  carry  off 
Claude  Frollo, —  that  is  to  say  the  sorcerer.  It  was  supposed 
that  he  had  destroyed  the  body  in  taking  the  soul,  as  a  monkey 
cracks  the  shell  to  eat  the  nut. 

Accordingly  the  archdeacon  was  not  buried  in  consecrated 
ground. 

Louis  XI.  died  the  following  year,  in  the  month  of  August, 
1483. 

As  for  Pierre  Gringoire,  he  contrived  to  save  the  goat,  and 
he  achieved  some  success  as  a  tragic  author.  It  seems  that 
after  dipping  into  astrology,  philosophy,  architecture,  her- 
metics,  and  all  manner  of  follies,  he  returned  to  writing  trage- 
dies, the  most  foolish  of  all  things.  This  he  called  "  making 
a  tragic  end."  In  regard  to  his  dramatic  triumphs,  we  read 
in  1483,  in  the  Accounts  of  the  Ordinary.  "  To  Jehan  March- 
and  and  Pierre  Gringoire,  carpenter  and  composer,  who  made 
and  composed  the  mystery  performed  at  the  Chatelet  in  Paris, 
on  the  entry  of  the  legate,  ordered  the  personages,  dressed  and 
habited  the  same  as  the  said  mystery  required,  and  likewise 
made  the  necessary  scaffoldings  for  the  same,  one  hundred 
pounds." 

Phoebus  de  Chateaupers  also  came  to  a  tragic  end :  he  mar- 
ried. 
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CHAPTER  IV 

MARRIAGE    OF    QUASIMODO 

WE  have  already  said  that  Quasimodo  disappeared  from 
Notre-Dame  on  the  day  of  the  death  of  the  gipsy 
and  the  archdeacon.  Indeed,  he  was  never  seen  again;  no 
one  knew  what  became  of  him. 

During  the  night  following  the  execution  of  Esmeralda, 
the  hangman's  assistants  took  down  her  body  from  the  gibbet, 
and  carried  it,  as  was  customary,  to  the  vaults  at  Mont- 
faucon. 

Montfaucon,  as  Sauval  states,  was  "  the  most  ancient  and 
most  superb  gibbet  in  the  kingdom."  Between  the  suburbs 
of  the  Temple  and  Saint-Martin,  about  three  hundred  and 
twenty  yards  from  the  walls  of  Paris,  a  few  cross-bow  shots 
from  the  village  of  La  Courtille,  at  the  top  of  a  gentle,  almost 
imperceptibly  sloping  hill,  yet  high  enough  to  be  seen  for  a 
distance  of  several  leagues,  was  a  building  of  singular  shape, 
looking  much  like  a  Celtic  cromlech,  and  where  human  sacri- 
fices were  also  offered  up. 

Imagine,  at  the  top  of  a  chalk-hill  a  parallelopipedon  of 
masonry  fifteen  feet  high,  thirty  broad,  and  forty  long,  with 
a  door,  an  outer  railing,  and  a  platform;  upon  this  platform 
sixteen  huge  pillars  of  unhewn  stone,  thirty  feet  high,  ranged 
in  a  colonnade  around  three  of  the  four  sides  of  the  base  which 
supported  them,  connected  at  the  top  by  stout  beams  from 
which  at  intervals  hung  chains;  from  all  these  chains  swung 
skeletons;  round  about  it,  in  the  plain,  were  a  stone  cross  and 
two  gibbets  of  secondary  rank  which  seemed  to  spring  up  like 
shcots  from  the  central  tree ;  above  all  this,  in  the  sky,  a  per- 
petual flight  of  ravens:  such  was  Montfaucon. 

At  the  close  of  the  fifteenth  century  the  awful  gibbet,  which 
dated  from  1328,  was  already  very  much  decayed;  the  beams 
were  worm-eaten,  the  chains  rusty,  the  pillars  green  with 
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mould;  the  courses  of  hewn  stone  gaped  widely  at  the  joints, 
and  grass  grew  upon  the  platform  where  no  foot  ever  trod; 
the  structure  cast  a  horrid  shadow  against  the  sky,  particu- 
larly at  night,  when  the  moon  shone  feebly  upon  those  white 
skulls,  or  when  the  breeze  stirred  chains  and  skeletons,  and 
made  them  rattle  in  the  darkness.  The  presence  of  this  gib- 
bet was  enough  to  give  the  entire  neighbourhood  an  evil  name. 

The  stone  base  of  the  odious  structure  was  hollow.  It  had 
been  made  into  a  vast  vault,  closed  by  an  antique  grating  of 
battered  iron,  into  which  were  cast  not  only  the  human  remains 
taken  from  the  chains  at  Montfaucon,  but  the  bodies  of  all 
the  unfortunates  executed  upon  the  other  permanent  gallows 
throughout  Paris.  In  this  deep  charnel-house,  where  so  many 
mortal  remains  and  so  many  crimes  rotted  together,  many  of 
the  great  ones  of  the  earth,  many  innocent  beings,  have  laid 
their  bones,  from  Enguerrand  de  Marigni,  who  was  the  first 
victim  of  Montfaucon,  and  who  was  an  upright  man,  down  to 
Admiral  de  Coligni,  who  was  the  last,  and  who  was  likewise  a 
good  man. 

As  for  the  mysterious  disappearance  of  Quasimodo,  all  that 
we  have  been  able  to  discover  is  this : — 

Some  two  years  or  eighteen  months  after  the  events  which 
close  this  story,  when  search  was  made  in  the  vault  at  Mont- 
faucon for  the  body  of  Olivier  le  Daim,  who  had  been  hanged 
two  days  previous,  and  to  whom  Charles  VIII.  had  accorded 
permission  to  be  buried  at  Saint-Laurent  in  better  company, 
among  all  those  hideous  carcasses  two  skeletons  were  found 
locked  in  a  close  embrace.  One  of  the  two,  which  was  that 
of  a  woman,  still  had  about  it  some  fragments  of  a  gown,  of 
stuff  once  white,  and  about  its  neck  was  a  necklace  of  grains 
of  adrezarach,  with  a  little  silk  bag,  adorned  with  green  glass 
beads,  which  was  open  and  empty.  These  articles  were  doubt- 
less of  so  little  value  that  the  hangman  had  not  cared  to  remove 
them.  The  other  skeleton,  which  held  this  in  so  close  an  em- 
brace, was  that  of  a  man.  It  was  noticed  that  his  spine  was 
curved,  his  head  close  between  his  shoulder-blades,  and  one 
leg  shorter  than  the  other.  Moreover,  his  neck  was  not 
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broken,  and  it  was  evident  that  he  had  not  been  hanged.  The 
man  to  whom  these  bones  belonged  must  therefore  have  come 
hither  himself  and  died  here.  When  an  attempt  was  made  to 
loose  him  from  the  skeleton  which  he  clasped,  he  crumbled  into 
dust. 


NOTE 
ADDED  TO  THE  LAST  EDITION 


IT  was  through  error  that  this  edition  was  announced  before- 
hand as  enlarged  by  several  new  chapters.     They  should 
have  been  spoken  of  as  unpublished;  for  if  by  "  new  "  we  un- 
derstand "  recently  made,"  the  chapters  added  to  this  edition 
are  not  new. 

They  were  written  at  the  same  time  as  the  rest  of  the  work ; 
they  date  from  the  same  epoch,  and  came  from  the  same  idea ; 
they  have  always  been  part  of  the  manuscript  of  "  Notre-Dame 
de  Paris."  Furthermore,  the  author  does  not  understand  how 
any  one  can  add  new  developments  to  a  work  of  this  class. 
That  cannot  be  done  at  will.  A  romance,  in  his  opinion,  is 
born,  in  a  way  in  a  certain  sense  necessary,  with  all  its  chap- 
ters ;  a  drama  is  born  with  all  its  scenes.  Dp  not  believe  that 
there  is  anything  arbitrary  of  which  this  whole  is  composed, — 
this  mysterious  microcosm  that  you  call  a  drama  or  a  romance. 
Grafting  and  soldering  act  unfortunately  upon  works  of  this 
nature,  which  should  spring  into  being  at  a  single  leap  and 
remain  such  as  they  are.  Once  the  thing  is  done,  do  not  re- 
vise or  retouch  it.  Once  the  book  is  published,  and  its  sex  — 
virile  or  not  —  recognized  and  proclaimed,  once  the  child  has 
uttered  its  first  cry,  it  is  born;  here  it  is;  it  is  made  thus; 
neither  father  nor  mother  can  alter  it;  it  belongs  to  the  air 
and  the  sun;  let  it  live  or  die  as  it  is.  Is  your  book  im- 
mature? So  much  the  worse.  Never  add  chapters  to  an 
immature  book.  Is  it  incomplete?  You  should  have  com- 
pleted it  when  you  brought  it  forth.  Is  your  tree  gnarled? 
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Do  not  attempt  to  straighten  it.  Is  your  romance  sickly;  is 
your  romance  to  be  short-lived?  You  cannot  give  to  it  the 
breath  which  it  lacks.  Is  your  drama  born  limping?  Be- 
lieve me,  you  cannot  give  it  a  wooden  leg. 

The  author,  then,  attaches  a  particular  value  to  this,  that 
the  public  should  know  that  the  chapters  added  here  have  not 
been  made  expressly  for  this  reprint.  That  they  were  not 
published  in  earlier  editions  of  the  book  was  for  a  very  sim- 
ple reason.  At  the  time  when  "  Notre-Dame  de  Paris  "  was 
printed  for  the  first  time,  the  package  which  contained  these 
three  chapters  was  lost.  It  was  necessary  to  re-write  or  omit 
them.  The  author  concluded  that  the  only  two  chapters 
which  would  have  been  important  by  their  scope  were  those 
chapters  on  art  and  history  whose  loss  would  detract  nothing 
from  the  drama  and  the  romance;  that  the  public  would  be 
none  the  wiser  concerning  their  disappearance;  and  that  he 
alone,  the  author,  would  be  in  the  secret  of  this  gap.  He 
decided  to  go  on  without  them ;  and  besides  —  to  make  a 
clean  breast  of  it,— his  indolence  recoiled  before  the  task  of 
re-writing  the  three  lost  chapters.  He  would  have  found  it 
Jess  work  to  write  a  new  romance. 

To-day  the  chapters  are  found,  and  he  seizes  the  first  occa- 
sion to  replace  them  where  they  belong. 

Here,  then,  is  his  entire  work,  as  he  dreamed  it,  as  he 
wrote  it,  good  or  bad,  lasting  or  fleeting,  but  such  as  he 
wished  it. 

Without  doubt  these  recovered  chapters  will  have  little 
value  in  the  eyes  of  persons,  in  other  respects  very  judicious, 
who  have  sought  in  "  Notre-Dame  de  Paris  "  only  the  drama, 
only  the  romance;  but  there  are  perhaps  other  readers  who 
have  not  found  it  unprofitable  to  study  the  aesthetic  and  phil- 
osophic thought  hidden  in  this  book,  who  would  have  been 
glad,  in  reading  "  Notre-Dame  de  Paris,"  to  detect  under  the 
romance  something  besides  romance,  and  to  have  followed,  if 
we  may  be  allowed  somewhat  ambitious  expressions,  the  sys- 
tem of  the  historian  and  the  object  of  the  artist  through  the 
creation,  such  as  it  is,  of  the  poet. 
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It  is  to  such  especially  that  the  added  chapters  of  this  edi- 
tion will  complete  "  Notre-Dame  de  Paris,"  admitting  that 
"  Notre-Dame  de  Paris  "  is  worth  being  completed. 

The  author  expresses  and  develops  in  one  of  these  chapters 
the  actual  decline  of  architecture,  and,  according  to  him,  the 
to-day  almost  inevitable  death  of  this  art  king, —  an  opinion 
unfortunately  very  firmly  rooted  in  him,  and  thoroughly  re- 
flected upon.  But  he  feels  the  need  of  saying  here  that  he 
eagerly  desires  that  the  future  may  prove  him  to  have  been  in 
error.  He  knows  that  art  under  all  its  forms  may  hope  every- 
thing from  the  new  generations  whose  genius,  still  in  the  bud, 
can  be  heard  springing  forth  in  our  studios.  The  seed  is  in 
the  ground;  the  harvest  will  certainly  be  fine.  He  fears 
only,  and  in  the  second  volume  of  this  edition  one  can  see 
why,  that  the  sap  has  been  entirely  withdrawn  from  the  old 
soil  of  architecture  which  during  so  many  ages  has  been  the 
best  garden  for  art. 

However,  there  is  to-day  so  much  life  in  our  artistic  youth, 
so  much  power,  and,  as  it  were,  predestination,  that  in  our 
architectural  schools  in  particular,  at  the  present  time,  the 
professors,  who  are  detestable,  make  not  merely  unwittingly, 
but  even  in  spite  of  themselves,  scholars  who  are  excellent, — 
the  reverse  of  that  potter  of  whom  Horace  speaks,  who  would 
have  made  amphorae  and  produced  only  saucepans.  Currit 
rota,  urceus  exit. 

But,  at  all  events,  whatever  may  be  the  future  of  architec- 
ture, in  whatever  way  our  young  architects  determine  some 
day  the  question  of  their  art,  while  waiting  for  new  monu- 
ments, let  us  keep  the  ancient  ones.  Let  us,  if  possible,  inspire 
the  nation  with  the  love  of  national  architecture.  That,  the 
author  declares,  is  one  of  the  principle  objects  of  this  book; 
that,  one  of  the  principal  objects  of  his  life. 

"  Notre-Dame  de  Paris  "  has  perhaps  opened  some  true  per- 
spectives in  the  art  of  the  Middle  Ages,  in  that  marvellous 
art  not  as  yet  understood  by  some,  and,  what  is  worse,  mis- 
understood by  others.  But  the  author  is  far  from  consider- 
ing as  accomplished  the  task  which  he  voluntarily  assumed,- 
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he  has  already  pleaded,  upon  more  than  one  occasion,  for  our 
ancient  architecture;  he  has  already  denounced  loudly  many 
of  the  profanations,  many  of  the  destructions,  many  of  the 
impious  alterations.  He  will  never  cease  to  do  so.  He  has 
pledged  himself  to  return  often  to  this  subject.  He  will  re* 
turn  to  it.  He  will  be  as  indefatigable  in  defending  our 
historic  buildings  as  our  iconoclasts  of  the  schools  and  the 
academies  are  in  attacking  them;  for  it  is  a  sad  thing  to  see 
into  what  hands  the  architecture  of  the  Middle  Ages  has 
fallen,  and  in  what  way  the  bungling  plasterers  of  the  pres- 
ent day  treat  the  ruins  of  that  great  art.  It  is  even  a  shame 
for  us,  intelligent  men  who  see  it  done,  and  who  content  our- 
selves in  crying  out  against  it.  And  I  am  not  speaking  here 
only  of  what  goes  on  in  the  provinces,  but  of  what  is  done  in 
Paris,  at  our  gates,  under  our  windows,  in  the  great  city, — 
this  city  of  letters,  of  the  press,  of  free  speech,  and  of 
thought.  We  cannot  resist  signalizing  as  they  deserve, — 
to  end  this  note, —  a  few  acts  of  vandalism  which  are  every 
day  projected,  debated,  begun,  continued,  and  carried  out 
peaceably  under  our  very  eyes,  under  the  eyes  of  the  artistic 
public  of  Paris,  in  face  of  criticism  that  is  disconcerted  by  so 
much  audacity.  They  have  just  pulled  down  the  arch- 
bishop's palace, —  a  building  in  poor  taste,  and  the  evil  is 
not  great;  but  at  one  blow  with  the  archbishop's  palace  they 
have  demolished  the  bishop's,  a  rare  ruin  of  the  fourteenth 
century,  which  the  demolishing  architect  could  not  distin- 
guish from  the  rest.  He  has  rooted  up  the  wheat  with  the 
tares;  it  is  all  the  same  to  him.  They  are  talking  of  tearing 
down  the  admirable  Chapelle  de  Vincennes,  to  make  from  its 
stones  some  sort  of  a  fortification,  I  know  not  what,  of  which 
Daumesnil  has  no  need  whatever.  While  they  repair  at  great 
expense  the  Bourbon  Palace, —  that  hovel, —  they  allow  the 
magnificent  windows  of  the  Sainte-Chapelle  to  fall  in  before 
the  force  of  the  equinoctial  gales.  There  has  been  for  some 
days  past  a  scaffolding  around  the  tower  of  Saint- Jacques 
dc  la  Boucherie,  and  one  of  these  days  the  pickaxe  will  be  \ 
applied  to  it.  There  has  been  found  a  mason  to  build  a 
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small  white  house  between  the  venerable  towers  of  the  Palace 
of  Justice ;  another  has  been  found  to  maim  Saint  Germain  des 
Pres,  the  feudal  abbey  with  the  three  bell-towers.  There  will 
be  found,  no  doubt,  another  to  lay  low  Saint-Germain  1'Auxer- 
rois.  All  these  masons  pretend  to  be  architects,  are  paid  by 
the  prefecture,  or  from  the  royal  treasury,  and  wear  green 
coats.  All  the  evil  that  bad  taste  can  inflict  upon  good  taste 
they  have  done.  At  the  moment  we  are  writing, —  deplorable 
sight ! —  one  of  them  has  possession  of  the  Tuileries,  another 
has  made  a  deep  gash  directly  across  the  beautiful  face  of 
Philibert  Delorme;  and  it  certainly  is  not  one  of  the  least 
scandals  of  our  time  to  see  with  what  effrontery  the  clumsy 
architecture  of  this  gentleman  has  sprawled  across  one  of  the 
most  delicate  fa9ades  of  the  Renaissance. 

PARIS,  October  20,  1832. 

THE   END. 
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DEDICATION 


TO 

THE  QUEEN'S  MOST  GRACIOUS  MAJESTY 

MADAM, —  The  personal  favour  which  jour  Majesty  has 
been  so  graciously  pleased  to  confer  on  me,  in  allowing  the 
present  dedication, —  thus  implying  a  confidence  in  the  prob- 
a.ble  nature  of  the  work, —  will  not,  I  trust,  be  found  to  have 
been  misused  by  me,  should  your  Majesty  hereafter  honour 
the  volume  by  perusal.  In  thus  being  the  medium  through 
which  the  pleadings  of  a  class  of  society,  so  far  removed  from 
the  sympathy  of  mankind,  approach  the  throne  of  your  Ma- 
jesty, may  I  be  permitted  to  take  this  opportunity  of  express- 
ing what  is  responded  to  by  every  feeling  heart  in  your 
Majesty's  dominions, —  a  respectful  appreciation  of  the  mild- 
ness and  clemency  which  have  pervaded  the  administration  of 
the  laws  during  the  present  merciful  reign. 

With  sincere  prayers  for  the  happiness  of  your  Majesty, 
I  have  the  honour  to  be,  MADAM, 

Your  Majesty's 

Most  humble  and  faithful 
Servant  and  subject, 

P.  HESKETH  FLEETWOOD. 

Ii  oss ALL  HALL,  Lancashire. 


PREFACE 


"To  be,  or  not  to  be  — that  is  the  question." 

THAT  is  indeed  the  question  we  are  about  to  consider, — 
BEING  or  DEATH;  a  short  sentence,  but  of  unequalled 
importance.  Yet  how  little  does  the  demise  of  a  fellow-man 
dwell  on  the  human  mind,  unless  the  ties  of  kindred,  or  any 
peculiarity  of  circumstance  by  which  the  event  may  happen 
to  bi;  encircled,  impart  to  it  adventitious  interest. 

A  newspaper  paragraph  entitled  "  Awful  and  sudden 
death "  may  for  a  moment  arrest  our  attention ;  but  it  is 
the  *;  awful  and  sudden,"  not  the  actual  transit,  which  attracts 
the  fancy.  Perchance,  also,  it  may  be  printed  in  rather  a 
larger  type  than  the  adjoining  paragraph,  or  we  may  expect 
to  find  some  exciting  detail  of  the  facts  of  the  case;  but  the 
awful  Reality,  the  earthly  ending  of  the  being,  immortal 
though  it  is  to  be,  elicits  little  sympathy,  and  the  wearied  eye 
turns  to  some  other  news. 

The  dying  speech  of  the  malefactor  arrests  our  attention; 
the  cfead  speaker  of  it  is  unregarded  as  a  lump  of  clay.  Who 
that  amidst  the  excitement  of  a  crowded  court  of  justice  has 
turned  his  thoughts  within  himself,  and  divesting  the  scene 
of  all  the  panoply  of  pomp  which  surrounds  him,  has  reflected 
on  the  moral  effect  to  be  the  result  of  the  sentence  of  death 
if  executed,  but  has  felt  his  sympathy  rather  awakened  in 
favour  of  the  culprit,  and  confessed  to  himself  how  inefficient 
the  gibbet  is  when  viewed  (according  to  its  intended  purpose) 
as  tlie  roadside  guidepost,  by  which  other  earthly  travellers, 
who  might  be  disposed  to  stray,  should  be  warned  of  a  path- 
way to  be  avoided. 
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Alas!  the  body  on  the  gibbet  is  but  like  the  scarecrow 
in  the  field  of  grain, —  little  heeded  by  its  brethren  in  plum- 
age, scarcely  noticed  by  aught  save  the  vacant  gape  of 
curiosity ;  it  dangles  for  a  time,  and  is  remembered  no  more ! 

But  let  us  take  a  more  serious  view  of  the  question, — 
one  which  commands  our  deepest  respect  and  our  gravest 
veneration.  Let  us  consider  the  question  of  the  assumed 
right  to  take  human  life  on  the  warranty,  or,  as  is  some- 
times said,  on  the  express  command  of  Scripture. 

It  has  been  often  urged  that  it  is  expressly  commanded 
in  the  Old  Testament  that  "  he  who  sheddeth  man's  blood, 
by  man  shall  his  blood  be  shed ;  "  and,  consequently,  that 
the  punishment  of  death  for  murder  is  sanctioned  by  the  high 
and  holy  God  who  inhabiteth  eternity. 

How  cautious  should  we  be,  to  ascertain  that  no  fallacy 
exists  in  this  our  opinion !  I  grant  that,  according  to  our 
translation,  the  above  isolated  text,  if  taken  alone,  may  be 
so  construed;  but  what  are  the  acts  of  the  Creator  recorded 
as  following  upon  this  text?  What  was  his  first  judgment  on 
the  first  of  murderers,  Cain?  Not  only  did  he  not  inflict 
death,  but  by  a  special  providence  protected  him  from  its 
infliction  by  his  fellow-man.  Behold  again  the  case  of  David, 
guilty  of  at  least  imagining  the  death  of  Uriah.  Was  David 
struck  dead  for  the  crime? 

Whatever  an  isolated  chapter  (much  less,  then,  a  single 
verse)  may  amount  to  of  itself,  if  we  take  the  context  of 
the  same  part  of  Genesis  and  behold  the  first  murderer  even 
especially  guarded,  by  God's  mark,  from  the  effect  of  "  every 
man's  hand  being  against  him ;  "  and  again  if  we  search  the 
New  Testament,  where  we  find  no  passage,  under  the  new 
dispensation,  that  can  be  construed  to  call  for  the  infliction 
of  death  for  murder, —  from  these  results  I  submit  that  the 
question  must  be  left  solely  to  mundane  argument,  to  stand 
or  fall  by  its  own  efficacy  as  a  preventive  of  murder,  and  that 
the  isolated  phrase  of  Scripture  should  not  be  construed  into 
a  command  as  to  what  ought  to  be  done,  but  rather  as  the 
probable  result  of  human  revenge,  a  feeling  at  variance  with 
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God's  holy  ordinance;  for  we  read,  "  Vengeance  is  mine,  saith 
the  Lord," —  expressly  and  clearly  withholding  the  power  over 
hurr  an  life  from  mere  mortal  judgment. 

Let  me  here  give  a  short  extract  from  the  "  Morning  Her- 
ald,"'—  a  paper  which  has  always  so  consistently  and  ably 
advocated  the  sacredness  of  human  life: — 

44  On  the  motion  of  Mr.  Ewart,  some  important  returns  connected  with 
the  subject  of  CAPITAL  PUNISHMENTS  have  been  made  to  the  House  of 
Coni i aons,  and  ordered  to  be  printed. 

"first  Class. —  A  return  of  the  number  of  persons  sentenced  to  death 
for  MURDER  in  the  year  1834,  whose  punishment  was  commuted, —  speci- 
fying the  counties  in  which  their  crimes  occurred,  and  stating  the  num- 
ber of  commitments  for  murder  in  the  same  counties  during  the  same 
year  and  in  the  following  year,  together  with  the  increase  or  diminution 
of  commitments  for  murder  in  the  same  counties  in  the  year  following 
the  commutation  of  the  sentences;  similar  returns  for  1835,  1836,  1837, 
and  :i838. 

"Second  Class. —  A  return  of  the  number  of  EXECUTIONS  which  took 
place  in  England  and  Wales  during  the  three  years  ending  the  31st  day 
of  December,  1836,  and  also  during  the  three  years  ending  the  31st  day 
of  December,  1839,  together  with  the  number  of  commitments  in  each 
of  those  periods  respectively  for  offences  capital,  on  the  2d  day  of 
January,  1834.  Also,  the  total  number  of  convictions  for  the  same  of- 
fences, together  with  the  centesimal  proportions  of  convictions  to  com- 
mitmmts  in  each  of  those  periods  respectively. 

"  The  facts  set  forth  upon  the  face  of  these  returns  furnish  very 
strong  evidence,  indeed,  to  prove  the  utter  inutility  of  CAPITAL  PUNISH- 
MENTS as  a  means  of  preventing  or  repressing  crime. 

"What  are  the  facts? 

"We  find  that  in  one  county  (Stafford)  in  the  year  1834  the  sen- 
tence of  one  convict  for  murder  was  commuted.  In  that  year  the  com- 
mitments for  murder  were  six,  and  in  the  following  year  the  commit- 
ments for  that  crime  were  also  six.  Thus  the  commutation  of  the  sen- 
tence in  that  instance  was  followed  by  neither  a  diminution  nor  an  in- 
crease, of  commitments  for  murder. 

"  It  is  sufficient  for  the  argument  of  the  advocates  of  abolition  of 
capit  d  punishment  to  show  that  the  suppression  of  the  barbarous  ex- 
hibitims  of  the  scaffold  would  not  necessarily  cause  an  increase  of 
heinojs  offences;  for  if  the  amount  of  crime  were  to  remain  the  same 
under  laws  non-capital  as  under  those  which  are  capital,  to  prefer  the 
latter  to  the  former  would  evince  a  passion  for  the  wanton  and  unavail- 
ing destruction  of  human  life,  unspeakably  disgraceful  to  the  Govern- 
ment or  Legislature  of  any  civilized  country. 

"  In  Derbyshire,  in  the  year  1835,  we  find  a  similar  result  following 
a  commutation  of  sentence  for  murder  to  that  which  followed  a  similar 
commutation  in  the  county  of  Stafford  in  the  preceding  year;  namely, 
the  same  number  of  commitments  for  murder  in  the  year  following  the 
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commutation  as  in  that  in  which  it  occurred, —  being  two  in  each;  thus, 
also,  in  this  instance,  there  was  neither  increase  nor  diminution  of  the 
crime  of  murder  in  the  year  following  that  of  the  commutation,  judging 
from  the  number  of  commitments. 

"  In  Warwickshire,  in  the  year  1835,  the  sentence  of  a  convict  for 
murder  was  commuted,  the  number  of  commitments  for  the  crime  in 
that  year  being  five,  whereas  in  the  year  following  there  was  but  one 
commitment.  In  this  instance,  then,  we  have  not  only  no  increase  of 
the  crime  of  murder,  but  an  actual  diminution  amounting  to  four. 

"In  Westmoreland,  in  the  year  1835,  there  was  one  commutation; 
and  the  commitments  in  the  year  following  showed  neither  an  increase 
nor  diminution,  being  two  in  each. 

"  In  Cheshire,  in  the  year  1836,  the  sentences  of  two  convicts  for 
murder  were  commuted^  the  commitments  for  the  crime  in  that  year 
being  two;  the  commitments  for  the  year  following  were  also  two,  show- 
ing neither  an  increase  nor  diminution. 

44  Here  we  have  an  instance  where  the  sentences  of  all  convicted  were 
commuted,  and  no  increase  of  the  crime  followed. 

44  In  Devonshire,  in  the  year  1836,  there  was  one  commutation  of  sen- 
tence for  murder,  the  commitments  being  four.  In  the  year  following 
there  were  no  commitments,  making  a  decrease  of  four. 

"  In  Lancashire,  in  the  year  1836,  the  sentences  of  four  convicts  for 
murder  were  commuted,  the  number  of  commitments  in  the  same  year 
being  seven.  In  the  year  following  the  number  of  commitments  was 
one,  making  a  decrease  of  six. 

"  In  the  county  of  Norfolk,  in  the  year  1836,  the  sentences  of  five 
convicts  for  murder  were  commuted,  the  number  of  commitments  for  the 
same  year  being  eight.  In  the  following  year  the  number  of  commit- 
ments for  murder  were  but  five,  giving  a  decrease  of  three. 

"In  the  counties  of  Norfolk,  Nottingham,  and  Stafford,  in  the  year 
1837,  there  was  one  commutation  of  the  sentence  of  murder  for  each 
respectively.  The  result  was  a  fall  in  the  committals  of  the  following 
year  from  five  to  two  in  the  first  county, —  giving  a  decrease  of  three; 
in  the  second  county  a  fall  from  one  to  none;  in  the  third  county 
neither  an  increase  nor  diminution, —  the  number  of  committals  having 
been  three  in  each  year. 

44  In  the  counties  of  Lincoln,  Stafford,  and  Denbigh,  in  the  year  1838, 
there  was  respectively  one  commutation  of  the  sentence  for  murder. 
The  result  was  that  in  the  following  year  the  commitments  fell  from 
two  to  one  in  the  first  county,  from  three  to  one  in  the  second,  and  from 
one  to  none  in  the  third,  thus  giving  respectively  a  decrease  of  one- 
half,  two-thirds,  and  of  the  whole.  The  last  is  more  correctly  called  an 
extinction  than  a  decrease. 

44  In  Cheshire,  Middlesex,  Somersetshire,  and  Surrey,  in  the  year  1838, 
there  were,  respectively,  two  commutations  of  the  sentence  for  murder. 
The  result  was  that  in  the  first  county  the  commitments,  as  between  that 
year  and  the  year  following,  fell  from  two  to  one;  in  the  second  county 
they  fell  from  seven  to  three;  in  the  third,  from  three  to  one;  and  in 
the  fourth,  from  three  to  two;  thus  giving  a  diminution,  respectively, 
of  one-half,  four-sevenths,  two-thirds,  and  one-third. 

"  In  Kent,  in  the  year  1838,  the  sentences  of  nine  convicts  for  murder 
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were  commuted,  the  commitments  for  that  crime  in  the  same  year  being 
seventeen.  In  the  following  year  the  commitments  foi  murder  were  only 
two,  showing  a  decrease  of  fifteen.  In  this  last  case,  however,  we  can- 
not in  fairness  press  the  argument  in  favour  of  the  salutary  effect  of 
discontinuing  capital  punishments  to  the  extent  that  the  arithmetical 
table  would  show.  That  year,  if  we  recollect  right,  was  the  year  of 
the  extraordinary  outbreak  headed  by  the  madman  Courtenay  or  Thorn. 
That  event  swelled  the  commitments  for  murder  to  an  unprecedented 
height.  The  fall  in  the  commitments  from  seventeen,  in  that  year,  to 
two  in  the  year  following,  is  not  a  fall  under  equal  circumstances,  and 
it  wculd  be  illogical  to  make  it  an  argument  for  more  than  this:  that 
society  received  no  detriment  because  the  deluded  followers  of  the  fran- 
tic Courtenay  were  sent  to  a  penal  settlement,  instead  of  being  strangled 
on  tie  scaffold. 

"Looking  to  the  table  of  EXECUTIONS,  we  find  that  in  the  three  years 
ending  the  31st  of  December,  1836,  the  number  executed  was  85,  while 
during  the  three  years  ending  the  31st  of  December,  1839,  the  number 
was  only  twenty-five.  The  commitments  in  the  former  period  were  3,104, 
in  th <i  latter  2,989,  showing  a  decrease,  though  a  small  one,  in  the  num- 
ber of  commitments,  while  there  is  exhibited  an  increase  in  the  number 
of  convictions;  namely,  from  1,536  to  1,788,  showing  the  centesimal  pro- 
portion of  convictions  to  commitments  in  the  two  periods,  to  be  repre- 
sented by  the  figures  49.48  and  59?48  respectively. 

"  These  returns,  as  far  as  they  go,  are  highly  satisfactory  as  the 
testimony  of  experience  to  the  safe  policy  of  ABOLISHING  CAPITAL  PUN- 
ISH MXNTS  ALTOGETHER,  and  thus  getting  rid  of  the  barbarous  and  brutal- 
izing exhibitions  of  cold-blooded  cruelty  and  deliberate  slaughter  which 
they  present  to  the  people." 

Morning  Herald,  1840. 

From  this  statement  of  facts,  and  indeed  from  all  that 
has  taken  place  regarding  crimes  where  capital  punishment 
has  been  remitted,  there  can  be  little  doubt  that  it  is  inex- 
pedient; there  can  be  none  that  it  is  unnecessary.  But  if 
any  still  persist  that  the  Divine  sanction  is  given  by  "  He 
who  sheddeth  man's  blood,  by  man  shall  his  blood  be  shed," 
then  the  tyrant  who  engages  in  a  war  of  aggression,  the 
general  who  sanctions  one  effective  shot  being  fired,  should 
alike  bear  the  penalty  with  the  midnight  assassin.  Nay,  does 
not  the  man  who  accidentally  "  sheds  the  blood  "  of  him  who  is 
"  made  in  the  likeness  of  God,"  literally  come  within  the  pale 
of  the  command,  if  command  it  be? 

The  Chinese  but  seek  to  carry  out  this  principle:  they 
merdy  say,  and  with  juster  pretension  to  consistency,  "  we 
cannot  remit  it ;  there  must  be  blood  for  blood." 
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Yet  we  would  dispute  their  right  to  have  always  blood 
for  blood;  why  then  may  we  not  question  the  right  ever  to 
have  blood  shed,  under  Bible  sanction  at  least?  God  makes 
no  mention  of  motives  or  comparative  reasonings  as  to  guilt ; 
in  this  His  supposed  command  there  is  no  discretionary  option 
to  soften  its  asserted  force.  By  whatever  means  or  under 
whatever  circumstances  one  man  kills  another,  blood  is  shed; 
and  if  blood  for  blood  should  hold  good,  then  under  this  rea- 
soning the  slayer  must  die.  If  it  be  argued,  that  wilful 
shedding  of  blood  is  meant,  I  point  to  the  words  of  the  text ; 
they  refer  to  "  life  for  life,"  they  give  no  exceptions :  "  Who 
then,  oh  man!  made  thee  a  judge  to  tell  the  signs  of  the 
times?" 

Once  grant  an  exception  to  execution,  once  admit  the  doc- 
trine of  reprieve,  and  the  authority,  as  a  command,  in  the 
Bible  ceases  altogether. 

Those  who  argue  in  favour  of  executions  say,  "  But  as 
an  earthly  punishment,  we  may  hang ;  "  may,  indeed !  There 
are  fifty  things  we  may  do  that  are  better  avoided.  Why  need 
we  hang,  when  other  punishments  will  suffice  and  have  been 
proved  to  have  succeeded  in  other  cases?  A  very  few  years 
back,  and  the  advances  we  have  recently  made  in  the  civiliza- 
tion of  our  laws  would  have  been  scouted  as  equally  Utopian, 
as  is  now  considered  the  attempt  to  abolish  the  punishment  of 
death  altogether.  Let  us  reflect  too  that  in  a  case  of  murder, 
the  prisoner  (from  a  feeling  which  imperceptibly  affects  the 
minds  of  all)  is  looked  on  with  a  degree  of  suspicious  anxiety 
to  convict  that  almost  watches  to  make  out  a  case  against  him 
sufficient  to  condemn.  The  very  fact  of  his  being  put  on  his 
trial  for  murder  prejudges  him  in  our  eyes;  and  a  slight 
variation  in  reporting  a  conversation  has  marvellously  in- 
creased many  a  poor  man's  danger  of  the  gallows. 

There  is  no  recalling  the  erroneously  condemned  from 
the  grave;  a  wrong  judgment  cannot  there  be  reversed! 
Let  us  bear  in  mind,  also,  that  the  wisest  judges  may  some- 
times decide  wrongfully.  They  were  considered  by  myself  and 
others  to  have  erred  in  respect  to  the  privileges  of  the  House 
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of  Commons;  why  might  they  not  commit  a  similar  error  in 
the  case  of  a  prisoner? 

Bit  enough;  let  errors  in  judgment  speak  for  themselves. 
The}r  contain  matter  for  deep  reflection  and  self-examination 
for  us  all. 

If  the  average  number  of  executions  be  reduced,  even 
by  one,  I  shall  have  the  satisfaction  of  feeling  at  least  that 
I  have  been  an  humble  labourer  in  the  great  cause  of  mercy, 
which  could  not  have  a  more  zealous  advocate,  though  it  may 
have  many  more  powerful  and  successful  supporters. 

Happy  are  we  if,  in  all  we  do  during  the  course  of  our 
career,  we  have  not  to  answer  for  one  death;  for  the  bitter 
word,  the  cruel  neglect,  the  light  injurious  observation,  may 
be  the  cause  of  death,  as  well  as  the  bludgeon  or  the  steel. 

I  would  here  desire  to  make  a  few  observations  as  to  the 
medium  through  which  I  have  introduced  to  the  public  my 
opinions  in  favour  of  the  abolition  of  Capital  Punishment, 
and  the  advantages  to  the  cause  obtained  from  its  appearing 
in  the  form  of  a  translation,  the  reflections  being  those  of  a 
foreigner  who  looked  not  to  England  when  he  penned  his 
work.  In  all  this  there  is  a  beneficial  distraction  of  ideas 
created,  for  we  look,  as  it  were,  at  a  foreign  scene  when  we 
read  the  interesting  paper  of  the  narrative, —  the  sentiments 
conveyed,  the  idioms  transcribed,  are  foreign,  and  the  reader 
appropriates  alone  the  portion  he  feels  is  applicable  to  the  cir- 
cumstances of  his  own  country;  in  fact,  he  examines  the 
context,  not  as  he  would  an  original  treatise,  but  as  one 
who  would  apply  the  problems  found  advantageous  in  one 
region  to  another.  He  cavils  not  at  words  or  similes ;  his 
criticism  is  reserved  for  the  object  at  which  the  translator 
aims, —  no  matter  even  if  the  phraseology  be  too  flowery, 
the  expressions  too  strong.  There  may  be  strange  similes, 
strained  amplifications;  he  studies  but  a  translation,  and 
cares  comparatively  little  for  them.  True,  he  may  have  some 
curiosity  awakened  as  to  what  the  original  author  was  in 
feeling  and  ideas;  but  these  thoughts  are  light  and  evanescent 
compared  with  the  anxiety,  or  more  properly  the  curiosity,  he 
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has  to  ascertain  what  could  be  the  translator's  ideas  in  thus 
"  wasting  the  midnight  oil  "  by  reducing  into  the  phraseology 
of  his  vernacular  (English)  tongue,  the  varied  thoughts,  the 
acute  observations,  the  (to  English  ears)  novel  ideas  of  that 
clever,  eccentric,  single-minded  writer,  Victor  Hugo.  "  What 
was  the  aim  of  the  copyist  ?  "  methinks  I  hear  repeated  by 
many;  and  as  my  object  is  one  of  serious  importance  to  the 
realities  of  life,  and  to  arrest  the  attention  of  the  reader  be- 
yond the  mere  passing  hour,  I  reply:  The  object  for  which  I 
plead  is  the  priceless  value  of  human  life.  Well  and  truly 
may  the  reading  public, —  and  happy  for  this  my  dear  native 
land  is  it  that  its  public  is  a  reading  one, —  well  may  this  pub- 
lic explain,  "  who  is  he,  or  what  his  view,  who  has  thus  dared  to 
scatter  these  additional  leaves  on  the  pathway  of  a  nation's 
thoughts?  Why  has  he  done  so,  what  motives  urged  him, 
what  end  did  he  seek  ?  " 

Such  are  the  surmises  that  may  flit  across  the  reader's 
brain,  and  the  translator  humbly  hopes  that  the  lightning 
scowl,  or  the  thunder  of  maledictive  criticism,  will  be  directed 
alone  against  the  oaken  plank  of  a  hundred  years'  growth, 
and  that  this  his  nautilus  bark  will  feel  no  breeze  beyond  the 
aura  populi.  Probably  to  the  English  public  many  of  the 
observations  in  this  translation  will  be  original.  Haply  to 
the  gay  and  frivolous  the  thoughts  may  appear  exaggerated; 
but,  alas!  with  too  many  they  will  come  home  to  the  heart. 
Numbers  there  are,  who,  steeped  in  misery  before  they  were 
steeped  in  crime,  had  as  little  inclination  to  sin  as  their  more 
fortunate  fellow-men,  but  whose  first  transgressions  were  the 
offsprings  of  their  misery,  the  necessitous  urgings  of  their 
poverty.  Yes,  gentle  reader, —  for  among  the  fair  and  young 
I  hope  to  have  many  readers;  readers  whose  hearts  yet  know 
how  to  feel, —  ye  would  I  address,  and  exclaim,  for  the  start- 
ling fact  is  but  too  true,  that  though, — 

"  we  who  in  lavish  lap  have  rolled 
And  every  year  with  new  delight  have  told; 
We  who  recumbent  on  the  lacquered  barge 
Have  dropped  down  life's  gay  stream  of  pleasant  marge; 
We  may  extol  life's  calm  untroubled  sea,*' 
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well  may  the  miserable,  the  guilty  answer, — 

"The  storms  of  misery  never  burst  on  thee." 

**  You  NEVER  FELT  POVERTY.  You  never  were  compara- 
tively tempted  to  crime."  "  A  noble,"  say  they,  and  truly, 
"  a  noble  is  tried,  is  judged  by  his  peers,  as  being  those  who 
alone1  are  considered  to  know,  to  be  able  to  appreciate  his  case. 
Let  poverty  have  her  peers  also."  "  My  poverty  and  not  my 
will  consented"  is  a  phrase  to  which  too  little  consideration 
is  given  when  we  discuss  the  question  of  crime  and  punish- 
ment; for  though  poverty  cannot  be  pleaded  by  the  criminal 
in  justification  of  his  offence  (nor  should  such  justification 
be  permitted  in  the  legal  view),  Society,  whose  interests  are 
represented  by  the  tribunal  which  adjudges,  should  be  careful 
that  any  circumstances  or  defects  in  its  conformation  which 
may  have  had  a  tendency  even  to  induce  the  criminality  of 
the  culprit,  should  go  in  mitigation  of  his  punishment.  It 
would  be  a  startling  observation  in  the  present  day,  and  one 
for  which  Society  is  not  yet  prepared,  to  hear  the  assertion 
made  that  punishment  for  crime  is  more  often  unjust  than 
just ;  but  after  much  reflection  on  the  origin  of  crime,  humanly 
speaking,  I  am  constrained  to  come  to  this  conclusion :  that  the 
criminality  of  individuals  is  more  frequently  traceable  to 
the  evils  incidental  to  an  imperfect  social  system  than 
to  the  greater  propensity  towards  crime,  as  affecting  others, 
that  exists  in  the  heart  of  one  person  if  compared  with 
another. 

Hjid  the  judge  or  the  prosecutor  entered  life  under  the 
same  circumstances  as  the  prisoner,  been  early  initiated  into 
the  same  habits,  been  taught  to  view  society  through  the  same 
distorted  glass,  and  had  their  feelings  blunted  by  the  same 
cold  blasts  of  adversity,  who  shall  say  what  their  respective 
positions  might  have  been? 

In  the  phrase  "  My  poverty  but  not  my  will  consented," 
let  me  not  be  understood  to  speak  of  poverty  merely  in  the 
light  of  want  of  money;  that  is  a  very  narrow  view,  and 
very  confined  as  to  what  forms  the  real  pains  of  poverty 
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Poverty  is  the  want  of  means,  intellectual  and  moral  as 
well  as  pecuniary,  to  feed  the  being  who  is  placed  on  the 
area  of  the  world;  with  mind  active  as  well  as  body,  sus- 
tenance is  necessary  to  its  existence.  If  the  poor  man  can- 
not obtain  bread,  he  takes  to  gin  to  assuage  cravings  of 
the  stomach.  No  less,  if  the  mind  cannot  obtain  light  to 
guide  it  in  the  onward  path,  the  visual  organs  become  habitu- 
ated to  the  dark  and  murky  gloom  of  almost  darkness ;  and 
through  these  confused  gleamings,  no  wonder  if  the  being 
fall  into  the  pits  and  whirlpools  which  beset  with  danger  the 
pathway  of  man,  even  when  blessed  with  the  clear  light  of  day  ; 
how  much  more,  therefore,  when  he  has  not  light  to  discern 
good  from  evil,  nor  an  intellectual  poor-law  to  supply  him  with 
food,  when  a  beggar  by  the  way-side  of  knowledge !  How 
strange  it  is  that  we  can  incarcerate  the  bodies  of  the  poor 
because  they  are  poor,  objecting  to  let  them  be  dependent  on 
casual  charity  for  bodily  sustenance,  and  yet  cannot  be  equally 
strict  in  legislating  for  the  mind. 

Surely  if,  as  members  of  one  common  society,  we  con- 
tend it  is  necessary  for  the  well-being  of  the  community  at 
large  that  each  person  should  be  provided  with  work  to 
enable  him  to  procure  food,  and  that  if  persons  be  unable 
to  obtain  work,  or  purchase  food,  then  that  the  State  shall 
provide  for  them, —  should  we  not  equally  be  provident  for 
the  mental  as  well  as  we  are  for  the  corporeal  wants  of  those 
who  hold  a  less  fortunate  position  in  the  scale  of  society ; 
more  particularly  when  we  reflect  on  the  effect  mind  has 
on  matter,  and  that  did  we  sufficiently  provide  for  the  for- 
mer, each  individual  would  probably  find  little  difficulty  in 
procuring  a  supply  for  his  bodily  wants. 

The  poverty  of  the  mind,  if  relieved,  will  probably  be 
a  permanent  good;  whereas  bodily  relief  is  at  best  but  tem- 
porary. How  vast,  too,  is  the  effect  of  knowledge,  on  the 
creation  of  food.  Knowledge  teaches  industry,  knowledge  and 
industry  multiply  an  hundred  fold  the  product  of  labour. 
Comfort  and  security  are  thus  increased;  idleness,  and  conse- 
quently crime,  is  diminished, —  for  a  man  of  information  is 
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seldom  idle,  and  one  surrounded  with  comforts  is  rarely  in- 
clined to  commit  crimes  against  society. 

Would  not,  therefore,  the  effects  resulting  from  educa- 
tion be  the  best  preventative  of  crime? — and,  if  so,  heavy 
indeed  is  the  responsibility  of  every  man  who  puts  an  im- 
pediment in  the  way  of  a  nation's  enlightenment.  Circum- 
stanced as  Great  Britain  now  is,  internally  speaking,  with 
her  countless  millions  congregated  or  hived  in  large  towns, 
ready  to  follow  any  leader  of  more  daring  or  greater  knowl- 
edge than  themselves,  comparatively  indifferent  as  to  the 
means  for  compassing  any  much  desired  end, —  though  actu- 
ated by  no  wish  to  work  ill  to  others,  even  when  excited  beyond 
the  unmanageableness  of  irrational  physical  force, —  there  is 
much  to  be  feared  from  the  effects  of  any  combustion  which 
might  suddenly  inflame  a  people  thus  charged  to  the  full 
with  every  ingredient  requisite  for  scenes  of  violence,  whilst 
at  the  same  time,  through  a  strong  line  of  prescribed  demarca- 
tion, separated  from  the  privileged  classes ;  and  it  cannot  but 
be  mainly  by  the  controlling  power  of  knowledge  that  we 
can  expect  to  see  the  masses  endeavouring  to  be  satisfied 
with  their  lot  in  life.  Thus  it  is,  as  I  have  before  asserted, 
that  the  poverty  of  opportunity  for  information,  and  con- 
sequently acquirement  of  knowledge,  originates  much  of  the 
present  state  of  crime.  Oh,  that  I  could  distinctly  see  my 
way  through  the  halo  which  as  yet  obscures  that  glorious  day, 
when  ignorance  shall  be  deplored  as  much  as  shame!  With 
what  satisfaction  would  the  statesman  then  die  and  bequeath 
his  country  to  the  care  of,  not  the  fate  of  accident,  as  now, 
but  the  masses  of  its  own  population.  Methinks  the  gleam 
which  harbingers  this  bright  morning,  already,  though  faintly, 
begins  to  tinge  the  horizon,  under  the  happy  auspices  of  our 
beloved  Queen ;  and  to  the  credit  of  the  liberal  advisers  of  Her 
Majesty,  a  more  liberal  arrangement  of  schools  has  been  es- 
tablished,—  though  it  probably  remains  for  ages  yet  unborn 
to  develop  fully  the  blessings  of  such  a  system.  Well  worthy, 
aye,  brighter  than  a  diadem  of  a  thousand  stars,  is  the  ad- 
vancement of  a  nation's  happiness.  May  such  thoughts  have 
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our  beloved  Queen's  deep  and  considerate  attention ;  and  as  her 
noble  mind  traces,  on  an  ideal  map,  the  future  destinies  of 
her  people,  and  turns  to  times  when  another  generation,  with 
its  train  of  guilt  or  happiness,  shall  arise,  may  she  antici- 
pate in  time  the  benefits  which  will  flow  from  a  system  of 
general  education ! 

But  if  these  things  be  now  lightly  accounted,  the  time 
may  arrive  when  population  shall  be  yet  more  dense,  and 
the  strong  arm  of  numbers  become  yet  more  strong;  for  if 
no  countervailing  power  intervene,  force  and  numbers  must 
prevail  at  last,  and  there  must  come  a  time  when  it  will  alone 
depend  upon  the  respective  powers  of  intellect  or  animal 
force  being  dominant,  whether  confidence  in  our  stability  shall 
be  shaken,  capital  cease  to  be  here  expended,  and  commerce 
leave  our  shores, —  whether,  in  fact,  brute  force  or  reason 
become  the  recognized  sovereign  of  the  people;  whether  the 
influence  of  intellect  has  been  fostered,  and  nobler  thoughts 
and  more  refined  pleasures  become  the  pastime  of  this  great 
nation.  Then,  but  not  till  then,  will  crime  hide  her  head,  and 
the  race  no  longer  be  to  the  swift  or  the  battle  to  the  strong :  a 
calm  and  steady  breeze  will  temper  the  course  of  the  swift  to 
wrath,  or  the  powerfully  scientific  lever  of  knowledge  uproot 
violence  out  of  the  councils  of  the  nation ;  for  they  will  then 
appreciate  law,  knowing  it  is  peculiarly  the  palladium  of  the 
defenceless,  and  confident  in  the  strength  of  their  cause,  they 
will  cast  off  the  trammels  of  tradition,  form  unions  of  infor- 
mation, not  restriction ;  and  when  the  various  classes  of  society 
shall  have  learned  to  know  that  each  has  his  proper  duties, 
each  his  proper  limits,  each  is  equally  necessary  to  each,  whose 
strength  is  a  combination  of  the  whole, —  like  the  arch,  sure 
to  drop  to  pieces  if  the  key-stone  were  removed. 

Oh,  how  the  heart  bleeds  to  reflect  on  the  pains  which  are 
taken  to  render  efficient  the  laws  for  punishing  crime,  and  the 
little  care  to  fortify  the  minds  of  the  people  to  resist  the  first 
impress  of  crime.  Train  up  the  child  in  the  way  he  should 
go,  and  he  will  not  depart  therefrom.  If,  therefore,  we  train 
it  not  up,  it  never  has  wherefrom  to  depart,  but  is  cast  forth. 
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like  a  helmless,  pilotless  bark,  on  the  waters  of  life ;  strange  if 

»it  founder  not,  or  at  least  if  it  become  no't  damaged  by  striking 
on  some  of  the  shoals  by  which  it  is  beset  on  every  side.  We 
talk  of  "  penal  laws  "  or  a  "  penal  settlement  "  as  though  the 
aim  and  intention  of  laws  were  to  be  penal,,  instead  of  being  as 
they  most  decidedly  are,  or  ought  to  be,  sanitary.  Wherefore 
do  we,  as  we  term  it,  punish,  but  to  cure  an  evil  which  hurts 
anc  pains  society?  Just  so  we  cauterize  a  wound,  in  order  to 
heal  the  body,  not  for  the  sake  of  giving  pain  to  the  affected 
limb. 

The  very  fact  of  the  common  acceptation  of  the  word  penal, 
as  applied  to  our  criminal  system,  is  of  itself  a  strong  proof  of 
the  misunderstanding  on  which  that  system  is  founded,  and  on 
which  we  legislate.  If  we  arrogate  to  ourselves  a  right  to 
judge  men  for  their  criminality,  instead  of  urging  our  only 
legitimate  excuse  for  punishing,  namely,  "  the  giving  over  the 
offending  member  to  that  course  of  discipline  we  deem  most 
likely  to  restrain  a  similar  disposition  to  delinquency  in  another 
member  of  the  frame-work  of  society,"  let  us  at  least  carry 
out  this  principle  to  the  full  extent;  and  then  the  man  whc 
cheats  his  neighbour  of  money  by  availing  himself  of  his  igno- 
rance, and  leads  him  to  make  an  improvident  bargain,  will  be 
deemed  as  guilty  in  the  eye  of  the  law  as  he  who,  throwing  him 
off  his  guard,  surreptitiously  conveys  his  hand  into  the  other's 
pocket. 

But  it  is  really  absurd  to  talk  of  laws  being  framed  to  pun- 
ish sin.  It  is  to  restrain  others,  as  well  as  the  culprit  himself, 
from  similar  offences  that  pains  and  penalties  are  inflicted. 
If  they  fail  of  this  end  they  become  themselves  improper;  if 
the  same  end  can  be  attained  by  a  mild  as  by  a  severe  sentence, 
the  milder  course  should  be  adopted. 

Perhaps  there  may  be  some  who  are  only  timid  regarding 
the  total  abolition  of  capital  punishment  because  they  are 
fearful  of  a  license  being  given  which  would  render  human 
life  of  less  value  in  the  sight  of  man.  Can  then  the  destruction 
of  .1  second  life  increase  the  reverence  for  its  sacredness? 
Surely,  not !  If  we  were,  in  imagination,  to  place  ourselves  in 
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the  chamber  of  the  condemned,  or  by  the  fire-side  of  the  mere 
spectator  of  an  execution,  we  shall  find  the  heart  of  the  first 
generally  in  a  morbid  state,  whilst  the  spectator  commiserates 
the  fate  of  the  condemned  more  than  he  learns  to  reprobate 
the  crime  for  which  the  guilty  one  suffered. 

Punishment,  when  strained  beyond  what  is  necessary  be- 
comes revenge;  punishment,  also,  should  never  exceed,  but 
rather  be  milder  than,  public  opinion.  In  the  awful  decision 
of  death,  more  especially,  we  should  be  careful  not  to  inflict 
a  penalty  which  we  cannot  repay  back  to  the  sufferer  if  the 
condemnation  should  afterwards  prove  to  have  been  erroneous. 
There  can  be  no  recall  from  the  grave :  in  the  beautiful  words 
of  our  author,  "  THE  DOOR  OF  THE  TOMB  OPENS  NOT  IN- 
WARDS ! " 


There  are  several  points  in  "  The  Last  Days  of  a  Con- 
demned "  to  which  I  would  particularly  invite  the  attention 
of  the  reader.  In  the  first  place,  the  story  being  left  unfin- 
ished, and  there  being  a  doubt  as  to  whether  the  condemned 
was  executed  or  pardoned,  takes  from  the  feeling  of  horror 
without  affecting  our  interest  in  his  fate.  It  is  as  a  veil  cast 
over  the  last  moments, —  a  film,  an  indistinctness  that  blends 
into  harmony  the  last  distorted  features  of  the  vision  we  are 
contemplating. 

Next,  I  would  mention  that  papers  relating  to  chaplains. 
How  touchingly  does  the  author  paint  the  pure  and  pastorly 
being  who  has  dwelt  in  the  homely  cure,  and  amid  the  peaceful 
scenes  of  nature  studied  nature's  God!  At  page  80,  the 
poor  captive,  crushed  in  worldly  feeling,  yearns  for  those 
"  good  and  consoling  words "  that  shall  "  heal  the  bruised 
reed,  and  quench  the  smoking  flax."  How  beautiful  to  see  the 
soul  seeking  for  that  hope  which  dieth  not;  and  whether  we 
look  at  pages  81  and  82,  or  89,  we  cannot  but  feel  a  happy 
and  holy  wish  that  Heavenly  Peace  may  rest  on  the  poor  con- 
demned. 

Pass  we  now  to  a  beautiful  scene  of  nature,  page  90, —  the 
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final  interview  between  the  prisoner  and  his  infant  daughter, 
which  few  could  read  unmoved  by  its  pathos.  How  happy  for 
the  parent  who  can  enfold  his  child  in  his  arms, —  a  happiness 
of  which  parents  seldom  know  the  value  until  the  grave  has 
closed  over  them,  or  they  have  left  the  homestead  and  parental 
hearth  for  the  pathway  of  independent  manhood.  Agonizing 
must  it  be  to  a  parent  when  absence  has  transferred  much  of 
the  warmth  of  filial  affection  to  strangers,  to  behold  the  child 
you  have  pictured,  possibly  for  years,  as  anxious  to  welcome 
home  from  distant  noxious  climes  the  parent  from  whom  it 
parted  in  the  happy  days  of  innocence,  perhaps  ere  yet  the 
mind  was  conscious  of  the  father's  parting  blessing.  How 
the  pulse  throbs  and  the  heart  beats  when  the  vessel  touches 
land,  and  the  waving  handkerchief  is  indistinctly  discerned 
amidst  hundreds  of  spectators;  and  if  when  disengaged  from 
the  crowd,  and  with  the  beloved  object  seated  beside  you  as 
the  carriage  speeds  you  to  your  home,  how  scrutinizingly 
does  the  heart  search -each  gaze,  fearfully  anxious  lest  it  should 
be  able  to  fathom  the  depth  of  a  love  it  would  hold  fathom- 
less !  But  oh !  how  bitter  beyond  expression  must  be  a  meeting 
such  as  is  described  by  the  author  of  "The  Condemned:" 
not  only  want  of  recognition  from  the  innocent  little  prattler, 
not  only  indifference  towards  him, —  but  terror!  How  in- 
finitely more  must  this  have  reconciled  him,  and  made  him  court 
deal  h  than  all  that  myriads  of  arguments  could  have  effected ! 
A  widely  contrasted  scene  is  painted  from  page  54  to  59, 
wherein  is  described  the  departure  of  the  convicts  for  the 
Galleys.  What  an  interesting  and  painful  study  for  the 
philanthropist  or  the  moralist!  In  a  few  words  we  read  the 
history  of  years,  the  downward  path,  the  emulation  in  vice. 
Th(  pride  of  the  hardened  sinner  to  show  his  superiority  in 
crime,  and  the  effort  of  the  newer  delinquent  to  hide  his  inex- 
perience under  a  more  hardened  exterior,  prove  forcibly  how 
equally  emulative  is  man,  whether  the  object  be  a  sceptre  or  a 
public  execution,  that  his  fellows  may  admire  him  when  he  is 
gone,  that  his  compeers  shall  not  surpass  him  while  he  re- 
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The  deterioration  of  mind  on  all  connected  with  a  crowded 
gaol, —  that  university  for  crime  —  is  shown,  in  a  paper  a 
few  pages  further  on  (page  6£),  where  even  the  song  of  a 
young  girl,  the  outpouring  of  an  unburthened  heart,  is  tainted 
by  the  details  of  crime.  The  words  are  left  in  their  original 
tongue;  retained  for  the  sake  of  showing  the  ability  of  the 
author,  but  not  translated,  as  being  little  suited  to  give  pleas- 
ure or  effect  any  good.  Alas !  that  the  gaol  should  have  power 
thus  to  efface  even  the  charms  of  melody,  and  render  discordant 
music's  silvery  tones.  But  even  that  sweetest  of  sounds,  a 
female  voice,  becomes  tainted  by  prison  association :  the  rust  of 
a  gaol  corrodes  the  heart,  and  eats  into  every  thing ;  time  can- 
not efface  its  mark,  nor  the  brightest  sun  call  forth  one  gleam 
from  where  its  dimness  has  once  affixed  itself. 

As  it  mars  lovely  woman's  charms,  so  it  renders  disgustful 
the  venerableness  of  age.  From  the  song  of  the  young  girl 
we  trace  its  earlier  mildew;  from  the  powerful  paper  narrat- 
ing the  history  of  the  old  convict  (which  is  by  far  the  most 
stirring  and  full  of  adventure  of  the  whole,  see  pages  72  to 
76)  we  learn  its  baleful  effects  on  old  age. 

May  a  beneficent,  rationally-grounded  clemency  be,  in 
future,  the  means  of  redeeming  "  all  such  as  have  erred ;  "  and 
may  a  widely-spread  system  of  enlightened  education  happily 
train  the  children  of  adverse  circumstances  "  in  the  way  they 
should  go." 

P.  HESKETH  FLEETWOOD. 
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IN  the  earlier  editions  of  this  work,  published  at  first  with- 
out the  name  of  the  author,  the  following  lines,  formed 
the  sole  introduction  to  the  subject:  — 

"  There  are  two  ways  of  accounting  for  the  existence  of  the 
ensuing  work.  Either  there  really  has  been  found  a  roll  of 
papers  on  which  were  inscribed,  exactly  as  they  came,  the  last 
thoughts  of  a  condemned  prisoner;  or  else  there  has  been  an 
author,  a  dreamer,  occupied  in  observing  nature  for  the  ad- 
vantage of  society,  who,  having  been  seized  with  those  forcible 
ideas,  could  not  rest  until  he  had  given  them  the  tangible  form 
of  a  volume." 


At  the  time  wrhen  this  book  was  first  published,  I  did  not 
deem  fit  to  give  publicity  to  the  full  extent  of  my  thoughts; 
I  preferred  wraiting  to  see  whether  the  work  would  be  fully 
understood,  and  I  find  such  has  been  its  fate. 

I  may  now,  therefore,  unmask  the  political  and  social  ideas 
which  I  wished  to  render  popular  under  this  harmless  literary 
guise.  I  avow  openly,  that  "  The  Last  Day  of  a  Condemned  " 
is  only  a  pleading,  direct  or  indirect,  for  the  abolition  of  pun- 
ishment by  death.  My  design  herein  (and  what  I  would  wish 
posterity  to  see  in  my  work,  if  its  attention  should  ever  be 
given  to  so  slight  a  production)  is,  not  to  make  out  the  special 
defence  of  any  particular  criminal,  such  defence  being  transi- 
tory as  it  is  easy.  I  would  plead  generally  and  permanently 
for  all  accused  persons,  present  and  future;  it  is  the  great 
point  of  Human  Right  stated  and  pleaded  before  society  at 
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large, —  that  highest  judicial  court;  it  is  the  sombre  and  fatal 
question  which  breathes  obscurely  in  the  depths  of  each  capital 
offence,  under  the  triple  envelopes  of  pathos  in  which  legal 
eloquence  wraps  them;  it  is  the  question  of  life  and  death,  I 
say,  laid  bare,  denuded  of  the  sonorous  twistings  of  the  bar, 
revealed  in  daylight,  and  placed  where  it  should  be  seen,  in  its 
true  and  hideous  position, —  not  in  the  law  courts,  but  on  the 
scaffold, —  not  among  the  judges,  but  with  the  Executioner ! 

This  is  what  I  have  desired  to  effect.  If  futurity  should 
award  me  the  glory  of  having  succeeded, —  which  I  dare  not 
hope, —  I  desire  no  other  crown. 

I  proclaim  and  repeat  it,  then,  in  the  name  of  all  accused 
persons,  innocent  or  guilty,  before  all  courts,  juries,  or  judges. 
And  in  order  that  my  pleadings  should  be  as  universal  as  my 
cause,  I  have  been  careful,  while  writing  "  The  Last  Day  of  a 
Condemned,"  to  omit  any  thing  of  a  special,  individual,  con- 
tingent, relative,  or  modifiable  nature,  as  also  any  episode, 
anecdote,  known  event,  or  real  name, —  keeping  to  the  limit 
(if  "  limit  "  it  may  be  termed!  )  of  pleading  the  cause  of  any 
condemned  prisoner  whatever,  executed  at  any  time,  for  any 
offence;  happy  if,  with  no  other  aid  than  my  thoughts,  I 
have  mined  sufficiently  into  my  subject  to  make  a  heart  bleed, 
under  the  oes  triplex  of  a  magistrate !  happy  if  I  could  ren- 
der merciful  those  who  consider  themselves  just!  happy  if  I 
penetrate  sufficiently  deep  within  the  Judge  to  reach  the 
man. 

When  this  book  first  appeared,  some  people  thought  it  was 
worth  while  to  dispute  the  authorship.  Some  asserted  that  it 
was  taken  from  an  English  work,  and  others  that  it  was  bor- 
rowed from  an  American  author.  What  a  singular  mania 
there  is  for  seeking  the  origin  of  matters  at  a  great  distance, 
—  trying  to  trace  from  the  source  of  the  Nile  the  streamlet 
which  flows  through  our  village !  In  this  work  there  is  no 
English,  American,  or  Chinese  assistance.  I  formed  the  idea 
of  "  The  Last  Day  of  a  Condemned  "  where  you  all  might 
form  it, —  where  perhaps  you  may  all  have  formed  it  (for 
who  is  there  that  has  not  reflected  and  had  reveries  of  "  the 
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last  day  of  a  condemned  ?  " )  —  there,  on  the  public  walk,  the 
place  of  execution ! 

It  was  there,  while  passing  casually  during  an  execution, 
that  this  forcible  idea  occurred  to  me;  and,  since  then,  after 
lose  funereal  Thursdays  of  the  Court  of  Cassation,  which 
m<l  forth  through  Paris  the  intelligence  of  an  approaching 
execution,  the  hoarse  voices  of  the  assembling  spectators,  as 
they  hurried  past  my  windows,  filled  my  mind  with  the  pro- 
longed misery  of  the  person  about  to  suffer,  which  I  pictured 
to  myself,  from  hour  to  hour,  according  to  what  I  conceived 
was  its  actual  progress.  It  was  a  torture  which  commenced 
from  daybreak,  and  lasted,  like  that  of  the  miserable  being 
who  was  tortured  at  the  same  moment,  until  four  o'clock. 
Then  only,  when  once  the  ponens  caput  expiravit  was  an- 
nounced by  the  heavy  toll  of  the  clock,  I  breathed  again 
freely,  and  regained  comparative  peace  of  mind.  One  day  at 
length  —  I  think  it  was  after  the  execution  of  Ulbach  —  I 
commenced  writing  this  work ;  and  since  then  I  have  felt  re- 
lieved. When  one  of  those  public  crimes  called  legal  execu- 
tions is  committed,  my  conscience  now  acquits  me  of  partici- 
pation therein.  This,  however,  is  not  sufficient;  it  is  well  to 
be  freed  from  self-accusation,  but  it  would  be  still  better  to 
endeavour  to  save  human  life.  I  do  not  know  any  aim  more 
elevated,  more  holy,  than  that  of  seeking  the  abolition  of 
capital  punishment;  with  sincere  devotion  I  join  the  wishes 
and  efforts  of  those  philanthropic  men  of  all  nations  who 
have  laboured,  of  late  years,  to  throw  down  the  patibulary 
tree, —  the  only  tree  which  revolution  fails  to  uproot !  It  is 
wit!  pleasure  that  I  take  my  turn  to  give  my  feeble  stroke, 
after  the  all-powerful  blow  which,  seventy  years  ago,  Beccaria 
gave  to  the  ancient  gibbet,  which  had  been  standing  during 
so  many  centuries  of  Christianity. 

I  have  just  said  that  the  scaffold  is  the  only  edifice  which 
revolutions  do  not  demolish.  It  is  rare  indeed  that  revolu- 
tions are  temperate  in  spilling  blood;  and  although  they  are 
sent  to  prune,  to  lop,  to  reform  society,  the  punishment  of 
death  is  a  branch  which  they  have  never  removed!  I  own, 
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however,  if  any  revolution  ever  appeared  to  me  capable  and 
worthy  of  abolishing  capital  punishment,  it  was  the  Revolu- 
tion of  July,  1830.  It  seemed,  indeed,  as  if  it  belonged  to 
the  merciful  popular  rising  of  modern  times  to  erase  the  bar- 
barous enactments  of  Louis  the  Eleventh,  of  Richelieu,  and 
of  Robespierre,  and  to  inscribe  at  the  head  of  the  code,  "  the 
inviolability  of  human  life !  "  1830  was  worthy  of  breaking 
the  axe  of  1793. 

At  one  time  we  really  hoped  for  it.  In  August,  1830,  there 
seemed  so  much  generosity  afloat,  such  a  spirit  of  gentleness 
and  civilization  in  the  multitude,  that  we  almost  fancied  the 
punishment  of  death  was  abolished,  by  a  tacit  and  unanimous 
consent,  with  the  rest  of  the  evils  which  had  oppressed  us. 
For  some  weeks  confiding  and  credulous,  we  had  faith  in  the 
inviolability  of  life,  for  the  future,  as  in  the  inviolability  of 
liberty. 

In  effect,  two  months  had  scarcely  passed,  when  an  attempt 
was  made  to  resolve  into  a  legal  reality  the  sublime  Utopia  of 
Caesar  Bonesana.  Unfortunately,  this  attempt  was  awkward, 
imperfect,  almost  hypocritical,  and  made  in  a  different  spirit 
from  the  general  interest. 

It  was  in  the  month  of  October,  1830,  as  may  be  remem- 
bered, that  the  question  of  capital  punishment  was  brought 
before  the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  and  discussed  with  much 
talent,  energy,  and  apparent  feeling.  During  two  days  there 
was  a  continued  succession  of  impressive  eloquence  on  this 
momentous  subject;  and  what  was  the  subject?  —  to  abolish 
the  punishment  of  death?  Yes  and  No!  Here  is  the  truth. 

Four  "  gentlemen,"--  four  persons  well  known  in  society,1 
-  had  attempted  in  the  higher  range  of  politics  one  of  those 
daring  strokes  which  Bacon  calls  crimes,  and  which  Machiavel 
calls  enterprises.  Well !  crime  or  enterprise, —  the  law,  brutal 
for  all,  would  punish  it  by  death ;  and  the  four  unfortunates 
were  prisoners,  legal  captives  guarded  by  three  hundred  tri- 
coloured  cockades  at  Vincennes.  What  was  now  to  be  done? 

i  The  Ministers,  who  were  afterwards  imprisoned  in  the  fortress  of 
Ham. 
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You  understand  the  impossibility  of  sending  to  the  place  of 
execution,  in  a  common  cart,  ignobly  bound  with  coarse  ropes, 
seated  back  to  back  with  that  functionary  who  must  not  be 
named. —  four  men  of  our  own  rank, —  four  "  gentlemen !  " 

If  there  were  even  a  mahogany  Guillotine ! 

Well,  to  settle  the  matter,  they  need  only  abolish  the  pun- 
ishment of  death;  and  thereupon  the  Chamber  set  to  work! 

Only  yesterday  they  had  treated  this  abolition  as  Utopian, 
—  as  a  theory,  a  dream,  a  poetic  folly.  This  was  not  the  first 
tin  e  that  an  endeavour  had  been  made  to  draw  their  attention 
to  the  cart,  the  coarse  ropes,  and  the  fatal  machine.  How 
strange  it  is  that  these  hideous  details  acquired  such  sudden 
force  in  their  minds ! 

Alas!  it  was  not  on  account  of  the  general  good  that  they 
Bought  to  abolish  capital  punishment,  but  for  their  own  sakes, 
• —  as  Deputies,  who  might  become  Ministers.  And  thus  an 
alloy  of  egotism  alters  and  destroys  the  fairest  social  combi- 
nations. It  is  the  dark  vein  in  statuary  marble,  which,  cross- 
in  £•;  everywhere,  comes  forth  at  each  moment  unexpectedly 
under  the  chisel! 

It  is  surely  unnecessary  for  me  to  declare  that  I  was  not 
among  those  who  desired  the  death  of  the  Ministers.  When 
oin'e  they  were  imprisoned,  the  indignant  anger  I  had  felt  at 
their  attempt  changed  with  me,  as  with  every  one  else,  into 
profound  pity.  I  reflected  on  the  prejudices  of  education  of 
some  among  them;  on  the  ill-developed  head  of  their  chief 
(fanatic  and  obstinate  relapse  of  the  conspiracies  of  1804), 
whitened  before  its  time,  in  the  damp  cells  of  state  prisons; 
on  the  fatal  necessity  of  their  common  position ;  on  the  impossi- 
bility of  their  placing  a  drag  on  that  rapid  slope  down  which 
monarchy  rushed  blindly  on  the  8th  of  August,  1829 ;  on  the 
influence  of  personal  intercourse  with  Royalty  over  them, 
which  I  had  hitherto  under-rated :  and  finally  I  reflected,  above 
all,  on  the  dignity  which  one  among  them  spread,  like  a  purple 
mantle,  over  their  misfortunes !  I  was  among  those  who  sin- 
cerely wished  their  lives  saved,  and  would  have  readily  lent  my 
aid  to  that  effect. 
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If  a  scaffold  had  been  raised  for  them  in  Paris,  I  feel  quite 
certain  (and  if  it  be  an  illusion,  I  would  preserve  it)  that  there 
would  have  been  an  insurrection  to  pull  it  down ;  and  I  should 
have  been  one  of  the  rioters. 

Here  I  must  add  that,  in  each  social  crisis,  of  all  scaffolds, 
the  political  one  is  the  most  abominable,  the  most  fatal,  the 
most  mischievous,  the  most  necessary  to  extirpate. 

In  revolutionary  times,  beware  of  the  first  execution.  It 
excites  the  sanguinary  passions  of  the  mob. 

I  therefore  agreed  thoroughly  with  those  who  wished  to 
spare  the  four  Ministers,  both  as  a  matter  of  feeling  and  of 
political  reasoning.  But  I  should  have  liked  better  that  the 
Chamber  had  chosen  another  occasion  for  proposing  the 
abolition  of  capital  punishment.  If  they  had  suggested  this 
desirable  change  not  with  reference  to  those  four  Ministers, 
fallen  from  a  Palace  to  a  Prison,  but  in  the  instance  of  the  first 
highwayman, —  in  the  case  of  one  of  those  wretches  to  whom 
you  neither  give  word  nor  look,  and  from  whom  you  shrink 
as  they  pass:  miserable  beings,  who,  during  their  ragged  in- 
fancy, ran  barefoot  in  the  mud  of  the  crossings ;  shivering  in 
winter  near  the  quays,  or  seeking  to  warm  themselves  outside 
the  ventilator  from  the  kitchens  of  the  hotels  where  you  dine; 
scratching  out,  here  and  there,  a  crust  of  bread  from  the  heaps 
of  filth,  and  wiping  it  before  eating;  scraping  in  the  gutter 
all  day,  with  a  rusty  nail,  in  the  hopes  of  finding  a  farthing; 
having  no  other  amusement  than  the  gratuitous  sight  of  the 
King's  fete,  and  the  public  executions, —  that  other  gratuitous 
sight, —  poor  devils !  whom  hunger  forces  on  theft,  and  theft 
to  all  the  rest ;  children  disinherited  by  their  step-mother,  the 
world ;  who  are  adopted  by  the  House  of  Correction  in  their 
twelfth  year, —  by  the  Galleys  at  eighteen, —  and  by  the  Guil- 
lotine at  forty  !  unfortunate  beings  whom,  by  means  of  a  school 
and  a  workshop,  you  might  have  rendered  good,  moral,  useful ; 
and  with  whom  you  now  know  not  what  to  do, —  flinging  them 
away  like  a  useless  burthen,  sometimes  into  the  red  ant-heaps 
of  Toulon,  sometimes  into  the  silent  cemetery  of  Clamart ; 
cutting  off  life  after  taking  away  liberty. 
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If  it  had  been  in  the  instance  of  one  of  these  outcasts  that 
you  had  proposed  to  abolish  the  punishment  of  death,  oh,  then 
your  councils  would  have  indeed  been  noble,  great,  holy,  ma- 
jestic! It  has  ever  belonged  to  those  who  are  truly  great  and 
truly  powerful,  to  protect  the  lowly  and  weak.  How  grand 
would  be  a  Council  of  Brarnins  advocating  the  cause  of  the 
Paria!  And  with  us  the  cause  of  the  Paria  is  the  cause  of 
the  people.  In  abolishing  the  penalty  of  death  for  sake  of 
the  people,  and  without  waiting  until  you  were  personally  in- 
terested in  the  question,  you  would  have  done  more  than  a 
political  work, —  you  would  have  conferred  a  social  benefit. 

Instead  of  this,  you  have  not  yet  even  completed  a  political 
act,  while  seeking  to  abolish  it  not  for  the  abolition's  sake, 
but  to  save  four  unfortunate  Ministers  detected  in  political 
delinquency.  What  has  happened?  As  you  were  not  sincere, 
the  people  were  distrustful ;  when  they  suspected  the  cause  of 
your  change,  they  became  angry  at  the  question  altogether, 
and,  strange  to  say,  they  declared  in  favour  of  that  condign 
punishment,  the  weight  of  which  presses  entirely  on  themselves. 

Immediately  after  the  famous  discussion  in  the  Chamber, 
orders  were  given  to  respite,  indefinitely,  all  executions.  This 
was  apparently  a  great  step  gained ;  the  opponents  of  punish- 
ment by  death  were  rendered  happy;  but  the  illusion  was  of 
short  duration.  The  lives  of  the  Ministers  were  spared,  and 
the  fortress  of  Ham  was  selected  as  a  medium,  between  death 
and  liberty.  These  different  arrangements  once  completed,  all 
fear  was  banished  from  the  minds  of  the  ruling  statesmen ;  and 
along  with  fear  humanity  was  also  banished.  There  was  no 
farther  question  of  abolishing  capital  punishment ;  and,  when 
they  no  longer  wished  to  prove  to  the  contrary,  Utopia  became 
again  Utopia! 

There  were  yet  in  the  prisons  some  unfortunate  condemned 
wretches,  who,  having  been  allowed  during  five  or  six  months 
to  walk  about  the  prison-yards  and  breathe  the  fresh  air,  felt 
tranquil  for  the  future,  sure  of  life,  mistaking  their  reprieve 
for  pardon. 

There  had  indeed  been  a  reprieve  for  six  months  for  these 
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hapless  captives,  whose  sufferings  were  thus  gratuitously  ag- 
gravated, by  making  them  cling  again  to  life:  then,  without 
reason,  without  necessity,  without  well  knowing  why,  the  re- 
spites were  all  revoked,  and  all  these  human  beings  were 
launched  into  eternity. 

Let  rne  add,  that  never  were  executions  accompanied  by 
more  atrocious  circumstances  than  since  that  revocation  of  the 
reprieve  of  July.  Never  have  the  "  anecdotes  "  been  more 
revolting,  or  more  effectual  to  prove  the  execration  of  capital 
punishment.  I  will  cite  here  two  or  three  examples  of  the 
horrors  which  have  attended  recent  executions.  I  must  shock 
the  nerves  of  the  wives  of  king's  counsel.  A  wife  is  sometimes 
a  conscience! 

In  the  South,  towards  the  close  of  last  September,  the  fol- 
lowing circumstance  occurred :  I  think  it  was  at  Pamiers.  The 
officers  went  to  a  man  in  prison,  whom  they  found  quietly 
playing  at  cards,  and  gave  him  notice  that  he  was  to  die  in  two 
hours.  The  wretched  creature  was  horror-struck ;  for  during 
the  six  months  he  had  been  forgotten,  he  had  no  longer  thought 
of  death;  he  was  confessed,  bound,  his  hair  cut  off,  he  was 
placed  in  the  fatal  cart,  and  taken  to  the  place  of  execution. 
The  Executioner  took  him  from  the  Priest ;  laid  him  down  and 
bound  him  on  the  Guillotine,  and  then  let  loose  the  axe.  The 
heavy  triangle  of  iron  slowly  detached  itself,  falling  by  jerks 
down  the  slides,  until,  horrible  to  relate,  it  wounded  the  man, 
without  killing  him!  The  poor  creature  uttered  a  frightful 
cry.  The  disconcerted  Executioner  hauled  up  the  axe,  and 
let  it  slide  down  again.  A  second  time,  the  neck  of  the  male- 
factor was  wounded,  without  being  severed.  Again  he 
shrieked,  the  crowd  joining  him.  The  Executioner  raised  the 
axe  a  third  time,  but  no  better  effect  attended  the  third  stroke. 
Let  me  abridge  these  fearful  details.  Five  times  the  axe  was 
raised  and  let  fall,  and  after  the  fifth  stroke,  the  condemned 
was  still  shrieking  for  mercy.  The  indignant  populace  com- 
menced throwing  missiles  at  the  Executioner,  who  hid  himself 
beneath  the  Guillotine,  and  crept  away  behind  the  gendarmes' 
horses:  but  I  have  not  yet  finished.  The  hapless  culprit, 
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seeing  he  was  left  alone  on  the  scaffold,  raised  himself  on  the 
plank,  and  there  standing,  frightful,  streaming  with  blood, 
he  demanded  with  feeble  cries  that  some  one  would  unbind 
him!  The  populace,  full  of  pity9  were  on  the  point  of  forcing 
the  gendarmes  to  help  the  hapless  wretch,  who  had  five  times 
undergone  his  sentence.  At  this  moment  the  servant  of  the 
Executioner,  a  youth  under  twenty,  mounted  on  the  scaffold, 
told  the  sufferer  to  turn  round,  that  he  might  unbind  him: 
then  taking  advantage  of  the  posture  of  the  dying  man,  who 
had  yielded  himself  without  any  mistrust,  sprang  on  him, 
and  slowly  cut  through  the  neck  with  a  knife !  All  this  hap- 
pened ;  all  this  was  seen. 

According  to  law,  a  judge  was  obliged  to  be  present  at  this 
execution;  by  a  sign  he  could  have  stopped  all.  Why  was 
he  leaning  back  in  his  carriage  then,  this  man,  while  they 
massacred  another  man?  What  was  he  doing,  this  punisher 
of  assassins,  while  they  thus  assassinated,  in  open  day,  his 
fellow-creature?  And  the  Judge  was  not  tried  for  this; 
nor  the  Executioner  was  not  tried  for  it ;  and  no  tribunal  in- 
quired into  this  monstrous  violation  of  all  law  on  one  of 
God's  creatures. 

In  the  seventeenth  century,  that  epoch  of  barbarity  in  the 
criminal  code,  under  Richelieu,  under  Christophe  Fouquet, 
Monsieur  de  Chalais  was  put  to  death  at  Nantes  by  an  awk- 
ward soldier,  who,  instead  of  a  sword-stroke,  gave  him  thirty- 
four  strokes  of  a  cooper's  adze.1  But  at  last  it  was  con- 
sidered execrable  by  the  parliament  of  Paris,  there  was  an 
inquest  and  a  trial;  and,  although  Richelieu  and  Fouquet  did 
not  suffer,  the  soldier  was  punished, —  an  injustice  doubtless, 
but  in  which  there  was  some  show  of  justice. 

In  the  modern  instance,  nothing  was  done.  The  fact  took 
place  after  July,  in  times  of  civilization  and  march  of  intel- 
lect, a  year  after  the  celebrated  lamentation  of  the  Chamber 
on  the  penalty  of  death.  The  circumstance  attracted  no 
attention;  the  Paris  papers  published  it  as  an  anecdote,  and 

1  La  Porte  says  twenty-two  strokes,  but  Aubery  says  thirty-four. 
Monsieur  de  Chaiais  shrieked  until  the  twentieth. 
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no  one  cared  about  it.  It  was  only  known  that  the  Guillotine 
had  been  put  out  of  order  by  a  dismissed  servant  of  the 
Executioner,  who,  to  revenge  himself,  had  taken  this  method 
of  action. 

Another  instance.  At  Dijon,  only  three  months  ago,  they 
brought  to  the  scaffold  a  woman  (a  woman!).  This  time 
again  the  axe  of  the  Guillotine  failed  of  its  effect,  and  the 
head  was  not  quite  detached.  Then  the  Executioner's  servants 
pulled  the  feet  of  the  woman ;  and,  amidst  the  yells  of  the 
populace,  thus  finished  the  law ! 

At  Paris,  we  have  come  back  to  the  time  of  secret  execu- 
tions ;  since  July  they  no  longer  dare  to  decapitate  in  the 
town,  for  they  are  afraid.  Here  is  what  they  do.  They  took 
lately  from  the  Bicetre  prison  a  man,  under  sentence  of  death, 
named  Desandrieux,  I  think;  they  put  him  into  a  sort  of 
panier  on  two  wheels,  closed  on  every  side,  bolted  and  pad- 
locked; then  with  a  gendarme  in  front,  and  another  at  the 
back,  without  noise  or  crowd,  they  proceeded  to  the  deserted 
barrier  of  St.  James.  It  was  eight  in  the  morning  when  they 
arrived,  with  but  little  light.  There  was  a  newly  erected 
Guillotine,  and  for  spectators,  some  dozens  of  little  boys, 
grouped  on  the  heaps  of  stones  around  the  unexpected  ma- 
chine. Quickly  they  withdrew  the  man  from  the  basket ;  and 
without  giving  him  time  to  breathe,  they  furtively,  secretly, 
shamefully  deprived  him  of  life !  And  that  is  called  a  public 
and  solemn  act  of  high  justice!  Infamous  derision!  How 
then  do  the  lawgivers  understand  the  word  civilization?  To 
what  point  have  we  attained?  Justice  reduced  to  stratagems 
and  frauds  !  The  law  reduced  to  expedient !  Monstrous  !  A 
man  condemned  to  death,  it  would  seem,  was  greatly  to  be 
feared,  since  they  put  an  end  to  him  in  this  traitorous  fash- 
ion! 

Let  us  be  just,  however;  the  execution  was  not  quite  secret. 
In  the  morning  people  hawked  and  sold,  as  usual,  the  sen- 
tence of  death  through  the  streets.  It  appears  there  are 
people  who  live  by  such  sales.  The  crime  of  a  hapless  fellow- 
creature,  its  punishment,  his  torture,  his  agony,  forms  their 
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stock  in  trade  —  a  paper  that  they  sell  for  a  penny.  Can  one 
corceive  anything  more  hideous  than  this  coin,  verdigrised  in 
blood? 

Here  are  enough  of  facts ;  here  are  too  many.  Is  not  all 
this  horrible?  What  can  be  alleged  in  favour  of  punishment 
by  death? 

I  put  this  question  seriously.  I  ask  it  that  it  may  be  an- 
swered; I  ask  it  of  Legislators,  and  not  of  literary  gossips* 
I  know  there  are  people  who  take  "  the  excellence  of  punish- 
ment by  death  "  for  a  text  of  paradoxes,  like  any  other  theme ; 
there  are  others  who  only  advocate  capital  punishment  because 
they  hate  so-and-so  who  attack  it.  It  is  for  them  almost  a 
literary  question,  a  question  of  persons,  and  proper  names; 
these  are  the  envious,  who  do  not  find  more  fault  with  good 
lawyers  than  with  good  artists.  The  Joseph  Grippas  are  no 
more  wanting  to  the  Filangieri  than  the  Torregiani  to  the 
Michael  Angelos,  and  the  Scuderies  to  the  Corneilles. 

It  is  not  to  these  that  I  address  myself,  but  to  men  of  law, 
prcperly  so  called, —  to  logicians,  to  reasoners;  to  those  who 
love  the  penalty  of  death  for  its  beauty,  its  goodness,  its 

Let  them  give  their  reasons. 

Those  who  judge  and  condemn  say  that  "  punishment  by 
death  is  necessary, —  first,  because  it  is  requisite  to  remove 
from  the  social  community  a  member  which  has  already  injured 
it,  and  might  injure  it  again." 

If  this  be  all,  perpetual  imprisonment  would  suffice.  What 
is  che  use  of  inflicting  death?  You  argue  that  a  prisoner 
may  escape  from  gaol, —  keep  watch  more  strictly !  If  you 
do  not  believe  in  the  solidity  of  iron. bars,  how  do  you  venture 
to  have  menageries?  Let  there  be  no  executioner  where  the 
jailer  can  be  sufficient. 

They  continue,  "  But  society  must  avenge  itself,  society 
must  punish." 

Neither  one  nor  the  other ;  vengeance  is  an  individual  act, 
and  punishment  belongs  to  God.  Society  is  between  the  two; 
punishment  is  above  its  power,  retaliation  beneath  it.  Society 
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should  not  punish,  to  avenge  itself;  it  should  correct,  to 
ameliorate  others ! 

Their  third  and  last  reason  remains,  the  theory  of  example. 
"  We  must  make  examples.  By  the  sight  of  the  fate  inflicted 
on  criminals,  we  must  shock  those  who  might  otherwise  bo 
tempted  to  imitate  them !  " 

Well,  in  the  first  place,  I  deny  the  power  of  the  example. 
I  deny  that  the  sight  of  executions  produces  the  desired  effect. 
Far  from  edifying  the  common  people,  it  demoralizes  and 
ruins  their  feeling,  injuring  every  virtue;  proofs  of  this 
abound  and  would  encumber  my  argument  if  I  chose  to  cite 
them.  I  will  allude  to  only  one  fact,  amongst  a  thousand, 
because  it  is  of  recent  occurrence.  It  happened  only  ten 
days  back  from  the  present  moment  when  I  am  writing: 
namely,  on  the  5th  of  March,  the  last  day  of  the  Carnival. 
At  St.  Pol,  immediately  after  the  execution  of  an  incendiary 
named  Louis  Camus,  a  group  of  Masqueraders  came  and 
danced  round  the  still  reeking  scaffold! 

Make,  then,  your  fine  examples !  Shrove  Tuesday  will  turn 
them  into  jest. 

If,  notwithstanding  all  experience,  you  still  hold  to  the 
theory  of  example,  then  give  us  back  the  Sixteenth  Century ; 
be  in  reality  formidable.  Restore  to  us  a  variety  of  suffering ; 
restore  us  Farinacci ;  restore  us  the  sworn  torturers ;  restore  us 
the  gibbet,  the  wheel,  the  block,  the  rack,  the  thumb-screw,  the 
live-burial  vault,  the  burning  cauldron ;  restore  us  in  the  streets 
of  Paris,  as  the  most  open  shop  among  the  rest,  the  hideous 
stall  of  the  Executioner,  constantly  full  of  human  flesh;  give 
us  back  Montfaucon,  its  caves  of  bones,  its  beams,  its  crooks, 
its  chains,  its  rows  of  skeletons ;  give  us  back,  in  its  permanence 
and  power,  that  gigantic  outhouse  of  the  Paris  Eixecutioner ! 
This  indeed  would  be  wholesale  example ;  this  would  be  "  pun- 
ishment by  death,"  well  understood;  this  would  be  a  system 
of  execution  in  some  proportion, —  which,  while  it  is  horrible, 
is  also  terrible ! 

But  do  you  seriously  suppose  you  are  making  an  example, 
when  you  take  the  life  of  a  poor  wretch,  in  the  most  deserted 


M.  VICTOR  HUGO  35 

part  of  the  exterior  Boulevards,  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing0 

Do  not  you  see  then,  that  your  public  executions  are  done 
in  private?  That  fear  is  with  the  execution,  and  not  among 
the  multitude?  One  is  sometimes  tempted  to  believe,  that 
the  advocates  for  capital  punishment  have  not  thoroughly 
considered  in  what  it  consists.  But  place  in  the  scales,  against 
any  crime  whatever,  this  exorbitant  right,  which  society  arro- 
gates to  itself,  of  taking  away  that  which  it  did  not  bestow: 
that  most  irreparable  of  evils  ! 

The  alternatives  are  these:  First,  the  man  you  destroy  is 
without  family,  relations,  or  friends,  in  the  world.  In  this 
case,  he  has  received  neither  education  nor  instruction ;  no  care 
has  been  bestowed  either  on  his  mind  or  heart;  then,  by  what 
right  would  you  kill  this  miserable  orphan  ?  You  punish  him 
because  his  infancy  trailed  on  the  ground,  without  stem,  or 
support ;  you  make  him  pay  the  penalty  of  the  isolated  position 
in  which  you  left  him!  you  make  a  crime  of  his  misfortune! 
No  one  taught  him  to  know  what  he  was  doing;  this  man 
lived  in  ignorance :  the  fault  was  in  his  destiny,  not  himself. 
You  destroy  one  who  is  innocent. 

Or,  Secondly, —  the  man  has  a  family ;  and  then  do  you 
think  the  fatal  stroke  wounds  him  alone?  —  that  his  father, 
his  mother,  or  his  children  will  not  suffer  by  it?  In  killing 
him,  you  vitally  injure  all  his  family:  and  thus  again  you 
punish  the  innocent. 

Blind  and  ill-directed  penalty;  which,  on  whatever  side 
it  turns,  strikes  the  innocent ! 

Imprison  for  life  this  culprit  who  has  a  family :  in  his  cell 
he  can  still  work  for  those  who  belong  to  him.  But  how  can 
he  help  them  from  the  depth  of  the  tomb?  And  can  you 
reflect  without  shuddering,  on  what  will  become  of  those  young 
children,  from  whom  you  take  away  their  father,  their  sup- 
port? Do  you  not  feel  that  they  must  fall  into  a  career  of 
vice  ? 

In  the  Colonies,  when  a  slave  is  condemned  to  public  ex- 
ecution, there  are  a  thousand  francs  of  indemnity  paid  to  the 
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proprietor  of  the  man !  What,  you  compensate  a  master,  and 
you  do  not  indemnify  a  family!  In  this  country,  do  you  not 
take  the  man  from  those  who  possess  him?  Is  he  not,  by  a 
much  more  sacred  tie  than  master  and  slave,  the  property  of 
his  father,  the  wealth  of  his  wife,  the  fortune  of  his  children. 

I  have  already  proved  your  law  guilty  of  assassination; 
I  have  now  convicted  it  of  robbery! 

And  then  another  consideration.  Do  you  consider  the  soul 
of  this  man?  Do  you  know  in  what  state  it  is,  that  you  dis- 
miss it  so  hastily? 

This  may  be  called  "  sentimental  reasoning,"  by  some  dis- 
dainful logicians,  who  draw  their  arguments  only  from  their 
minds.  I  often  prefer  the  reasonings  of  the  heart;  and  cer- 
tainly the  two  should  always  go  together.  Reason  is  on  our 
side,  feeling  is  on  our  side,  and  experience  is  on  our  side.  In 
those  States  where  punishment  by  death  is  abolished,  the  mass 
of  capital  crime  has  yearly  a  progressive  decrease.  Let  this 
fact  have  its  weight. 

I  do  not  advocate,  however,  a  sudden  and  complete  abolition 
of  the  penalty  of  death,  such  as  was  so  heedlessly  attempted 
in  the  Chamber  of  Deputies.  On  the  contrary,  I  desire  every 
precaution,  every  experiment,  every  suggestion  of  prudence: 
besides,  in  addition  to  this  gradual  change,  I  would  have  the 
while  penal  code  examined,  and  reformed ;  and  time  is  a  great 
ingredient  requisite  to  make  such  a  work  complete.  But  in- 
dependently of  a  partial  abolition  of  death  in  cases  of  forgery, 
incendiarism,  minor  thefts,  efc  camera,  I  would  wish  that,  from 
the  present  time,  in  all  the  greater  offences,  the  Judge  should 
be  obliged  to  propose  the  following  question  to  the  Jury : 
"Has  the  accused  acted  from  Passion,  or  Interest?"  And 
in  case  the  Jury  decide  "  the  accused  acted  from  Passion," 
then  there  should  be  no  sentence  of  death. 

Let  not  the  opposite  party  deceive  themselves ;  this  question 
of  the  penalty  of  death  gains  ground  every  day.  Before 
long,  the  world  will  unanimously  solve  it  on  the  side  of  mercy. 
During  the  past  century,  punishments  have  become  gradually 
milder :  the  rack  has  disappeared,  the  wheel  has  disappeared : 
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and  now  the  Guillotine  is  shaken.  Thir  mistaken  punishment 
will  leave  France;  and  may  it  go  to  some  barbarous  people, — 
not  to  Turkey,  which  is  becoming  civilized,  not  to  the  savages, 
for  they  will  not  have  it ;  l  but  let  it  descend  some  steps  of 
the  ladder  of  civilization,  and  take  refuge  in  Spain,  or  Russia ! 

In  the  early  ages,  the  social  edifice  rested  on  three  columns, 
Superstition,  Tyranny,  Cruelty.  A  long  time  ago  a  voice 
exclaimed,  "  Superstition  has  departed !  "  Lately  another 
voice  has  cried,  "  Tyranny  has  departed !  "  It  is  now  full 
timo  that  a  third  voice  shall  be  raised  to  say,  "  The  Execu- 
tioner has  departed !  " 

Thus  the  barbarous  usages  of  the  olden  times  fall  one  by 
one;  thus  Providence  completes  modern  regeneration. 

To  those  who  regret  Superstition,  we  say,  "  GOD  remains 
for  us !  "  To  those  who  regret  Tyranny,  we  say,  "  OUR 
COUNTRY  remains!"  But  to  those  who  could  regret  the 
Executioner  we  can  say  nothing. 

Let  it  not  be  supposed  that  social  order  will  depart  with 
the  scaffold;  the  social  building  will  not  fall  from  wanting 
this  hideous  keystone.  Civilization  is  nothing  but  a  series  of 
transformations.  For  what  then  do  I  ask  your  aid?  The 
civilization  of  penal  laws.  The  gentle  laws  of  CHRIST  will 
penetrate  at  last  into  the  Code,  and  shine  through  its  enact- 
ments. We  shall  look  on  crime  as  a  disease,  and  its  physicians 
shall  displace  the  judges,  its  hospitals  displace  the  Galleys. 
Liberty  and  health  shall  be  alike.  We  shall  pour  balm  and 
oil  where  we  formerly  applied  iron  and  fire;  evil  will  be 
treated  in  charity,  instead  of  in  anger.  This  change  will  be 
simple  and  sublime. 

THE  CROSS  SHALL  DISPLACE  THE  GIBBET. 

iThe  Parliament  of  Otaheite  have  just  abolished  capital  punishment. 
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FIRST  PAPER 

BICETRE  PRISON. 

l  ONDEMNED  to  death ! 

These  five  weeks  have  I  dwelt  with  this  idea, —  always 
alone  with  it,  always  frozen  by  its  presence,  always  bent 
under  its  weight. 

Formerly  (for  it  seems  to  me  rather  years  than  weeks 
since  I  was  free)  I  was  a  being  like  any  other;  every  day, 
every  hour,  every  minute  had  its  idea.  My  mind,  youthful 
and  rich,  was  full  of  fancies,  which  it  developed  successively, 
without  order  or  aim,  but  weaving  inexhaustible  arabesques 
on  the  poor  and  coarse  web  of  life.  Sometimes  it  was  of 
youthful  beauties,  sometimes  of  unbounded  possessions,  then 
of  battles  gained,  next  of  theatres  full  of  sound  and  light, 
and  then  again  the  young  beauties,  and  shadowy  walks  at 
night  beneath  spreading  chestnut-trees.  There  was  a  per- 
petual revel  in  my  imagination:  I  might  think  on  what  I 
chose, —  I  was  free. 

But  now, —  I  am  a  Captive !  Bodily  in  irons  in  a  dungeon, 
and  mentally  imprisoned  in  one  idea, —  one  horrible,  one 
hideous,  one  unconquerable  idea!  I  have  only  one  thought, 
one  conviction,  one  certitude, — 

Condemned  to  death! 

Whatever  I  do,  that  frightful  thought  is  always  here,  like 
a  spectre,  beside  me, —  solitary  and  jealous,  banishing  all  else, 
haunting  me  for  ever,  and  shaking  me  with  its  two  icy  hands 
whenever  I  wish  to  £urn  my  head  away  or  to  close  my  eyes.  It 
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glides  into  all  forms  in  which  my  mind  seeks  to  shun  it ;  mixes 
itself,  like  a  horrible  chant,  with  all  the  words  which  are 
addressed  to  me ;  presses  against  me  even  to  the  odious  grat- 
ings of  my  prison.  It  haunts  me  while  awake,  spies  on  my  con- 
vulsive slumbers,  and  re-appears,  a  vivid  incubus,  in  my 
dreams ! 

I  have  just  started  from  a  troubled  sleep  in  which  I  was 
pursued  by  this  thought,  and  I  made  an  effort  to  say  to  my- 
self, "  Oh,  it  was  but  a  dream !  " 

Well,  even  before  my  heavy  eyes  could  read  the  fatal  truth 
in  the  dreadful  reality  which  surrounds  me, —  on  the  damp 
and  reeking  dungeon-walls,  in  the  pale  rays  of  my  night-lamp, 
in  the  rough  material  of  my  prison-garb,  on  the  sombre  visage 
of  the  sentry,  whose  cap  gleams  through  the  grating  of  the 
door, —  it  seems  to  me  that  already  a  voice  has  murmured 
in  my  ear, — 

"  Condemned  to  death!  " 


SECOND  PAPER 

FIVE  weeks  have  now  elapsed  since  I  was  tried, —  found 
guilty, —  sentenced. 

Let  me  endeavour  to  recall  the  circumstances  which  attended 
that  fatal  day. 

It  was  a  beautiful  morning  at  the  close  of  August.  My 
trial  had  already  lasted  three  days ;  my  name  and  accusation 
had  collected  each  morning  a  knot  of  spectators,  who  crowded 
the  benches  of  the  Court,  as  ravens  surrounded  a  corpse. 
During  three  days  all  the  assembly  of  judges,  witnesses,  law- 
yers, and  officers  had  passed  and  repassed  as  a  phantasmagoria 
before  my  troubled  vision. 

The  two  first  nights,  through  uneasiness  and  terror,  I  had 
been  unable  to  sleep;  on  the  third  I  had  slept,  from  fatigue 
and  exhaustion.  I  had  left  the  jury  deliberating  at  midnight, 
and  was  taken  back  to  the  heap  of  straw  in  my  prison,  where 
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I  instantly  fell  into  a  profound  sleep, —  the  sleep  of  forget- 
fulness.  These  were  the  first  hours  of  repose  I  had  obtained 
after  long  watchfulness. 

I  was  buried  in  this  oblivion  when  they  sent  to  have  me 
awakened,  and  my  sound  slumber  was  not  broken  by  the  heavy 
step  and  iron  shoes  of  the  jailor,  by  the  clanking  of  his 
keys,  or  the  rusty  grating  of  the  lock ;  to  rouse  me  from  my 
lethargy  it  required  his  harsh  .voice  in  my  ear,  his  rough 
hand  on  my  arm. 

"  Come,"  shouted  he,  "  rise  directly !  " 

I  opened  my  eyes,  and  started  up  from  my  straw  bed:  it 
was  already  daylight. 

At  this  moment,  through  the  high  and  narrow  window  of 
my  cell,  I  saw  on  the  ceiling  of  the  next  corridor  (the  only 
fir  nament  I  was  allowed  to  see)  that  yellow  reflection  by 
which  eyes  accustomed  to  the  darkness  of  a  prison  recognize 
sunshine.  And  oh,  how  I  love  sunshine ! 

"  It  is  a  fine  day!  "  said  I  to  the  jailor. 

He  remained  a  moment  without  answering  me,  as  if  uncer- 
tain whether  it  was  worth  while  to  expend  a  word;  then,  as  if 
with  an  effort,  he  coolly  murmured,  "  Very  likely." 

I  remained  motionless,  my  senses  half  sleeping,  with  smiling 
lips,  and  my  eyes  fixed  oh  that  soft  golden  reflection  which 
reverberated  on  the  ceiling. 

"  What  a  lovely  day ! "  I  repeated. 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  jailor;  "  they  are  waiting  for  you" 

These  few  words,  like  a'  web  which  stops  the  flight  of  an 
insect,  flung  me  back  into  the  reality  of  my  position.  I  pic- 
tured to  myself  instantly,  as  in  a  flash  of  lightning,  thai: 
sombre  Court  of  Justice,  the  Bench  of  Judges,  in  their  robes 
of  sanguine  hue,  the  three  rows  of  stupid-looking  witnesses, 
two  gendarmes  at  the  extremity  of  my  bench;  black  robes 
waving,  and  the  heads  of  the  crowd  clustering  in  the 
depth  of  the  shadow,  while  I  fancied  that  I  felt  upon  me 
tho  fixed  look  of  the  twelve  jurymen,  who  had  sat  up  while 
I  slept. 

I  rose:  my  teeth  chattered,  my  hands  trembled,  my  limbs 
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were  so  weak  that  at  the  first  step  I  had  nearly  fallen;  how- 
ever, I  followed  the  jailor  slowly. 

Two  gendarmes  waited  for  me  at  the  door-way  of  the  cell ; 
they  replaced  my  fetters,  to  which  I  yielded  mechanically,  as 
in  a  dream. 

We  traversed  an  interior  court,  and  the  balmy  air  of  morn- 
ing reanimated  me.  I  raised  my  head:  the  sky  was  cloudless, 
and  the  warm  rays  of  the  sun  (partially  intercepted  by  the 
tall  chimneys)  traced  brilliant  angles  of  light  on  the  high 
and  sombre  walls  of  the  prison.  It  was  indeed  a  delicious 
day. 

We  ascended  a  winding  staircase ;  we  passed  a  corridor,  then 
another,  then  a  third,  and  then  a  low  door  was  opened.  A 
current  of  hot  air,  laden  with  noise,  rushed  from  it ;  it  was 
the  breath  of  the  crowd  in  the  Court  of  Justice  which  I  then 
entered. 

On  my  appearance  the  hall  resounded  with  the  clank  of  arms 
and  the  hum  of  voices ;  benches  were  moved  noisily ;  and  while 
I  crossed  that  long  chamber  between  two  masses  of  people 
who  were  walled  in  by  soldiers,  I  painfully  felt  myself  the 
centre  of  attraction  to  all  those  fixed  and  gaping  looks. 

At  this  moment  I  perceived  that  I  was  without  fetters,  but 
I  could  not  recall  where  or  when  they  had  been  removed. 

At  length  I  reached  my  place  at  the  bar,  and  there  was  a 
deep  silence.  The  instant  that  the  tumult  ceased  in  the 
crowd,  it  ceased  also  in  my  ideas:  a  sudden  clearness  of  per- 
ception came  to  me,  and  I  at  once  understood  plainly,  what 
until  then  I  could  not  discover  in  my  confused  state  of  mind, 
that  the  decisive  moment  was  come!  I  was  brought  there  to 
hear  my  sentence! 

Explain  it  who  can:  from  the  manner  in  which  this  idea 
came  to  my  mind,  it  caused  me  no  terror !  The  windows  were 
open ;  the  air,  and  the  sounds  of  the  City  came  freely  through 
them ;  the  room  was  as  light  as  for  a  wedding ;  the  cheerful 
rays  of  the  sun  traced  here  and  there  the  luminous  forms  of 
the  windows,  sometimes  lengthened  on  the  flooring,  sometime? 
spreading  on  a  table,  sometimes  broken  by  the  angles  of  the 
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walls ;  and  from  the  brilliant  square  of  each  window  the  rays 
fell  through  the  air  in  dancing  golden  beams. 

The  Judges  at  the  extreme  of  the  hall  bore  a  satisfied  ap- 
pearance, probably  from  the  anticipation  of  their  labours  be- 
ing soon  completed.  The  face  of  the  President,  softly  lighted 
by  a  reflected  sunbeam,  had  a  calm  and  amiable  expression ; 
and  a  young  counsel  conversed  almost  gaily  with  a  handsome 
woman  who  was  placed  near  him. 

The  Jury  alone  looked  wan  and  exhausted,  but  this  was  ap- 
parently from  the  fatigue  of  having  sat  up  all  night.  Noth- 
ing in  their  countenances  indicated  men  who  would  pass 
sentence  of  death. 

Opposite  to  me  a  window  stood  wide  open.  I  heard  laugh- 
ter in  the  Market  for  Flowers  beneath;  and  on  the  sill  of  the 
window  a  graceful  plant,  illumined  by  sunshine,  played  in  the 
breeze. 

How  could  any  sinister  idea  be  formed  amongst  so  many 
soothing  sensations?  Surrounded  by  air  and  sunshine,  I  could 
think  of  nought  save  freedom.  Hope  shone  within  me,  as 
the  day  shone  around  me;  and  I  awaited  my  sentence  with 
confidence,  as  one  daily  calculates  on  liberty  and  life. 

In  the  meantime  my  counsel  arrived;  after  taking  his 
place  he  leaned  towards  me  with  a  smile. 

"  I  have  hopes !  "  said  he. 

"  Oh,  surely !  "  I  replied  in  the  same  light  tone. 

"  Yes,"  returned  he ;  "I  know  nothing  as  yet  of  the  ver- 
dict, but  they  have  doubtless  acquitted  you  of  premeditation, 
and  then  it  will  be  only  hard  labour  for  life!  " 

"  What  do  you  mean,  sir  ?  "  replied  I,  indignantly ;  "  I 
would  prefer  death !  " 

Then  the  President,  who  had  only  waited  for  my  counsel, 
desired  me  to  rise.  The  soldiers  carried  arms ;  and,  like 
an  electric  movement,  all  the  assembly  rose  at  the  same  in- 
stant. The  Recorder,  placed  at  a  table  below  the  Tribunal, 
rend  the  verdict,  which  the  Jury  pronounced  during  my 
absence. 
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A  sickly  chill  passed  over  my  frame;  I  leaned  against  the 
wall  to  avoid  falling. 

"  Counsel,  have  you  anything  to  say  why  this  sentence 
should  not  be  passed?  "  demanded  the  President. 

I  felt  that  /  had  much  to  urge,  but  I  had  not  the  power, — 
my  tongue  was  cleaving  to  my  mouth. 

My  counsel  then  rose.  His  endeavour  appeared  to  be,  to 
mitigate  the  verdict  of  the  Jury,  and  to  substitute  the  pun- 
ishment of  hard  labour  for  life, —  by  naming  which  he  had 
rendered  me  so  indignant !  This  indignation  must  again  have 
been  powerful  within  me  to  conquer  the  thousand  emotions 
which  distracted  my  thoughts.  I  wished  to  repeat  aloud 
which  I  had  already  said  to  him,  but  my  breath  failed,  and 
I  could  only  grasp  him  by  the  arm,  crying  with  convulsive 
strength,  «  No !  " 

The  Attorney-General  replied  against  my  counsel's  argu- 
ments, and  I  listened  to  him  with  a  stupid  satisfaction.  The 
Judges  then  left  the  Court;  soon  returned,  and  the  President 
read  my  sentence. 

"Condemned  to  death!"  cried  the  crowd;  and  as  I  was 
led  away  the  assembly  pressed  on  my  steps  with  avidity,  while 
I  walked  on,  confused,  and  nearly  in  unconsciousness.  A 
revolution  had  taken  place  within  me.  Until  that  sentence 
of  Death  I  had  felt  myself  breathe,  palpitate,  exist,  like  other 
beings.  Now  I  felt  clearly  that  a  barrier  existed  between  me 
and  the  world.  Nothing  appeared  to  me  under  the  same  as- 
pect as  hitherto.  Those  large  and  luminous  windows,  that  fair 
sunshine,  that  pure  sky, —  all  was  pale  and  ghastly,  the  colour 
of  a  winding  sheet.  Those  men,  women,  and  children  who 
pressed  on  my  path  seemed  to  me  like  phantoms. 

At  the  foot  of  the  stairs  a  black  and  dirty  prison-cart  was 
waiting;  as  I  entered  it,  I  looked  by  chance  around. 

"  The  Condemned  Prisoner !  "  shouted  the  people,  running 
towards  the  cart. 

Through  the  cloud  which  seemed  to  me  to  interpose  between 
me  and  all  things,  I  distinguished  two  young  girls  who  gazed 
at  me  with  eager  eyes. 
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"  Well,"   said  the  youngest,  clapping  her  hands,"  it  will 
take  'place  in  six  weeks." 


THIRD  PAPER 

C"  ONDEMNED  to  death ! 
Well,  why  not  ?      I  remember  once  reading,  "  All  man- 
Id  nd  are  condemned  to  death,  with  indefinite  respites."     How 
then  is  my  position  altered? 

Since  my  sentence  was  pronounced,  how  many  are  dead  who 
calculated  upon  a  long  life !  How  many  are  gone  before  me, 
who,  young,  free,  and  in  good  health,  had  fully  intended  to 
be  present  at  my  execution !  How  many,  between  this  and 
then,  perhaps,  who  now  walk  and  breathe  in  the  fresh  air  any 
where  they  please,  will  die  before  me! 

And  then,  what  has  life  for  me,  that  I  should  regret?  In 
truth,  only  the  dull  twilight  and  black  bread  of  a  prison,  a 
portion  of  meagre  soup  from  the  trough  of  the  convicts;  to 
be  treated  rudely, —  /,  who  have  been  refined  by  education ; 
to  be  brutalized  by  turnkeys  without  feeling;  not  to  see  a 
human  being  who  thinks  me  worthy  of  a  word,  or  whom  I  could 
address ;  incessantly  to  shudder  at  what  I  have  done,  and  what 
may  be  done  to  me, —  these  are  nearly  the  only  advantages 
of  which  the  executioner  can  deprive  me! 

Ah!  still  it  is  horrible. 


FOURTH  PAPER 

black  cart  brought  me  here  to  this  hideous  Bicetre 
J.        Prison. 

Seen  from  afar,  the  appearance  of  that  edifice  is  rather 
majestic.  It  spreads  to  the  horizon  in  front  of  a  hill,  and 
at  a  distance  retains  something  of  its  ancient  splendour, —  the 


46  THE  LAST  DAY 

look  of  a  Royal  Palace.  But  as  you  approach  it,  the  Palace 
changes  to  a  ruin,  and  the  dilapidated  gables  shock  the  sight. 
There  is  a  mixture  of  poverty  and  disgrace  soiling  its  royal 
f a9ades ;  without  glass  or  shutters  to  the  windows,  but  massive 
crossed-bars  of  iron  instead,  against  which  is  pressed,  here 
and  there,  the  ghastly  face  of  a  felon  or  a  madman. 


FIFTH  PAPER 

WHEN  I  arrived  here  the  hand  of  force  was  laid  on  me, 
and  numerous  precautions  were  taken:  neither  knife 
nor  fork  was  allowed  for  my  repasts ;  and  a  strait-waistcoat 
—  a  species  of  sack  made  of  sail-cloth  —  imprisoned  my  arms. 
I  had  sued  to  annul  my  sentence,  so  the  jailors  might  have 
for  six  or  seven  weeks  their  responsibility ;  and  it  was  requisite 
to  keep  me  safe  and  healthful  for  the  Guillotine ! 

For  the  first  few  days  I  was  treated  with  a  degree  of  atten- 
tion which  was  horrible  to  me, —  the  civilities  of  a  turnkey 
breathe  of  a  scaffold.  Luckily,  at  the  end  of  some  days, 
habit  resumed  its  influence;  they  mixed  me  with  the  other 
prisoners  in  a  general  brutality,  and  made  no  more  of  those 
unusual  distinctions  of  politeness  which  continually  kept  the 
executioner  in  my  memory. 

This  was  not  the  only  amelioration.  My  youth,  my  docil- 
ity, the  cares  of  the  Chaplain  of  the  prison,  and  above  all 
some  words  in  Latin  which  I  addressed  to  the  keeper,  who  did 
not  understand  them,  procured  for  me  a  walk  once  a  week 
with  the  other  prisoners,  and  removed  the  strait-waistcoat  with 
which  I  was  paralyzed.  After  considerable  hesitation  they 
have  also  given  me  pens,  paper,  ink,  and  a  night-lamp. 
Every  Sunday  after  Mass  I  am  allowed  to  walk  in  the  Prison- 
court  at  the  hour  of  recreation;  there  I  talk  with  the  pris- 
oners, which  is  inevitable.  They  make  boon  companions,  triese 
wretches.  They  tell  me  their  adventures, —  enough  to  horrify 
one;  but  I  know  they  are  proud  of  them.  They  also  try  to 
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teach  me  their  mystic  idioms, —  an  odious  phraseology  grafted 
en  the  general  language,  like  a  hideous  excrescence ;  yet  some- 
times it  has  a  singular  energy,  a  frightful  picturesqueness. 
Tc  be  hung  is  called  "  marrying  the  widow,"  as  though  the 
rope  of  the  gallows  were  the  widow  of  all  who  had  been  ex- 
ecuted! At  every  instant  mysterious,  fantastic  words  occur, 
base  and  hideous,  derived  one  knows  not  whence ;  they  resem- 
ble crawling  reptiles.  On  hearing  this  language  spoken,  the 
effect  is  like  the  shaking  of  dusty  rags  before  you. 

These  men  at  least  pity  me,  and  they  alone  do  so.  The 
jailors,  the  turnkeys, —  and  I  am  not  angry  with  them, — 
gossip  and  laugh,  and  speak  of  me  in  my  presence  as  of  a 
mere  animal. 


SIXTH  PAPER 

I  SAID  to  myself,  "  As  I  have  the  means  of  writing,  why 
should  I  not  do  it?  But  of  what  shall  I  write?  Placed 
between  four  walls  of  cold  and  bare  stone,  without  freedom 
for  my  steps,  without  horizon  for  my  eyes,  my  sole  occupation 
mechanically  to  watch  the  progress  of  that  square  of  light 
which  the  grating  of  my  door  marks  on  the  sombre  wall 
opposite,  and,  as  I  said  before,  ever  alone  with  one  idea, — 
an  idea  of  crime,  punishment,  death, —  can  I  have  anything 
to  say,  I  who  have  no  more  to  do  in  this  world;  and  what 
shall  I  find  in  this  dry  and  empty  brain  which  is  worthy  the 
trouble  of  being  written? 

"  Why  not?  If  all  around  me  is  monotonous  and  hueless, 
is  there  not  within  me  a  tempest,  a  struggle,  a  tragedy?  This 
fixed  idea  which  possesses  me,  does  it  not  take  every  hour, 
every  instant  a  new  form,  becoming  more  hideous  as  the  time 
approaches?  Why  should  I  not  try  to  describe  for  myself 
all  the  violent  and  uifknown  feelings  I  experience  in  my  out- 
cast situation  ?  Certainly  the  material  is  plentiful ;  and,  how- 
ever shortened  my  life  may  be,  there  will  still  be  sufficient  in 
the  anguish,  the  terrors,  the  tortures,  which  will  fill  it  from 
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this  hour  until  my  last,  to  exhaust  my  pen  and  ink !  Besides, 
the  only  means  to  decrease  my  suffering  in  this  anguish  will 
be  to  observe  it  closely ;  and  to  describe  it  will  give  me  an 
occupation.  And  then,  what  I  write  may  not  be  without  its 
use.  This  journal  of  my  sufferings,  hour  by  hour,  minute 
by  minute,  torment  after  torment,  if  I  have  strength  to  carry 
it  on  to  the  moment  when  it  will  be  physically  impossible  for 
me  to  continue, —  this  history  necessarily  unfinished,  yet  as 
complete  as  possible,  of  my  sensations,  may  it  not  give  a  grand 
and  deep  lesson  ?  Will  not  there  be  in  this  process  of  agoniz- 
ing thought,  in  this  ever  increasing  progress  of  pain,  in  this 
intellectual  dissection  of  a  condemned  man,  more  than  one 
lesson  for  those  who  condemned?  Perhaps  the  perusal  may 
render  them  less  heedless,  when  throwing  a  human  life  into 
what  they  call  '  the  scale  of  justice.'  Perhaps  they  have 
never  reflected  on  the  slow  succession  of  tortures  conveyed 
in  the  expeditious  formula  of  a  sentence  of  death.  Have 
they  ever  paused  on  the  important  idea,  that  in  the  man  whose 
days  they  shorten  there  is  an  immortal  spirit  which  had 
calculated  on  life,  a  soul  which  is  not  prepared  for  death? 
No!  they  see  nothing  but  the  execution,  and  doubtless  think 
that  for  the  condemned  there  is  nothing  anterior  or  subse- 
quent ! " 

These  sheets  shall  undeceive  them.  Published,  perchance, 
some  day,  they  will  call  their  attention  a  few  moments  to  the 
suffering  of  the  mind;  for  it  is  this  which  they  do  not  con- 
sider. They  triumph  in  the  power  of  being  able  to  destroy 
the  body,  almost  without  making  it  suffer.  What  an  inferior 
consideration  is  this!  What  is  mere  physical  pain  compared 
to  that  of  the  mind?  A  day  will  come, —  and  perhaps  these 
memoirs,  the  last  revelations  of  a  solitary  wretch,  will  have 
contributed  — 

That  is,  unless  after  my  death  the  wind  carries  away  these 
sheets  of  paper  into  the  muddy  court,  or*  unless  they  melt  with 
rain  when  pasted  to  the  broken  windows  of  a  turnkey. 
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SEVENTH  PAPER 

SUPPOSE  that  what  I  write  might  one  day  be  useful  to 
others, —  might  make  the  Judge  pause  in  his  decision, 
and  might  save  the  wretched  (innocent  or  guilty)  from  the 
agony  to  which  I  am  condemned, —  why  should  /  do  it? 
What  matters  it?  When  my  life  has  been  taken,  what  will 
it  be  to  me  if  they  take  the  lives  of  others?  Have  I  really 
thought  of  such  folly  ?  —  to  throw  down  the  scaffold  which 
I  had  fatally  mounted! 

What!  sunshine,   spring,  fields  full  of  flowers  and  birds, 
the  clouds,  trees,  nature,  liberty,  life, —  these  are  to  be  mine 


no  more ! 


Ah,  it  is  myself  I  must  try  to  save !  Is  it  really  true  that 
this  cannot  be,  that  I  must  die  soon, —  to-morrow,  to-day  per- 
haps; is  it  all  thus?  Oh,  heavens!  what  a  dreadful  idea, — 
of  destroying  myself  against  the  prison  wall ! 


EIGHTH  PAPER 

1ET  me  consider  what  time  generally  elapses  between  the 
J      condemnation  and  the  execution  of  a  prisoner. 
Three  days  of  delay,  after  sentence  is  pronounced,  for  the 
prisoner's  final  plea  to  annul  it. 

The  plea  forgotten  for  a  week  in  a  Court  of  Assize,  before 
it  is  sent  to  the  Minister;  a  fortnight  forgotten  at  the  Min- 
ister's, who  does  not  even  know  that  there  are  such  papers, 
although  he  is  supposed  to  transmit  them,  after  examination, 
to  the  "  Cour  de  Cassation." 

Then  classification,  numbering,  registering;  the  guillotine- 
list  is  loaded,  and  none  must  go  before  their  turn!     A  fort- 
night more  waiting;  then  the  Court  assembles,  rejects  twenty 
pleas  together,  and  sends  all  back  to  the  Minister,  who  sends 
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them  back  to  the  Attorney-General,  who  sends  them  back  to 
the  executioner :  this  would  take  three  more  days. 

On  the  morning  of  the  fourth  day  the  Deputies  of  the 
Attorney-General  and  Recorder  prepare  the  order  of  execu- 
tion ;  and  the  following  morning,  from  day-break,  is  heard  the 
noise  of  erecting  the  scaffold,  and  in  the  cross-streets  a  com- 
motion of  hoarse  voices. 

Altogether  six  weeks.  The  young  girl's  calculation  was 
right!  I  have  now  been  at  least  five  weeks  (perhaps  six,  for 
I  dare  not  reckon)  in  this  fatal  prison;  nay,  I  think  I  have 
been  even  three  days  more. 


NINTH  PAPER 

I  HAVE  just  made  my  will;  what  was  the  use  of  this?  I 
have  to  pay  my  expenses,  and  all  I  possess  will  scarcely 
suffice.  A  forced  death  is  expensive. 

I  leave  a  mother,  I  leave  a  wife,  I  leave  a  child, —  a  little 
girl  of  three  years  old,  gentle,  delicate,  with  large  black  eyes 
and  chestnut  hair.  She  was  two  years  and  one  month  old 
when  I  saw  her  the  last  time. 

Thus  after  my  death  there  will  be  three  women  without 
son,  without  husband,  without  father, —  three  orphans  in  dif- 
ferent degrees ;  three  widows  by  act  of  law. 

I  admit  that  I  am  justly  punished;  but  these  innocent 
creatures,  what  have  they  done?  No  matter;  they  will  be 
dishonoured,  they  will  be  ruined;  and  this  is  justice! 

It  is  not  so  much  on  account  of  my  poor  old  mother  that 
I  feel  thus  wretched ;  she  is  so  advanced  in  years,  she  will  not 
survive  the  blow ;  or  if  she  still  linger  a  short  time,  her  feelings 
are  so  blunted  that  she  will  suffer  but  little. 

Nor  is  it  for  my  wife  that  I  feel  the  most.  She  is  already 
in  miserable  health,  and  weak  in  intellects ;  her  reason  will 
give  way,  in  which  case  her  spirit  will  not  suffer  while  the 
mind  slumbers  as  in  death. 
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But  my  daughter,  my  child,  my  poor  little  Mary,  who  is 
laughing,  playing,  singing  at  this  moment,  and  who  dreams  of 
no  evil!  Ah,  it  is  the  thought  of  her  which  unmans  me! 


TENTH  PAPER 

HERE  is  the  description  of  my  prison :  eight  feet  square ; 
four  walls  of  granite,  with  a  flagged  pavement ;  on  one 
side  a  kind  of  nook  by  way  of  alcove,  in  which  is  thrown  a 
bundle  of  straw,  where  the  prisoner  is  supposed  to  rest  and 
sleep,  dressed,  winter,  as  in  summer,  in  slight  linen  clothing. 
Over  my  head,  instead  of  curtains,  a  thick  canopy  of  cob- 
webs, hanging  like  tattered  pennons.  For  the  rest,  no  win- 
dows, not  even  a  ventilator;  and  only  one  door,  where  iron 
hides  the  wood.  I  mistake;  towards  the  top  of  the  door  there 
is  a  sort  of  window,  or  rather  an  opening  of  nine  inches  square, 
crossed  by  a  grating,  and  which  the  turnkey  can  close  at  night. 
Outside,  there  is  a  long  corridor  lighted  and  aired  by  means 
of  narrow  ventilators  high  in  the  wall.  It  is  divided  into  com- 
partments of  masonry,  which  communicate  by  a  series  of 
doors;  each  of  these  compartments  serves  as  an  antichamber 
to  a  dungeon,  like  mine.  In  these  dungeons  are  confined 
felons  condemned  by  the  Governor  of  the  Prison  to  hard 
labour.  The  three  first  cells  are  kept  for  prisoners  under 
sentence  of  death,  as  being  nearest  to  the  goal,  therefore  most 
convenient  for  the  jailor.  These  dungeons  are  the  only  re- 
mains of  the  ancient  Bicetre  Castle,  such  as  it  was  built  in  the 
fifteenth  century  by  the  Cardinal  of  .Winchester,  he  who 
caused  Jeanne  of  Arc  to  be  burned.  I  overheard  this  descrip- 
tion from  some  persons  who  came  to  my  den  yesterday,  to 
gratify  their  curiosity,  and  who  stared  at  me  from  a  distance 
as  at  a  wild  beast  in  a  menagerie.  The  turnkey  received  five 
francs  for  the  exhibition. 

I  have  omitted  to  say  that  night  and  day  there  is  a  sentry 
on  guard  outside  the  door  of  my  cell;  and  I  never  raise  my 
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eyes  towards  the  square  grating  without  encountering  his  eyes, 
open,  and  fixed  on  me. 


ELEVENTH  PAPER 

AS  there  is  no  appearance  of  daylight,  what  is  to  be  done 
during  the  night?  It  occurred  to  me  that  I  would 
arise  and  examine,  by  my  lamp,  the  walls  of  my  cell.  They 
are  covered  with  writings,  with  drawings,  fantastic  figures, 
and  names  which  mix  with  and  efface  each  other.  It  would 
appear  that  each  prisoner  had  wished  to  leave  behind  him  some 
trace  here  at  least.  Pencil,  chalk,  charcoal, —  black,  white, 
grey  letters ;  sometimes  deep  carvings  upon  the  stone.  If  my 
mind  were  at  ease,  I  could  take  an  interest  in  this  strange 
book,  which  is  developed  page  by  page,  to  my  eyes,  on  each 
stone  of  this  dungeon.  I  should  like  to  recompose  these 
fragments  of  thought;  to  trace  a  character  for  each  name; 
to  give  sense  and  life  to  these  mutilated  inscriptions, —  these 
dismembered  phrases. 

Above  where  I  sleep  there  are  two  flaming  hearts,  pierced 
with  an  arrow ;  and  beneath  is  written  "  Amour  pour  la  vie." 
Poor  wretch !  it  was  not  a  long  engagement. 

Beyond  this,  a  three-sided  cocked  hat,  with  a  small  figure 
coarsely  done  beneath,  and  the  words,  "  Vive  PEmpereur !  " 

On  the  opposite  wall  is  the  name  of  "  Papavoine."  The 
capital  P  is  worked  in  arabesques  and  embellished  with  care. 

A  verse  of  a  popular  drinking-song. 

A  Cap  of  Liberty,  cut  rather  deeply  into  the  stone,  with  the 
words  beneath  of  "  Bories,  La  Republique !  " 

Poor  young  man !  he  was  one  of  the  four  subaltern  officers 
of  La  Rochelle.  How  horrible  is  the  idea  of  their  (fancied) 
political  necessity,  to  give  the  frightful  reality  of  the  guillo- 
tine for  an  opinion,  a  reverie,  an  abstraction !  —  And  I !  7 
have  complained  of  its  severity !  —  I  who  have  really  com- 
mitted crime  — 
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Ah,  what  have  I  seen !  I  can  go  no  farther  in  my  research ! 
I  have  just  discovered,  drawn  with  chalk  in  the  corner  of  the 
wall,  that  dreadful  image,  the  representation  of  that  scaffold, 
which  even  at  this  moment  is  perhaps  being  put  up  for  my 
execution !  The  lamp  had  nearly  fallen  out  of  my  trembling 
hands ! 


TWELFTH  PAPER 

I  RETURNED  precipitately  to  sit  on  my  straw  bed;  my 
head  sunk  on  my  knees.  After  a  time,  my  childish  fear 
was  dissipated,  and  a  wild  curiosity  forced  me  to  continue  the 
examination  of  my  walls. 

Beside  the  name  of  Papavoine,  I  tore  away  an  enormous 
cobweb,  thick  with  dust,  and  filling  the  angle  of  the  wall. 
Under  this  web  there  were  four  or  five  names  perfectly  legible, 
among  others  of  which  nothing  remained  but  a  smear  on  the 
wall, —  DAUTAN,  1815.  POULAIN,  1818.  JEAN  MARTIN, 
1821  CASTAING,  1823. 

As  I  read  these  names,  frightful  recollections  crowded  on 
me.  Dautan  was  the  man  who  cut  his  brother  in  quarters, 
and  who  went  at  night  to  Paris  and  threw  the  head  into  a 
fountain,  and  the  body  into  a  sewer.  Poulain  assassinated  his 
wife.  Jean  Martin  shot  his  father  with  a  pistol  as  the  old 
man  opened  a  window.  And  Castaing  was  the  physician  who 
poisoned  his  friend;  and  while  attending  the  illness  he  had 
caused,  instead  of  an  antidote,  gave  him  more  poison.  Then, 
next  to  these  names,  was  Papavoine,  the  horrible  madman  who 
stabbed  children  to  death  in  his  phrenzy. 

"  These,"  I  exclaimed,  as  a  shudder  passed  over  me,  "  these, 
then,  have  been  my  predecessors  in  this  cell.  Here,  on  the 
same  pavement  where  I  am,  they  conceived  their  last  thoughts, 
—  these  fearful  homicides !  Within  these  walls,  in  this  nar- 
row square,  their  last  steps  turned  and  re-turned,  like  those 
of  a  caged  wild-beast.  They  succeeded  each  other  at  short 
intervals;  it  seems  that  this  dungeon  does  not  remain  empty. 
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They  have  left  the  place  warm, —  and  it  is  to  me  they  have 
left  it.  In  my  turn  I  shall  join  them  in  the  felons'  cemetery 
of  Clamart,  where  the  grass  grows  so  well ! " 

I  am  neither  visionary  nor  superstitious,  but  it  is  probable 
these  ideas  caused  in  my  brain  a  feverish  excitement;  for, 
whilst  I  thus  wandered,  all  at  once  these  five  fatal  names  ap- 
peared as  though  written  in  flames  on  the  dark  wall;  noises, 
louder  and  louder,  burst  on  my  ears ;  a  dull  red  light  filled 
my  eyes,  and  it  seemed  to  me  that  my  cell  became  full  of  men, 
—  strangers  to  me.  Each  bore  his  severed  head  in  his  left 
hand,  and  carried  it  by  the  mouth,  for  the  hair  had  been 
removed;  each  raised  his  right  hand  at  me,  except  the  par- 
ricide.1 

I  shut  my  eyes  in  horror,  and  then  I  saw  all  even  more 
distinctly  than  before! 

Dream,  vision,  or  reality,  I  should  have  gone  mad  if  a  sud- 
den impression  had  not  recalled  me  in  time.  I  was  near 
fainting,  when  I  felt  something  cold  crawling  over  my  naked 
foot.  It  was  the  bloated  spider,  whom  I  had  disturbed.  This 
recalled  my  wandering  senses.  Those  dreadful  spectres,  then, 
were  only  the  fumes  of  an  empty  and  convulsed  brain.  The 
sepulchre  is  a  prison  from  whence  none  escape.  The  door  of 
the  tomb  opens  not  inwards ! 


THIRTEENTH  PAPER 

I    HAVE  lately  witnessed  a  hideous  sight-    As   soon  as  it 
was  day,  the  prison  was   full  of  noise,  I  heard  heavy 
doors  open  and  shut ;  the  grating  of  locks   and  bolts ;  the 

i  This  forcible  passage  scarcely  requires  the  explanation  that  in 
France  a  parricide  has  the  right  hand  taken  off,  prior  to  execution,  and 
all  criminals  about  to  be  guillotined  have  their  hair  removed,  lest  the  axe 
might  be  impeded,  and  cause  extra  suffering. 
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clanking  of  bunches  of  keys ;  the  stairs  creaking  from  top  to 
bottom  with  quick  steps ;  and  voices  calling  and  answering 
from  the  opposite  extremes  of  the  long  corridors.  My  neigh- 
bours in  the  dungeons,  the  felons  at  hard  labour,  were  more 
gay  than  usual.  All  in  the  prison  seemed  laughing,  singing, 
running,  or  dancing ;  I  —  alone  silent  in  this  uproar,  alone 
motionless  in  this  tumult  —  listened  in  astonishment. 

A  jailor  passed;  I  ventured  to  call  and  ask  him  "  if  there 
were  a  Fete  in  the  Prison." 

"  A  Fete,  if  you  choose  to  call  it  so,"  answered  he ;  "  this 
is  the  day  that  they  fetter  the  galley-slaves  who  are  to  set 
off  to-morrow  for  Toulon.  Would  you  like  to  see  them?  It 
would  amuse  you." 

For  a  solitary  recluse,  indeed,  a  spectacle  of  any  kind  was 
an  event  of  interest,  however  odious  it  might  be;  and  I  ac- 
cepted the  "  amusement." 

The  jailor,  after  taking  the  usual  precautions  to  secure  me, 
conducted  me  into  a  little  empty  cell,  without  a  vestige  of 
furniture,  and  only  a  grated  window, —  but  still  a  real  win- 
dow, against  which  one  could  lean,  and  through  which  one 
could  actually  perceive  the  sky !  "  Here,"  said  he,  "  you  will 
see  and  hear  all  that  happens.  You  will  be  '  alone  in  your 
box,'  like  the  King!" 

He  then  went  out,  closing  on  me  locks,  bolts,  and  bars. 

The  window  looked  into  a  square  and  rather  wide  court,  on 
every  side  of  which  was  a  large  six-storied  stone  edifice.  Noth- 
ing could  seem  more  wretched,  naked,  and  miserable  to  the 
eye  than  this  quadruple  fa9ade,  pierced  by  a  multitude  of 
grated  windows,  against  which  were  pressed  a  crowd  of  thin 
and  wan  faces,  placed  one  above  the  other,  like  the  stones  of 
a  wall;  and  all,  as  it  were,  framed  in  the  intercrossings  of  iron 
bars.  They  were  prisoners,  spectators  of  the  ceremony,  until 
their  turn  came  to  be  the  actors. 

All  looked  in  silence  into  the  still  empty  court ;  among  these 
faded  and  dull  countenances  there  shown,  here  and  there,  some 
eyes  which  gleamed  like  sparks  of  fire. 

At  twelve  o'clock,  a  large  gateway  in  the  court  was  opened 


56  THE  LAST  DAY 

A  cart,  escorted  by  soldiers,  rolled  heavily  into  the  court, 
with  a  rattling  of  irons.  It  was  the  Convict-guard  with  the 
chains. 

At  the  same  instant,  as  if  this  sound  awaked  all  the  noise 
of  the  prison,  the  spectators  of  the  windows,  who  had  hitherto 
been  silent  and  motionless,  burst  forth  into  cries  of  joy,  songs, 
menaces,  and  imprecations,  mixed  with  hoarse  laughter.  It 
was  like  witnessing  a  masque  of  Demons;  each  visage  bore 
a  grimace,  every  hand  was  thrust  through  the  bars,  their 
voices  yelled,  their  eyes  flashed,  and  I  was  startled  to  see  so 
many  gleams  amidst  these  ashes.  Meanwhile  the  galley-ser- 
geants quietly  began  their  work.  One  mounted  on  the  cart, 
and  threw  to  his  comrades  the  fetters,  the  iron  collars,  and 
the  linen  clothing;  while  others  stretched  long  chains  to  the 
end  of  the  court  and  the  Captain  tried  each  link  by  strik- 
ing it  on  the  pavement, —  all  of  which  took  place  under  the 
mocking  raillery  of  the  prisoners,  and  the  loud  laughter  of 
the  convicts  for  whom  they  were  being  prepared. 

When  all  was  ready,  two  or  three  low  doors  poured  forth 
into  the  court  a  collection  of  hideous,  yelling,  ragged  men; 
these  were  the  galley-convicts. 

Their  entry  caused  increased  pleasure  at  the  windows. 
Some  of  them,  being  'great  names  '  among  their  comrades, 
were  saluted  with  applause  and  acclamation,  which  they  re- 
ceived with  a  sort  of  proud  modesty.  Several  wore  a  kind 
of  hat  of  prison  straw,  plaited  by  themselves,  and  formed 
into  some  fantastic  shape;  these  men  were  always  the  most 
applauded. 

One  in  particular  excited  transports  of  enthusiasm, —  a 
youth  of  seventeen,  with  quite  a  girlish  face.  In  his  prison 
he  had  made  himself  a  straw-dress,  which  enveloped  him 
from  head  to  foot;  and  he  entered  the  court,  jumping  a 
somerset  with  the  agility  of  a  serpent.  He  was  a  mountebank 
condemned  for  theft,  and  there  was  a  furious  clapping  of 
hands,  and  a  volley  of  cheers,  for  him. 

At  length  the  names  were  called  in  alphabetical  order,  and 
they  went  to  stand  two  and  two,  companions  by  similar  in- 
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itials ;  so  that  even  if  a  convict  had  a  friend,  most  likely  their 
chains  would  divide  them  from  suffering  together. 

Whilst  they  were  exchanging  their  worn-out  prison-gar- 
ments for  the  thin  and  coarse  clothing  of  the  galleys,  the 
weather,  which  had  been  hitherto  uncertain,  became  suddenly 
cold  and  cloudy,  and  a  heavy  shower  chilled  their  thin  forms, 
and  saturated  their  vesture. 

A  dull  silence  succeeded  to  their  noisy  bravadoes;  they 
shivered,  their  teeth  chattered,  and  their  limbs,  shook  in  the 
wet  clothes. 

One  convict  only,  an  old  man,  retained  a  sort  of  gaiety. 
He  exclaimed  laughing,  while  wiping  away  the  rain,  and 
shaking  his  fist  at  the  skies,  "  This  was  not  in  the  playbill !  " 

When  they  had  put  on  their  miserable  vestments,  they  were 
taken  in  bands  of  twenty  or  thirty  to  the  corner  of  tlie  court 
where  the  long  chains  were  extended.  At  every  interval  of 
two  feet  in  these  chains  were  fastened  short  transverse  chains, 
and  at  the  extremity  of  each  of  the  latter  was  attached  a 
square  iron  collar,  which  opened  by  means  of  a  hinge  in  the 
centre  and  closed  by  an  iron  bolt,  which  is  riveted,  for  the 
whole  journey,  on  the  convict's  neck.  The  convicts  were  or- 
dered to  sit  down  in  the  mud  on  the  inundated  pavement;  the 
iron  collars  were  fitted  on  them,  and  two  prison-blacksmiths, 
with  portable  anvils,  riveted  the  hard,  unheated  metal  with 
heavy  iron  hammers. 

This  was  a  frightful  operation,  and  even  the  most  hardy 
turned  pale!  Each  stroke  of  the  hammer,  aimed  on  the  anvil 
resting  on  their  backs,  makes  the  whole  form  yield;  the  fail- 
ure of  its  aim,  or  the  least  movement  of  the  head,  might 
launch  them  into  eternity. 

When  this  operation  was  finished,  the  convicts  rose  simul- 
taneously. The  five  gangs  joined  hands,  so  as  to  form  an 
immense  circle,  and  thus  ran  round  and  round  in  the  court, 
with  a  rapidity  that  the  eye  could  hardly  follow.  They  sung 
some  couplets,  in  their  own  idiom,  to  a  melody  which  was 
sometimes  plaintive,  sometimes  furious,  often  interrupted  by 
Coarse  cries  and  broken  laughter,  like  delirious  ravings,  while 
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the  chains,  clanking  together  in  cadence,  formed  an  accom- 
paniment to  a  song  more  harsh  than  their  own  noise.  A 
large  trough  was  now  brought  in;  the  guards,  striking  the 
convicts  to  make  them  discontinue  their  dance,  took  them  to 
the  trough,  in  which  was  swimming  I  know  not  what  sort  of 
herbs  in  some  smoking  and  dirty-looking  liquid.  Having 
partaken  of  it,  they  threw  the  remainder  on  the  pavement, 
with  their  black  bread,  and  began  again  to  dance  and  sing. 
This  is  a  liberty  which  is  allowed  them  on  the  day  they  are 
fettered  and  the  succeeding  night. 

I  gazed  on  this  strange  spectacle  with  such  eager  and 
breathless  attention,  that  I  totally  forgot  my  own  misery. 
The  deepest  pity  filled  my  heart,  and  their  laughter  made  me 
weep. 

Suddenly,  in  the  midst  of  a  profound  reverie  into  which 
I  had  fallen,  I  observed  the  yelling  circle  had  stopped,  and 
was  silent.  Then  every  eye  was  turned  to  the  window  which 
I  occupied.  "  The  Condemned !  the  Condemned !  "  shouted 
they,  pointing  their  fingers  at  me;  and  their  bursts  of  laugh- 
ter were  redoubled, 

I  was  thunderstruck.  I  know  not  where  they  knew  me, 
or  how  I  was  recognized. 

"  Good  day !  good  night !  "  cried  they,  with  their  mocking 
sneer.  One  of  the  youngest,  condemned  to  the  Galleys  for 
life,  turned  his  shining,  leaden  face  on  me,  with  a  look  of 
envy,  saying,  "  He  is  lucky !  he  is  to  be  clipped!  Good  bye, 
Comrade ! " 

\  I  cannot  describe  what  passed  within  me.  I  was  indeed 
*  their  "  comrade ! "  The  Scaffold  is  Sister  to  the  Galleys. 
Nay,  I  was  even  lower  than  they  were ;  the  convicts  had  done 
me  an  honour.  I  shuddered :  yes !  their  "  comrade !  "  I  re- 
mained at  the  window,  motionless,  as  if  paralyzed;  but  when 
I  saw  the  five  gangs  advance,  rushing  towards  me  with  phrases 
of  disgusting  cordiality ;  when  I  heard  the  horrible  din  of 
their  chains,  their  clamours,  their  steps  at  the  foot  of  my 
wall,  it  seemed  to  me  that  this  knot  of  demons  were  scaling  my 
cell!  I  uttered  a  shriek;  I  threw  myself  against  the  door 
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violently,  but  there  was  no  means  of  flight.  I  knocked,  I 
called  with  mad  fury.  Then  I  thought  I  heard,  still  nearer, 
the  horrid  voices  of  the  convicts.  I  thought  I  saw  their  hid- 
eous heads  appearing  on  a  level  with  the  window;  I  uttered 
another  shriek  of  anguish,  and  fainted. 


FOURTEENTH  PAPER 

WHEN  my  consciousness  returned  it  was  night;  I  was 
lying  on  a  truckle  bed ;  a  lamp  which  swung  from  the 
ceiling  enabled  me  to  see  a  line  of  beds  similar  to  mine,  and 
I  therefore  judged  that  I  had  been  taken  to  the  Infirmary. 
I  remained  a  few  moments  awake,  but  without  thought  or 
recollection,  totally  engrossed  by  the  happiness  of  being  again 
in  a  bed.  Certainly,  in  former  days,  this  prison-hospital 
bed  would  have  made  me  shrink  with  disgust;  but  I  am  no 
longer  the  same  individual.  The  sheets  were  brown,  and 
coarse  to  the  touch,  the  blanket  thin  and  ragged,  and  there 
w.'is  but  one  straw  mattress. 

No  matter!  I  could  stretch  my  limbs  at  their  ease  between 
these  coarse  sheets ;  and  under  this  blanket,  thin  ^as  it  was,  I 
felt  the  gradual  decrease  of  that  horrible  chill  in  the  marrow 
of  my  bones,  to  which  I  had  lately  been  accustomed. —  I 
slept  again. 

A  loud  noise  awakened  me  at  daylight.  The  noise  came 
from  without ;  my  bed  was  beside  the  window,  and  I  sat  up  to 
see  from  what  it  arose.  The  window  looked  into  the  large 
Court  of  the  Bicetre,  which  was  full  of  people.  Two  lines 
of  veterans  had  difficulty  in  keeping  the  crowd  away  from  a 
narrow  passage  across  the  Court.  Between  this  double  rank 
of  soldiers,  five  long  wagons,  loaded  with  men,  were  driven 
slowly  jolting  at  each  stone;  it  was  the  departure  of  the  con- 
victs. 

These   wagons  were   open,   and   each    gang  occupied  one. 
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The  convicts,  in  consequence  of  their  iron  collars  being  at- 
tached to  the  centre  chain,  are  obliged  to  sit  back  to  back, 
their  feet  hanging  over  the  sides  of  the  wagon;  the  centre 
chain  stretched  the  whole  length  of  the  cart,  and  on  its  un- 
fastened end  the  Sergeant  stood  with  his  loaded  musket.  There 
was  a  continual  clanking  of  the  prisoners'  chains,  and  at 
each  plunge  of  the  wagon  their  heads  and  pendant  limbs  were 
jolted  violently.  A  quick  penetrating  rain  chilled  the  air,  and 
made  their  wet  slight  vesture  cling  to  their  shivering  forms. 
Their  long  beards  and  short  hair  streamed  with  wet;  their 
complexions  were  saturnine;  they  were  shivering,  and  grind- 
ing their  teeth  with  mingled  rage  and  cold.  But  they  had 
no  power  of  moving;  once  riveted  to  that  chain,  each  be- 
comes a  mere  fraction  of  that  hideous  whole  which  is  called 
the  Gang.  Intellect  must  abdicate, —  the  fetters  condemn  it 
to  death;  and  the  mere  animal  must  not  even  hunger  but  at 
certain  hours.  Thus  fixed,  the  greater  part  half  clad,  with 
bare  heads,  and  no  rest  for  their  feet,  they  begin  their  jour- 
ney of  twenty-five  days ;  the  same  sort  of  wagons,  the  same 
portion  of  dress  being  used  in  scorching  July  as  in  the  cold 
rains  of  November.  One  would  almost  think  that  man  wishes 
Heaven  to  take  part  in  his  office  of  executioner. 

Between  the  crowd  and  the  convicts  a  horrible  dialogue 
was  maintained, —  abuse  on  one  side,  bravadoes  on  the  other, 
imprecations  from  both;  but  at  a  sign  from  the  Captain  I 
saw  the  sticks  of  the  Guard  raining  indiscriminate  blows 
into  the  wagon,  on  heads  or  shoulders,  and  all  returned  to  that 
kind  of  external  calm  which  is  called  "  order."  But  their 
eyes  were  full  of  vengeance,  and  their  powerless  hands  were 
clenched  on  their  knees. 

The  five  wagons,  escorted  by  mounted  gendarmes  and 
guards  on  foot,  passed  slowly  under  the  high  arched  door  of 
the  Bicetre.  The  crowd  followed  them :  all  vanished  like  a 
phantasmagoria,  and  by  degrees  the  sounds  diminished  of  the 
heavy  wheels,  clanking  fetters,  and  the  yells  of  the  multitude 
uttering  maledictions  on  the  journey  of  the  convicts.  And 
such  was  their  happy  beginning! 
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What  a  proposition  my  counsel  made !  The  Galleys !  I 
was  right  to  prefer  death;  rather  the  Scaffold  than  what  I 
had  seen ! 


FIFTEENTH  PAPER 

T  TNFORTUNATELY  I  was  not  ill;  therefore  the  next 
\_J  day  I  was  obliged  to  leave  the  Infirmary  to  return  to 
my  dungeon. 

Not  ill?  No  truly,  I  am  young,  healthful,  and  strong; 
the  blood  flows  freely  in  my  veins ;  my  limbs  obey  my  will ; 
I  am  robust  in  mind  and  body,  constituted  for  a  long  life. 
Yes,  all  this  is  true;  and  yet,  nevertheless,  I  have  an  illness, 
a  fatal  illness, —  an  illness  given  by  the  hand  of  man ! 

Since  I  came  out  of  the  Infirmary  a  vivid  idea  has  occu- 
pied me, —  a  thought  which  affects  me  to  madness;  namely, 
that  I  might  have  escaped,  had  they  left  me  there!  Those 
Physicians,  those  Charity  Sisters  seemed  to  take  an  interest 
in  me.  "  To  die  so  young !  and  by  such  a  death !  "  One 
would  have  imagined  they  pitied  me  by  their  pressing  round 
my  bed.  Bah!  it  was  curiosity!  I  have  no  chance  now! 
My  plea  will  be  rejected,  because  all  was  legal;  the  witnesses 
gave  correct  evidence,  the  counsel  pleaded  well,  the  Judges 
decided  carefully.  I  do  not  reckon  upon  it,  unless  —  No ! 
folly;  there  is  no  hope.  The  plea  is  a  cord  which  holds  you 
suspended  over  an  abyss,  and  which  you  feel  giving  way  at 
each  instant  until  it  breaks.  It  is  as  if  the  axe  of  the  Guil- 
lotine took  six  weeks  to  fall. 

If  I  could  obtain  my  pardon  !  —  my  pardon !  From  whom, 
for  what,  and  by  what  means  ?  It  is  impossible  that  I  should 
be  pardoned.  They  say  an  example  is  requisite. 
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SIXTEENTH  PAPER 

DURING  the  few  hours  I  passed  at  the  Infirmary,  I 
seated  myself  at  a  window  in  the  sunshine  (for  the 
afternoon  had  become  fine),  and  I  enjoyed  all  the  sun  which 
the  gratings  of  the  window  would  allow  me. 

I  sat  thus,  my  heavy  and  fevered  head  within  my  hands, 
my  elbows  on  my  knees,  my  feet  on  the  bar  of  the  chair;  for 
dejection  had  made  me  stoop,  and  sink  within  myself,  as  if 
I  had  neither  bone  nor  muscular  power. 

The  stifling  air  of  the  prison  oppressed  me  more  than  ever ; 
I  still  fancied  the  noise  from  the  convicts'  chains  rung  in 
my  ears ;  I  was  almost  overcome.  I  wished  that  some  guard- 
ian spirit  would  take  pity  on  me,  and  send  even  a  little  bird 
to  sing  there,  opposite,  on  the  edge  of  the  roof. 

I  know  not  if  it  were  a  spirit  of  good  or  evil  which  granted 
my  wish;  but  almost  at  the  moment  I  uttered  it,  I  heard  be- 
neath my  window  a  voice, —  not  that  of  a  bird,  but  far  better, 
—  the  pure,  fresh,  velvet  voice  of  a  young  girl  of  fifteen ! 

I  raised  my  head  with  a  start;  I  listened  with  avidity  to 
the  song  she  sung.  It  was  a  slow  and  plaintive  air, —  a  sad  yet 
beautiful  melody.  As  I  gathered  the  sense  of  the  words,  I 
cannot  describe  my  pain  and  disappointment,  while  the  fol- 
lowing stanzas  of  prison-dialect  marred  the  sweet  music.1 

i  The  translator  having  a  detestation  of  "  slang  idiom "  in  any  lan- 
guage has  declined  the  task  of  rendering  this  prison-song  into  English; 
not  from  any  actual  indecorum  being  in  its  clever  though  coarse  com- 
position, but  from  a  doubt  of  any  advantage  to  be  obtained  by  famil- 
iarizing the  reading  public  with  the  idiom  of  a  Gaol,  and  which  was 
doubtless  invented  for  the  concealment  and  furtherance  of  immoral  or 
criminal  purposes. 

It  has  become  a  sort  of  fashion  of  the  hour  to  descend  from  the  ut- 
most refinement  of  sentiment,  or  the  most  elevated  speculation  of  phi- 
losophy, to  grovel  and  almost  revel  in  the  phraseology  hitherto  confined 
to  the  obscure  haunts  of  crime.  In  order  to  render  justice  to  M.  Victor 
Hugo's  versatile  powers,  his  skilful  imitation  of  a  low  ballad  shall  be 
given  here,  in  the  original,  the  translator  only  disliking  to  be  the  means 
of  interrupting  the  refined  illusion  arising  from  the  author's  elegant  con- 
ception of  the  "  Condemned."  The  general  meaning  of  the  song  is  given 
afterwards  in  the  text. 
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I  heard  no  more.  I  could  listen  to  no  more.  The  mean- 
ing, half-hidden,  half-evident,  of  this  horrible  lament, —  the 
struggle  between  the  felon  and  the  police;  the  thief  he  meets 
and  despatches  for  his  wife;  his  dreadful  explanation  to  her: 
"I  have  sweated  an  oak"  ("I  have  assassinated  a  man") 

SONG  OF  THE  YOUNG  GIRL  OF  THE  PRISON, 
i. 

C'est  dans  la  rue  du  Mail,  Lirlonfa  malurette, 
Ou  j'ai  et£  coltige,  Malure, 
Par  trois  coquins  du  rallies,  lirlonfa  malurette, 
Sur  mes  sique'  ont  fence",  lirlonfa  malur£. 

n. 

Us  m'ont  mis  la  tartouve,  lirlonfa  malurette, 
Grand  Meudon  est  aboule,  lirlonfa  malure; 
Dans  mon  trimin  rencontre,  lirlonfa  malurette, 
Un  peigre  due  quartier,  lirlonfa  malure. 

ni. 

Va-t'en  dire  a  ma  largue,  lirlonfa  malurette, 
Que  je  suis  enfourraille,  lirlonfa  malure. 
Ma  largue  tout  en  colere,  lirlonfa  malurette, 
M'dit:  Qu'  as-tu  done  morfille?  lirlonfa  malure". 

IV. 

J'ai  fait  suer  un  chene,  lirlonfa  malurette, 
Son  auberg  j'ai  engante,  lirlonfa  malure. 
Son  auberg  et  sa  toquante,  lirlonfa  malurette, 
Et  ses  attach  's  de  ces,  lirlonfa  malure". 

v. 

Ma  largu'  part  pour  Versailles,  lirlonfa  malurette, 
Aux  pieds  d'  sa  Majeste,  lirlonfa  malure. 
l^lle  lu  fonce  un  babillard,  lirlonfa  malurette, 
Pour  m'  fair'  defourrailler,  lirlonfa  malure\ 

VI. 

Ah!  si  j'en  defourraille,  lirlonfa  malurette, 
Ma  largue  j'entiferai,  lirlonfa  malure. 
J'li  ferai  porter  fontange,  lirlonfa  malurette, 
Et  souliers  galuches,  lirlonfa  malure". 

VII. 

Mais  grand  dabe  qui  s'fache  lirlonfa  malurette, 
Dit:  par  mon  caloquet,  lirlonfa  malure, 
J'li  ferai  danser  une  danse,  lirlonfa  malurette, 
Oil  il  n'y  a  pas  de  plancher,  lirlonfa  malure. 
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the  wife  who  goes  to  Versailles  with  a  petition,  and  the  King 
indignantly  exclaiming  that  he  "  will  make  the  guilty  man 
dance  where  there  is  no  floor !  " —  and  all  this  sung  to  the 
sweetest  air,  and  by  the  sweetest  voice  that  ever  soothed  hu- 
man ear!  I  was  shocked,  disgusted,  overcome.  It  was  a  re- 
pulsive idea  that  all  these  monstrous  words  proceeded  from  a 
fresh  rosy  mouth :  it  was  like  the  slime  of  a  snail  over  a  rose- 
bud! 

I  cannot  express  what  I  felt;  I  was  at  once  pained  and 
gratified.  The  idiom  of  crime,  a  language  at  once  sangui- 
nary and  grotesque,  united  to  the  voice  of  a  young  girl,  that 
graceful  transition  from  the  voice  of  childhood  to  the  voice 
of  woman, —  all  these  deformities  of  words  delightfully 
sung,  cadenced,  rounded! 

Ah,  how  infamous  is  a  prison!  It  contains  a  venom  which 
assails  all  within  its  pestilential  reach.  Everything  withers 
there,  even  the  song  of  a  girl  of  fifteen ! 

If  you  find  a  bird  within  its  courts,  it  has  mud  on  its  wing. 
If  you  gather  a  beauteous  flower  there,  it  exhales  poison ! 


w 


SEVENTEENTH  PAPER 

HILST  I  was  writing,  my  lamp  faded,  daylight  ap- 
peared, and  the  clock  of  the  chapel  struck  six. 


What  can  be  the  meaning  of  what  has  since  happened? 
The  turnkey  on  duty  came  into  rny  cell;  he  took  off  his  cap, 
bowed  to  me,  apologized  for  disturbing  me,  and  making  an 
effort  to  soften  his  rough  voice,  inquired  what  I  wished  to 
have  for  my  breakfast  — 

A  shudder  has  come  over  me.     Is  it  to  take  place  to-day? 
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EIGHTEENTH  PAPER 

FEEL  that  it  is  for  to-day ! 

The  Governor  of  the  prison  himself  came  to  visit  me. 
He  asked  me  how  he  could  serve  or  accommodate  me ;  he  ex- 
oressed  a  hope  that  I  had  no  complaint  to  make  respecting 
him  or  his  subordinates;  and  he  inquired  with  interest  re- 
garding my  health,  and  how  I  had  passed  the  night.  On 
leaving  me,  he  called  me  "  Sir ! " 

Oh,  it  surely  is  for  to-day ! 


NINETEENTH  PAPER 

THE  Governor  of  the  prison  thinks  I  have  no  cause  of 
complaint  against  him  or  his  jailors.  He  is  right, 
and  it  would  be  wrong  of  me  to  complain;  they  have  done 
their  duty,  they  have  kept  me  safe;  and  then  they  have  been 
complaisant  at  my  arrival  and  departure.  Ought  I  not  to  be 
satisfied  ? 

This  Governor,  with  his  benign  smile,  his  soft  words,  his 
eye  which  flatters  and  spies,  his  coarse  heavy  hands, —  he  is 
the  incarnation  of  a  prison ! 

Ah,  hapless  creature!  what  will  become  of  me?  What  will 
they  do  with  me? 


TWENTIETH  PAPER 

LOW  I  am  calm.     All  is  finished  —  quite  finished !     I  am 
relieved   from  the  dreadful  anxiety  into  which  I  was 
thrown  by  the  Governor's  visit ;  for  I  confess  I  still  felt  hope. 
Now,  thank  Heaven!  hope  is  gone. 
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Let  me  record  what  has  happened. 

At  half  past  six  the  door  of  my  cell  was  opened;  an 
old  man  with  white  hair  entered,  dressed  in  a  brown  great- 
coat. 

He  unfastened  it,  and  beneath  I  saw  the  black  cassock  and 
bands  of  a  priest.  He  was  not  the  usual  Chaplain  to  the 
prison,  and  I  thought  this  appeared  ominous.  He  seated 
himself  opposite  to  me,  with  a  quiet  smile;  then  shook  his 
head,  and  raised  his  eyes  to  heaven.  I  understood  him. 

"  My  son !  "  said  he,  "  are  you  prepared?  " 

I  answered,  in  a  low  tone,  "  I  am  not  prepared  —  but  I  am 
ready." 

Then  my  sight  became  troubled ;  a  chill  damp  pervaded  my 
frame.  I  felt  the  veins  on  my  temples  swelling,  and  a  con- 
fused murmur  in  my  ears. 

Whilst  I  vacillated  on  my  chair  as  though  asleep,  the  old 
man  continued  speaking, —  at  least,  so  it  appeared  to  me,  for 
I  think  I  remember  seeing  his  lips  move,  and  his  hand  raised. 

The  door  opened  again ;  the  noise  of  the  lock  roused  me 
from  my  reverie,  and  the  Priest  from  his  discourse.  A  per- 
son dressed  in  black  entered,  accompanied  by  the  Governor 
of  the  prison,  and  bowed  profoundly  to  me;  he  carried  a 
roll  of  paper. 

"  Sir,"  said  he,  with  a  courteous  smile,  "  I  have  the  hon- 
our to  bring  you  a  message  from  the  Attorney-General." 

The  first  agitation  was  over;  all  my  presence  of  mind  re- 
turned, and  I  answered  in  a  firm  tone,  "  Read  on,  Sir." 

He  then  read  a  long,  technically-expressed  paper,  the  pur- 
port of  which  was  the  rejection  of  my  plea.  "  The  execu- 
tion will  be  to-day,"  added  he ;  "  we  shall  leave  this  for  the 
Conciergerie  Prison  at  half-past  seven.  My  dear  Sir,  will 
you  have  the  extreme  goodness  to  accompany  me  at  that 
hour?" 

For  some  instants  I  had  no  longer  listened  to  him;  for 
while  his  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  paper  the  Governor  was 
occupied  talking  to  the  Priest ;  and  I  looked  at  the  door  which 
they  had  left  half  open!  .  .  .  Ah,  hapless  me!  Four 
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sentinels  in  the  corridor.  Again  I  was  asked  when  I  would  be 
ready  to  go. 

"  When  you  please,"  I  said ;  "  at  your  own  time." 

"  I  shall  have  the  honour  of  coming  for  you,  then,  in  half 
an  hour,"  said  he,  bowing;  and  all  the  party  withdrew. 

Oh,  for  some  means  of  escaping !  Good  heavens !  any  means 
whatever!  I  must  make  my  escape!  I  must!  Immediately! 
By  the  doors,  by  the  windows,  by  the  roof !  Even  though  in 
the  struggle  I  should  destroy  myself! 

Oh,  rage !  demons !  malediction !  It  would  take  months  to 
pierce  this  wrall  with  efficient  tools.  And  I  have  not  one  nail, 
nor  one  hour! 


TWENTY-FIRST  PAPER 

CONCIERGERIE     PRISON". 

HERE  I  am  transferred,  then.  Let  me  record  the  details. 
At  half-past  seven  the  messenger  again  presented  him- 
self at  the  threshold  of  my  dungeon.  "  Sir,"  said  he,  "  I 
wait  for  you." 

Alas!  and  I  saw  that  four  others  did  the  same!  I  rose, 
and  advanced  one  step.  It  appeared  to  me  I  could  not  make 
a  second.  My  head  was  so  heavy,  and  my  limbs  so  feeble; 
but  I  made  an  effort  to  conquer  my  weakness,  and  assumed 
an  appearance  of  firmness. 

Prior  to  leaving  the  cell,  I  gave  it  a  final  look;  I  had  al- 
most become  attached  to  it.  Besides,  I  left  it  empty  and 
open,  which  gives  so  strange  an  appearance  to  a  dungeon. 

It  will  not  be  long  untenanted.  The  turnkeys  said  they 
expected  some  one  this  evening, —  a  prisoner  who  was  then 
being  tried  at  the  Court  of  Assizes. 

At  the  turn  of  the  corridor  the  Chaplain  rejoined  us;  he 
had  just  breakfasted. 

At  the  threshold  of  the  gaol,  the  Governor  took  me  by  the 
hand;  he  had  reinforced  my  escort  by  four  veterans. 
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By  the  door  of  the  Infirmary  a  dying  old  man  exclaimed, 
"  Good  bye,  we  shall  soon  meet  again !  " 

We  arrived  in  the  courtyard,  where  I  could  breathe  again 
freely,  and  this  refreshed  me  greatly ;  but  we  did  not  walk 
long  in  the  open  air.  The  carriage  was  stationed  in  the  first 
court.  It  was  the  same  which  had  brought  me  there, —  a 
sort  of  oblong  van,  divided  into  two  sections  by  a  transverse 
grating  of  close  wire.  Each  section  had  a  door;  one  in  the 
front,  one  in  back  of  the  cart;  the  whole  so  dirty,  so  black, 
so  dusty,  that  the  hearse  for  paupers  is  a  state  carriage  by 
comparison !  Before  I  buried  myself  in  this  moving  tomb, 
I  cast  a  look  round  the  yard, —  one  of  those  despairing  looks 
which  seem  to  ask  a  miracle*  The  court  was  already  encum- 
bered with  spectators.  Like  the  day  when  the  convicts  de- 
parted, there  was  a  slight,  chilling  shower  of  the  season;  it 
is  raining  still,  and  doubtless  there  will  be  rain  all  the  day, — 
which  will  last  when  I  am  no  more!  We  entered  the  van. 
The  messenger  and  a  gendarme,  in  the  front  compartment, 
the  Priest,  myself,  and  a  gendarme  in  the  other,  with  four 
mounted  gendarmes  around  the  carriage.  As  I  entered  it,  an 
old  grey-eyed  woman  who  stood  near  exclaimed,  "  I  like  see- 
ing this,  even  better  than  seeing  the  galley  convicts !  " 

I  can  conceive  this.  It  is  a  spectacle  more  easily  taken  in 
at  one  view.  Nothing  divides  the  attention;  there  is  but  one 
man,  and  on  this  isolated  being  there  is  as  much  misery  heaped 
as  on  all  the  other  convicts  together.  The  van  passed  with  a 
dull  noise  under  the  gateway,  and  the  heavy  doors  of  the 
Bicetre  were  closed  after  us.  I  felt  myself  moving,  but  in 
stupor,  like  a  man  fallen  into  a  lethargy,  who  can  neither 
move  nor  cry  out,  and  who  fancies  he  feels  that  he  is  being 
buried  alive.  I  listened  vaguely  to  the  peals  of  bells  on  the 
collars  of  the  post-horses  which  drew  the  van,  the  iron  wheels 
grating  over  various  substances  in  the  road,  the  cracking 
whips  of  the  postillion,  the  galloping  of  the  gendarmes  round 
the  carriage, —  all  seemed  like  a  whirlwind  which  bore  me 
away. 

My  mind  was  so  stupefied  with  grief  that  I  only  conceived 
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ideas  as  in  a  dream.  I  saw  the  blue  towers  of  Notre  Dame 
in  the  distance.  "  Those  who  will  be  on  the  tower  with  the 
flag  will  see  my  execution  well,"  said  I  to  myself,  smiling 
stupidly. 

I  think  it  was  at  that  moment  that  the  Priest  addressed 
me  again;  I  patiently  let  him  speak.  I  had  already  in  my 
ears  the  noise  of  the  wheels,  the  galloping  horses,  and  the 
postillion's  whip ;  therefore  it  was  only  one  more  incomprehen- 
sible noise.  I  listened  in  silence  to  that  flow  of  monotonous 
words,  which  deadened  my  thoughts,  like  the  murmur  of  a 
brook ;  and  they  passed  before  my  torpid  mind,  always  varied 
yet  always  the  same,  like  the  crooked  elms  we  passed  by  the 
road-side.  The  short  and  jerking  voice  of  the  messenger  in 
the  front  of  the  van  suddenly  aroused  me. 

"  Well,  Chaplain,"  said  he,  in  almost  a  gay  tone,  "  what 
news  have  you  to-day  ?  " 

The  Chaplain,  who  spoke  to  me  without  ceasing,  and  who 
was  deafened  by  the  carriage,  made  no  answer. 

"Well,  well!  how  the  van  rattles;  one  can  hardly  hear 
oneself.  What  was  I  saying  to  you,  Chaplain !  Oh,  aye !  — 
do  you  know  the  great  news  of  Paris  to-day?" 

I  started  as  if  he  were  speaking  to  me. 

"  No,"  said  the  priest,  who  had  at  last  heard  him,  "  I 
have  not  had  time  to  read  the  papers  this  morning:  I  shall 
sec  them  this  evening.  When  I  am  occupied  in  this  way  all 
day,  I  order  my  servant  to  keep  the  papers,  and  I  read  them 
on  my  return." 

"  Bah !  "  replied  the  other,  "  it  is  impossible  that  you  have 
not  heard  what  I  mean.  The  news  of  Paris  —  the  news  of 
this  morning." 

It  was  now  my  turn  to  speak ;  and  I  said,  "  I  know  what 
you  mean." 

The  Messenger  looked  at  me.  "You?  really!  and  pray 
wLat  is  your  opinion  about  it?  " 

"  You  are  inquisitive,"  said  I. 

"  How  so,  sir?  "  replied  he.  "  Every  one  should  have  a 
political  opinion :  I  esteem  you  too  much  to  suppose  that  you 
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are  without  one.  As  to  myself,  I  am  quite  in  favour  of  re- 
establishing the  National  Guard.  I  was  a  Serjeant  in  my 
company;  and,  faith!  it  was  very  agreeable  to  — 

I  interrupted  him  by  saying,  "  I  did  not  think  this  was  the 
subject  in  question." 

"What  did  you  suppose,  then?  You  professed  to  know 
the  news." 

"  I  spoke  of  something  else  with  which  Paris  is  also  oc- 
cupied to-day." 

The  fool  did  not  understand,  and  his  curiosity  was  awak- 
ened. 

"  More  news !  Where  the  deuce  could  you  learn  news  ? 
What  is  it,  my  dear  sir?  Do  you  know  what  it  is,  Chaplain? 
Do  let  me  hear  all  about  it,  I  beg.  I  like  news,  you  see,  to 
relate  to  the  President;  it  amuses  him." 

He  looked  from  one  to  the  other,  and  obtained  no  answer. 

"  Well,"  said  he,  "  what  are  you  thinking  of?  " 

"  I  am  thinking,"  said  I,  "  that  I  shall  be  past  thinking, 
this  evening." 

"  Oh,  that's  it,"  returned  he.  "  Come,  come,  you  are  too 
sad.  Mr.  Castaing  conversed  on  the  day  of  his  execution." 

Then,  after  a  pause,  he  continued :  "  I  accompanied 
Mr.  Papavoine  on  his  last  day.  He  wore  his  otter-skin 
cap,  and  smoked  his  cigar.  As  for  the  young  men  of  La 
Rochelle,  they  only  spoke  among  themselves,  but  still  they 
spoke.  As  for  you,  I  really  think  you  are  too  pensive, 
young  man." 

"  Young  man  ?  "  I  repeated.  "  I  am  older  than  you ;  every 
quarter  of  an  hour  which  passes  makes  me  a  year  older." 

He  turned  round,  looked  at  me  some  minutes  with  stupid 
astonishment3  and  then  began  to  titter. 

"  Come,  you  are  joking;  older  than  I  am?  why,  I  might  be 
your  grandfather." 

"  I  have  no  wish  to  jest,"  I  answered  gravely.  He  opened 
his  snuff-box. 

"  Here,  my  good  sir,  don't  be  angry.  Take  a  pinch  of 
snuff,  and  don't  bear  malice." 
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*'  Do  not  fear,"  said  I ;  "  I  shall  not  have  long  to  bear  it 
against  you." 

At  this  moment  the  snuff-box  which  he  extended  to  me 
came  against  the  grating  which  separated  us.  A  jolt  caused 
it  to  strike  rather  violently,  and  it  fell,  wide  open,  under  the 
feet  of  the  gendarme. 

"  Curse  the  grating !  "  said  the  Messenger ;  then  turning 
to  me,  he  added,  "  Now,  am  I  not  unlucky  ?  I  have  lost  all 
my  snuff !  " 

"  I  lose  more  than  you,"  said  I. 

As  he  tried  to  pick  up  his  snuff,  he  muttered  between  his 
teeth,  "  More  than  I !  that's  very  easily  said.  No  more  snuff 
until  I  reach  Paris !  It's  terrible." 

The  Chaplain  then  addressed  him  with  some  words  of  con- 
solation ;  and  I  know  not  if  I  were  pre-occupied,  but  it  seemed 
to  me  to  be  part  of  the  exhortation  of  which  the  commence- 
ment had  been  addressed  to  me. 

By  degrees  conversation  increased  between  the  Chaplain 
and  the  officer;  and  I  became  again  lost  in  thought.  The 
van  was  stopped  for  a  minute  before  the  toll-gate,  and  the 
inspector  examined  it.  Had  it  contained  a  sheep  or  an  ox 
which  was  going  to  be  slaughtered,  they  would  have  required 
some  money ;  but  a  human  head  pays  no  duty ! 

We  passed  through  the  gates,  and  the  carriage  trotted 
quickly  through  those  old  and  crooked  streets  of  the  Fau- 
bourg St.  Marceau  and  the  city,  which  twist  and  cross  each 
other  like  the  many  paths  of  an  ant-hill.  On  the  pavement 
of  these  narrow  streets  the  rolling  of  the  wheels  became  so 
noisy  and  rapid  that  I  could  hear  no  other  sound,  though 
I  saw  that  people  exclaimed,  as  the  van  passed,  and  bands 
of  children  followed  its  track.  I  fancied  also  I  occasionally 
saw  in  the  cross-streets  ragged  men  displaying  in  their 
hands  a  bundle  of  printed  papers,  their  mouths  open  as  if 
vociferating  something,  while  the  passers  stopped  to  pur- 
chase. 

Half-past  eight  struck  by  the  palace  clock  as  we  arrived 
in  the  court  of  the  Conciergerie  Prison.  The  sight  of  its 
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wide  staircase,  its  dark  chapel,  its  sombre  gates,  made  me 
shudder;  and  when  the  carriage  stopped,  I  fancied  the  beat- 
ings of  my  heart  stopped  also. 

But  I  collected  my  strength;  the  door  was  opened;  with 
the  rapidity  of  lightning  I  jumped  from  the  moving  prison, 
and  passed  between  two  lines  of  soldiers:  already  there  was  a 
crowd  formed  on  my  path. 


TWENTY-SECOND  PAPER 

ALL  my  resolution  abandoned  me  when  I  reached  the  low 
doors,  private  stairs,  and  interior  corridors,  which  are 
only  entered  by  the  condemned.  The  Officer  still  accom- 
panied me :  the  Priest  had  left  me  for  a  couple  of  hours  — 
perchance  to  read  the  papers! 

I  was  then  taken  to  the  Governor,  into  whose  charge  the 
Officer  gave  me.  They  made  an  exchange.  The  Director 
told  him  to  wait  a  moment,  as  he  had  some  "  game  "  for  him 
to  take  back  in  the  Van  to  the  Bicetre.  No  doubt  it  was  the 
man  condemned  to-day.  He  is  to  sleep  to-night  on  the  bun- 
dle of  straw  which  I  have  not  had  time  to  wear  out. 

"  Oh,  very  well,"  said  the  Officer  to  the  Governor,  "  I  will 
wait  with  pleasure ;  we  can  make  out  the  two  papers  together, 
and  it  will  be  very  convenient." 

They  then  placed  me  in  a  small  room  adjoining  the  Gov- 
ernor's office,  and  left  me,  locked  in,  alone. 

I  know  not  of  what  I  was  thinking,  or  how  long  I  had  been 
there,  when  a  sudden  and  loud  burst  of  laughter  in  my  ear 
dispersed  my  reverie. 

I  raised  my  eyes  with  a  start.  I  was  no  longer  alone  in 
the  cell ;  a  man  was  beside  me.  He  was  about  fifty-five  years 
old,  middle-sized,  wrinkled,  stooping,  and  bald:  with  a  sinis- 
ter cast  in  his  grey  eyes,  and  a  bitter  sneer  on  his  counte- 
nance; he  was  dirty,  half  clothed,  ragged,  disgusting. 

We  looked  at  each  other  steadfastly  for  some  moments ; 
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he  prolonging  his  bitter  laugh,  while  I  felt  half  astonished, 
half  alarmed. 

"  Who  are  you  ?  "  said  I  to  him  at  last. 

"  That  is  a  funny  question,"  said  he.     "  I  am  a  friauche." 

"  A  f  riauche  ?  "  said  I ;  "  what  does  that  mean  ?  " 

This  question  redoubled  his  merriment. 

"  Why,"  cried  he,  in  the  midst  of  a  shout  of  laughter,  "  it 
means  that  they  will  play  the  same  game  with  my  head  in  six 
weeks  hence,  as  they  will  with  thine  in  six  hours!  Ha!  ha! 
ha !  thou  seem'st  to  understand  now !  " 

And  truly  I  was  pale,  and  my  hair  stood  on  end.  This, 
then,  was  the  other  condemned  prisoner,  the  one  just  sen- 
tenced, whom  they  expected  at  the  Bicetre;  the  heir  of  my 
cell. 

He  continued :  "  Never  mind !  Here's  my  history.  I  am 
sen  of  a  famous  thief;  it  is  a  pity  that  they  gave  him  one 
day  a  hempen  cravat ;  it  was  during  the  '  reign  of  the  Gal- 
lows by  the  grace  of  Heaven.'  At  six  years  of  age  I  had 
neither  father  nor  mother ;  in  summer  I  turned  summersets  in 
the  dust  on  the  high-road,  that  carriage-travelers  might  throw 
me  money;  in  winter  I  walked  with  naked  feet  in  the  mud,  in 
ragged  clothes,  and  blowing  on  my  purple  hands  to  excite 
pity.  At  nine  years  old  I  began  to  use  my  fingers ;  at  times 
I  emptied  a  pocket  or  a  reticule ;  at  ten  years  old  I  was  a  pil- 
ferer :  then  I  made  acquaintances,  and  at  seventeen  I  became  a 
thief.  I  broke  into  a  shop,  I  robbed  the  till ;  I  was  taken  and 
sent  to  the  Galleys.  What  a  hard  life  that  was!  Sleeping 
on  bare  boards,  drinking  plain  water,  eating  black  bread, 
dragging  a  stupid  fetter  which  was  of  no  use;  sun-strokes 
and  whip-strokes:  and  then  all  the  heads  are  kept  shaved,  and 
I  had  such  fine  chestnut  hair!  Never  mind!  I  served  my 
time;  fifteen  years.  That  wears  one  famously! 

"  I  was  two-and-thirty  years  old ;  one  fine  morning  they 
gave  me  a  map  of  the  road,  a  passport,  and  sixty-six  francs, 
which  I  had  amassed  in  my  fifteen  years  at  the  Galleys,  work- 
ing sixteen  hours  a-day,  thirty  days  a-month,  twelve  months 
a-year.  Never  mind!  I  wished  to  be  an  honest  man  with 
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my  sixty-six  francs;  and  I  had  finer  sentiments  under  my 
rags  than  you  might  find  beneath  the  cassock  of  a  priest. 
But  deuce  take  the  passport !  It  was  yellow,  and  they  had 
written  upon  it  '  Freed  convict.'  I  was  obliged  to  show  this 
at  every  village,  and  to  present  it  every  week  to  the  mayors  of 
the  towns  through  which  I  was  ordered  to  pass.  A  fine  rec- 
ommendation!  a  galley-convict!  I  frightened  all  the  folk, 
and  little  children  ran  away,  and  people  locked  their  doors. 
No  one  would  give  me  work ;  I  expended  the  last  of  my  sixty- 
six  francs, —  and  then  —  one  must  live.  I  showed  my  arms, 
fit  for  labour;  the  people  shut  their  doors.  I  offered  my 
day's  work  for  fifteen  sous,  for  ten  sous,  for  five  sous !  and  no 
one  would  have  me.  What  could  be  done?  One  day  being 
hungry,  I  knocked  my  elbow  through  a  baker's  window ;  I 
seized  on  a  loaf,  and  the  baker  seized  on  me.  I  did  not  eat 
the  loaf,  yet  I  was  condemned  to  the  Galleys  for  life, 
with  three  letters  branded  on  my  shoulder;  I'll  show  them  to 
you  if  ~you  like.  They  call  that  sort  of  justice  the  relapse. 
So  here  I  was,  a  returned  horse.  I  was  brought  back  to  Tou- 
lon,—  this  time  among  the  Green-caps  (galley-slaves  for 
life)  ;  so  now  I  decided  to  escape.  I  had  only  three  walls  to 
pierce,  two  chains  to  break,  and  I  had  one  nail !  I  escaped. 
They  fired  the  signal  gun;  for  we  convicts  are,  like  the  Car- 
dinals of  Rome,  dressed  in  red,  and  they  fire  cannons  when 
we  depart !  Their  powder  went  to  the  sparrows !  This  time, 
no  yellow  passport,  but  then  no  money  either.  I  met  some 
comrades  in  the  neighbourhood  who  had  also  served  their 
time  or  broken  their  chains.  Their  captain  proposed  to  me 
to  join  the  band.  They  killed  on  the  highways.  I  acceded, 
and  I  began  to  kill  to  live.  Sometimes  we  attacked  a  Dili- 
gence, sometimes  it  was  a  post-chaise,  sometimes  a  grazier  on 
horseback.  We  took  the  money,  we  let  the  horses  go,  and 
buried  the  bodies  under  a  tree,  taking  care  that  their  feet 
did  not  appear;  and  then  we  danced  on  the  graves,  so  that  the 
ground  might  not  seem  fresh  broken. 

I  grew  eld  this  way,  hiding  in  the  bushes,  sleeping  in  the 
the  air,  hunted  from  wood  to  wood,  but  at  least  free  and  my 
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own  master.  Everything  has  an  end,  and  this  like  the  rest ; 
the  gendarmes  one  night  caught  us  at  our  tricks;  my 
comrades  escaped;  but  I,  the  oldest,  remained  under  the 
claw  of  these  cats  in  cocked  hats.  They  brought  me  here. 
I  had  already  mounted  all  the  steps  of  the  justice-ladder,  ex- 
cept one.  Whether  I  had  now  taken  a  handkerchief  or  a  life 
was  all  the  same  for  me.  There  was  but  one  '  relapse '  to  give 
me, —  the  executioner.  My  business  has  been  short :  faith,  I 
began  to  grow  old  and  good  for  nothing.  My  father  mar- 
ried the  widow  (was  hanged)  ;  I  am  going  to  retire  to  the 
Abbey  of  Mont-a-Regret  (the  Guillotine)  ;  that's  all,  com- 
rade!" 

]  remained  stupefied  during  the  recital.  He  laughed  louder 
than  at  the  beginning,  and  tried  to  take  my  hand.  I  drew 
back  in  horror. 

'"  Friend,"  cried  he,  "  you  don't  seem  game.  Don't  be 
foolish  on  the  scaffold :  d'  ye  see  ?  There  is  one  bad  moment 
to  pass  on  the  board,  but  that's  so  soon  done.  I  should  like 
to  be  there  to  show  you  the  step !  Faith,  I've  a  great  mind 
not  to  plead,  if  they  will  finish  me  with  you  to-day.  The 
same  Priest  will  serve  us  both.  You  see  I'm  a  good  fellow, 
eh  ?  I  say,  shall  we  be  friends  ?  " 

Again  he  advanced  a  step  nearer  to  me. 

"  Sir,"  I  answered,  repulsing  him,  "  I  decline  it." 

Fresh  bursts  of  laughter  at  my  answer. 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Sir,  you  must  be  a  Marquis." 

I  interrupted  him,  "  My  friend,  I  require  reflection :  leave 
me  in  peace." 

The  gravity  of  my  tone  rendered  him  instantly  thought- 
ful. He  shook  his  grey  and  nearly  bald  head,  while  he  mur- 
mured between  his  teeth,  "  I  understand  now, —  the  Priest !  " 

After  a  few  minutes'  silence,  he  said  to  me,  almost  tim- 
idly.— 

"  Sir,  you  are  a  Marquis ;  that  is  all  very  well ;  but  you  have 
on  such  a  nice  great-coat,  which  will  not  be  of  much  use  to 
you.  The  Executioner  will  take  it.  Give  it  to  me,  and  I 
will  sell  it  for  tobacco." 
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I  took  off  my  great-coat,  and  gave  it  to  him.  He  began  to 
clap  his  hands  with  childish  joy;  then  looking  at  my  shirt- 
sleeves, and  seeing  that  I  shivered,  he  added,  "  You  are  cold. 
Sir;  put  on  this;  it  rains,  and  you  will  be  wet  through;  be- 
sides, you  ought  to  go  decently  on  the  wagon !  " 

While  saying  this,  he  took  off  his  coarse,  grey  woollen 
jacket,  and  put  my  arms  into  it,  which  I  allowed  him  to  do 
unconsciously.  I  then  leaned  against  the  wall,  and  I  cannot 
describe  the  effect  this  man  had  on  me.  He  was  examining 
the  coat  which  I  had  given  him,  and  uttered  each  moment  an 
exclamation  of  delight.  "  The  pockets  are  quite  new !  The 
collar  is  not  in  the  least  worn !  It  will  bring  me  at  least 
fifteen  francs.  What  luck!  I  shall  have  tobacco  during  all 
my  six  weeks." 

The  door  opened  again.  They  were  come  to  conduct  me 
to  the  room  where  the  condemned  finally  await  their  execu- 
tion ;  and  the  guard  was  also  come  to  take  the  other  prisoner 
to  the  Bicetre.  He  placed  himself,  laughingly,  amongst 
them,  and  said  to  the  gendarmes, — 

"  I  say,  don't  make  a  mistake !  We  have  changed  skins, 
the  gentleman  and  I;  but  don't  take  me  in  his  place.  That 
won't  suit  me  at  all,  now  that  I  can  have  tobacco  for  six 
weeks !  " 


TWENTY-THIRD   PAPER 

THAT   old   scoundrel!   he  took   my   great-coat   from   me, 
for  I  did  not  give  it  to  him ;  and  then  he  left  me  this 
rag,  his  odious  jacket.     For  whom  shall  I  be  taken? 

It  was  not  from  indifference,  or  from  charity,  that  I  let 
him  take  it.  No;  but  because  he  was  stronger  than  I!  If  I 
had  refused,  he  would  have  beaten  me  with  those  great  coarse 
hands.  Charity,  indeed !  I  was  full  of  bad  feeling ;  I  should 
like  to  have  strangled  him  with  my  own  hands,  the  old  thief! 
—  to  have  trampled  him  under  my  feet. 
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I  feel  my  heart  full  of  rage  and  bitterness,  and  my  nature 
turned  to  gall:  the  approach  of  violent  death  renders  one 
wicked. 


TWENTY-FOURTH  PAPER 

brought  me  into  an  empty  cell.  I  asked  for  a 
1  table,  a  chair,  and  writing  materials.  When  all  these 
were  brought,  I  asked  for  a  bed.  The  turnkey  eyed  me  with 
astonishment,  and  seemed  mentally  to  say,  "  What  will  be  the 
use  of  it?  "  However  they  made  up  a  chaff  bed  in  the  corner. 
But  at  the  same  time  a  gendarme  came  to  install  himself  in 
what  was  called  my  chamber.  Are  they  afraid  that  I  would 
strangle  myself  with  the  mattress? 


TWENTY-FIFTH  PAPER 

IT  is  ten  o'clock. 
Oh,  my  poor  little  girl!  In  six  hours  more  thy  Fathei 
will  be  dead, —  something  to  be  dragged  about  the  tables  of 
lecturing  rooms;  a  head  to  be  cast  by  one  party,  a  trunk  to 
be  dissected  by  another ;  then  all  to  be  thrown  together  into  a 
bier,  and  despatched  to  the  felons'  burial-ground.  This  is 
what  they  are  going  to  do  with  thy  Father ;  yet  none  of  them 
hate  me,  all  pity  me,  and  all  could  save  me!  They  are  going 
to  kill  me,  Mary,  to  kill  me  in  cold  blood, —  a  ceremonial  for 
the  general  good.  Poor  little  girl !  thy  Father,  who  loved  thee 
so  well,  thy  Father  who  kissed  thy  little  white  neck,  who 
passed  his  hands  so  fondly  through  the  ringlets  of  thy  silken 
hair,  who  danced  thee  on  his  knee,  and  every  evening  joined 
thy  two  little  hands  to  pray  to  God! 

Who  will  do  all  this  for  thee  in  future  ?     Who  now  will  love 
thee?     My  darling  child,  what  wilt  thou  do  for  my  presents, 
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pretty  play  things,  and  kisses?  Ah,  unfortunate  Orphan! 
What  wilt  thou  do  for  food  and  raiment? 

If  the  Jury  had  seen  thee,  my  pretty  little  Mary,  they  would 
have  understood  it  was  wrong  to  kill  the  Father  of  a  child 
three  years  old. 

And  when  she  grows  up,  what  will  become  of  her?  Her 
Father  will  be  one  of  the  disgraces  of  Paris.  She  will  blush 
for  me  and  at  hearing  my  name;  she  will  be  despised,  rejected, 
reviled,  on  account  of  him  who  loved  her  with  all  the  tender- 
ness of  his  heart.  Oh,  my  little  Mary,  whom  I  so  idolized! 
can  it  be  true  that  thou  wilt  encounter  shame  and  horror 
through  me? 

Oh !  can  it  be  true  that  I  shall  die  before  the  close  of  day  ? 
Those  distant  shouts  which  I  hear,  that  mass  of  animated 
spectators  who  are  already  hastening  to  the  Quays,  those  gen- 
darmes preparing  in  their  barracks, —  is  it  all  for  me  ?  Yes, 
I  —  myself  am  going  to  die  ?  —  this  actual  self  which  is  here, 
which  lives,  moves,  breathes, —  this  self  which  I  touch  and  can 
feel! 


TWENTY-SIXTH  PAPER 

IF  I  *ven  knew  how  it  is  built,  and  in  what  way  one  dies 
upon  it;  but  it  is  horrible  I  do  not  know  this. 

The  very  name  of  it  is  frightful,  and  I  cannot  understand 
how  I  have  hitherto  been  able  to  write  and  utter  it.  The 
idea  I  attach  to  this  hateful  name  is  vague,  undefined,  and 
therefore  more  sinister.  I  construct  and  demolish  in  my  mind 
continually  its  hideous  scaffolding. 

I  dare  not  ask  a  question  about  it ;  yet  it  is  dreadful  not  to 
know  what  it  is,  and  how  to  act.  I  fancy  there  is  a  sort  of 
hollow,  and  that  you  are  laid  on  your  face,  and  — 

Ah,  my  hair  wtli  be  white  before  my  head  falls! 
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TWENTY-SEVENTH  PAPER 

I  HAD  a  glimpse  of  it  once.  I  was  passing  by  the  Greve 
in  a  carriage,  about  eleven  o'clock,  one  morning,  when 
a  crowd  impeded  our  progress.  I  looked  out  of  the  window; 
a  dense  throng  of  men,  women,  and  children  filled  the  place 
and  the  neighboring  streets.  Above  the  crowd  I  saw  a  kind 
of  frame  of  red  wood,  which  three  men  were  building.  I 
turned  away  my  head  with  disgust.  Close  to  the  carriage 
there  was  a  woman  who  said  to  a  child,  "  Now,  look!  the  axe 
slides  badly;  they  are  going  to  grease  the  slide  with  a  can- 
dle-end." ' 

They  are  probably  doing  the  same  now.  Eleven  o'clock 
has  just  struck.  No  doubt  they  are  greasing  the  slide. 

Oh,  unhappy  creature!  this  time  I  shall  not  turn  away  my 
head. 


TWENTY-EIGHTH  PAPER 

OH  for  a  pardon!  My  reprieve!  Perhaps  I  shall  be 
pardoned.  The  King  has  no  dislike  to  me.  I  wish  to 
see  my  lawyer !  He  was  right,  and  I  should  prefer  the  gal- 
leys. Five  years  of  the  galleys, —  nay,  twenty  years,  or 
even  the  galleys  for  life.  Yes,  and  to  be  branded  with  letters ! 
But  it  would  let  me  have  a  reprieve  of  my  life!  A  galley- 
slave  can  move,  come  and  go,  and  see  the  sunshine. 

Oh!  I  must  see  my  lawyer;  he  shall  discover  some  new  plea 
to  urge  in  mitigation  of  my  sentence. 

How  can  I  thus  write  when  every  point  of  his  eloquence 
has  already  failed,  and  been  unanswerably  refuted! 
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TWENTY-NINTH  PAPER 

THE  Priest  returned.  He  has  white  hair,  a  very  gentle 
look,  a  good  and  respectable  countenance,  and  is  a 
charitable  man.  This  morning  I  saw  him  empty  his  purse 
into  the  hands  of  the  prisoners.  Whence  is  it  then  that  his 
voice  causes  no  emotion,  and  he  does  not  ever  seem  affected  by 
his  own  theme?  Whence  is  it  that  he  had  as  yet  said  nothing 
which  has  won  on  my  intellect  or  my  heart? 

This  morning  I  was  bewildered;  I  scarcely  heard  what  he 
said;  his  words  seemed  to  me  useless,  and  I  remained  indiffer- 
ent ;  they  glided  away  like  those  drops  of  rain  off  the  window- 
panes  of  my  cell. 

Nevertheless,  when  he  came  just  now  to  my  room,  his  ap- 
pearance did  me  good.  Amongst  all  mankind  he  is  the  only 
one  who  is  still  a  brother  for  me,  I  reflected;  and  I  felt  an 
ardent  thirst  for  good  and  consoling  words. 

When  he  was  seated  on  the  chair,  and  I  on  the  bed,  he  said 
to  me, — 

"  My  son,—" 

This  word  opened  my  heart.     He  continued: 

"  My  son,  do  you  believe  in  God  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  Father !  "  I  answered  him. 

"  Do  you  believe  in  the  holy  Catholic,  Apostolic,  and  Ro- 
man Church?  " 

"  Willingly,"  said  I. 

"  My  son,"  returned  he,  "  you  have  an  air  of  doubt." 

Then  he  began  to  speak.  He  spoke  a  long  time;  he  ut- 
tered a  quantity  of  words.  Then,  when  he  had  finished,  he 
rose,  and  looked  at  me  for  the  first  time  since  the  beginning 
of  his  discourse,  and  said  "Well?" 

I  protest  I  had  listened  to  him  with  avidity  at  first,  then 
with  attention,  then  with  consideration. 

I  also  rose  and  said,  "  Sir,  leave  me  for  a  time,  I  beg  of 
you." 

He  asked,  "  When  shall  I  return." 
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"  I  will  let  you  know,  Sir." 

Then  he  withdrew  in  silence,  but  shaking  his  head  as  though 
inwardly  exclaiming,  "  An  Unbeliever." 

No!  low  as  I  have  fallen,  I  am  not  an  unbeliever.  God 
is  my  witness  that  I  believe  in  Him.  But  how  did  that  old 
man  address  me?  Nothing  to  be  felt,  nothing  to  affect  me, 
nothing  to  draw  forth  tears,  nothing  which  sprung  from 
his  heart  to  enter  into  mine, —  nothing  which  was  addressed 
from  himself  to  myself. 

On  the  contrary,  there  was  something  vague,  inaccentu- 
atcd,  applicable  to  any  case  and  to  none  in  particular:  em- 
phatic where  it  should  have  been  profound,  flat  where  it  ought 
to  have  been  simple;  a  species  of  sentimental  sermon  and  the- 
ological elegy.  Now  and  then  a  quotation  in  Latin ;  here  and 
there  the  names  of  Saint  Augustine  and  Saint  Gregory,  and 
others  of  the  Calendar.  And  throughout  he  had  the  air  of 
reciting  a  lesson  which  he  had  already  twenty  times  repeated ; 
seeming  to  go  over  a  theme  almost  obliterated  in  his  memory 
from  being  so  long  known;  but  not  one  look  in  his  eyes,  not 
one  accent  in  his  voice,  to  indicate  that  he  was  interested! 

And  how  could  it  be  otherwise?  This  Priest  is  the  head 
Chaplain  of  the  Prison ;  his  calling  is  to  console  and  exhort, 
-  that  is,  he  lives  by  it.  Condemned  felons  are  the  spring 
of  his  eloquence;  he  receives  their  confession,  and  prays  with 
them,  because  he  keeps  his  place  by  it.  He  has  advanced  in 
years  in  conducting  men  to  death  from  his  youth,  he  has 
grown  accustomed  to  that  which  makes  others  shudder.  The 
dungeon  and  scaffold  are  every-day  matters  with  him. 

He  receives  notice  the  preceding  evening  that  he  will  have 
to  attend  some  one  the  following  day,  at  a  certain  hour.  He 
asks,  "Is  it  for  the  Galleys  or  an  execution?"  and  he  asks 
no  more  respecting  them,  but  comes  next  day  as  a  matter  of 
course. 

Oh  that  they  would  bring  me,  instead  of  this  man,  some 

young  curate,  some  aged  Priest,  taken  by  chance  from  the 

nearest  parish!     Let  them  -find  him  at  his  devotional  studies, 

and,  without  warning,  say  to  him,  "  There  is  a  man  who  is 
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going  to  die,  and  it  is  reserved  for  you  to  console  him.  You 
must  be  there  when  they  bind  his  hands;  you  must  take  a  place 
in  the  fatal  cart,  with  your  crucifix,  and  conceal  the  execu- 
tioner from  him.  You  must  pass  with  him  through  that  hor- 
rible crowd  which  is  thirsting  for  his  execution;  you  must 
embrace  him  at  the  foot  of  the  scaffold,  and  you  must  remain 
there  until  his  soul  has  flown!  " 

When  they  have  said  this,  let  them  bring  him  hither, 
agitated,  palpitating,  all  shuddering  from  head  to  foot.  Let 
me  throw  myself  into  his  arms;  then  kneel  at  his  feet,  and 
he  will  weep,  and  we  will  weep  together;  and  he  will  be* 
eloquent,  and  I  shall  be  consoled,  and  my  heart  will  un- 
burthen  itself  into  his  heart, —  and  I  shall  receive  the  blessed 
hope  of  Redemption,  and  he  will  take  my  Soul! 


THIRTIETH  PAPER 

BUT  that  old  man,  what  is  he  to  me?  What  am  I  to  him? 
Another  individual  of  an  unhappy  class,  a  shadow  of 
which  he  has  seen  so  many;  another  unit  to  add  to  his  list  of 
executions. 

I  have  been  wrong,  perhaps,  not  to  attend  to  him  more; 
it  is  he  who  is  good,  while  I  am  the  reverse.  Alas !  it  was  not 
my  fault.  The  thought  of  my  violent  death  has  spoiled  and 
hardened  all  within  me. 

They  have  just  brought  me  food,  as  if  I  could  possibly 
wish  for  it!  I  even  tried  to  eat,  but  the  first  mouthful  fell 
untasted  from  my  lips. 
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THIRTY-FIRST  PAPER 

SINCE  then  a  strange  circumstance  happened.  They 
came  to  relieve  my  good  old  gendarme,  with  whom,  un- 
grateful egotist  that  I  am,  I  did  not  even  shake  hands.  An- 
other took  his  place;  a  man  with  a  low  forehead,  heavy  fea- 
tures, and  stupid  countenance.  Beyond  this  I  paid  no  atten- 
tion, but  seated  myself  at  the  table,  my  forehead  resting  on 
my  hands,  and  my  mind  troubled  by  thought.  A  light  touch 
on  my  shoulder  made  me  look  round.  It  was  the  new  gen- 
darme, with  whom  I  was  alone,  and  who  addressed  me  pretty 
nearly  in  these  terms :  — 

"  Criminal,  have  you  a  kind  heart  ?  " 

"  No !  "  answered  I,  impatiently.  The  abruptness  of  my 
answer  seemed  to  disconcert  him.  Nevertheless,  he  began 
again,  hesitatingly, — 

"  People  are  not  wicked  for  the  pleasure  of  being  so? 

"  Why  not  ?  "  answered  I.  "  If  you  have  nothing  but  that 
to  say  to  me,  leave  me  in  peace.  What  is  your  aim?  " 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Criminal,"  he  returned ;  "  I  will  only 
say  two  words,  which  are  these:  If  you  could  cause  the  hap- 
piness of  a  poor  man,  and  that  it  cost  you  nothing,  would 
you  not  do  so?  " 

I  answered  gravely,  "  Surely,  you  cannot  allude  to  me  as 
having  power  to  confer  happiness?  " 

He  lowered  his  voice  and  assumed  a  mysterious  air,  which 
ill-suited  with  his  idiotic  countenance. 

"  Yes,  Criminal,  yes, —  happiness !  fortune !  "  whispered 
he ;  "  all  this  can  come  to  me  through  you.  Listen  here,  I 
am  a  poor  gendarme;  the  service  is  heavy,  the  pay  is  light; 
my  horse  is  my  own,  and  ruins  me.  So  I  put  into  the  lottery 
as  a  counterbalance.  Hitherto  I  have  only  missed  by  not 
having  the  right  numbers.  I  am  always  very  near  them.  If 
I  buy  seventy-six,  number  seventy- seven  comes  up  a  prize. 
Have  a  little  patience,  if  you  please;  I  have  almost  done. 
Well,  here  is  a  lucky  opportunity  for  me.  It  appears,  Crim- 
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inal,  begging  your  pardon,  that  you  are  to  be  executed  to- 
day. It  is  a  certain  fact  that  the  dead  who  are  destroyed  that 
way  see  the  lottery  before  it  is  drawn  on  earth.  Promise  that 
your  spirit  shall  appear  to  me  to-morrow  evening,  to  give 
me  three  numbers, —  three  good  ones,  eh?  What  trouble  will 
it  be  to  you  ?  and  I  am  not  afraid  of  ghosts.  Be  easy  on  that 
point.  Here  's  my  address:  Popincourt  Barracks,  staircase 
A,  No.  26,  at  the  end  of  the  corridor.  You  will  know  me 
again,  won't  you?  Come  even  to-night,  if  it  suits  you  bet- 
ter." 

I  would  have  disdained  to  reply  to  such  an  imbecile,  if  a 
mad  hope  had  not  crossed  my  mind.  In  my  desperate  posi- 
tion there  are  moments  when  one  fancies  that  a  chain  may 
be  broken  by  a  hair. 

"  Listen,"  said  I  to  him,  acting  my  part  as  well  as  a  dying 
wretch  could.  "  I  can  indeed  render  thee  richer  than  the 
King.  I  can  make  thee  gain  millions,  on  one  condition." 

He  opened  his  stupid  eyes. 

"  What,  what  ?  I  will  do  anything  to  please  you,  Crim- 
inal." 

"  Then  instead  of  three  numbers  I  promise  to  tell  you  four. 
Change  coats  with  me." 

"  Oh,  is  that  all  ?  "  cried  he,  undoing  the  first  hooks  of  his 
uniform  cheerfully. 

I  rose  from  my  chair ;  I  watched  all  his  movements  with 
a  beating  heart.  I  already  fancied  the  doors  opening  before 
the  uniform  of  a  gendarme ;  and  then  the  prison  —  the  street 
—  the  town  —  left  far  behind  me !  But  suddenly  he  turned 
round  with  indecision,  and  asked, — 

"  I  say, —  it  is  not  to  go  out  of  this  ?  " 

I  SP.W  that  all  was  lost ;  nevertheless,  I  tried  one  last  effort, 
useless  as  it  was  foolish. 

"  Yes,  it  is,"  said  I  to  him ;  "  but  as  thy  fortune  will  be 
made  — " 

He  interrupted  me. 

"  Oh,  law,  no !  on  account  of  my  numbers !  To  make  them 
good,  you  must  be  dead,  you  know ! " 
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I  sat  down  again,  silent,  and  more  desponding,  from  all 
the  hope  that  I  had  conceived. 


THIRTY-SECOND  PAPER 

I  SHUT  my  eyes,  covered  them  with  my  hands,  and  sought 
to  forget  the  present  in  the  past.  In  a  rapid  reverie, 
the  recollections  of  childhood  and  youth  came  back  one  by 
one,  soft,  calm,  smiling,  like  islands  of  flowers  on  the  black 
gulf  of  confused  thoughts  which  whirled  through  my  brain. 

I  was  again  a  child, —  a  laughing,  healthy  schoolboy,  play- 
ing, running,  shouting  with  my  brothers,  in  the  broad  green 
walks  of  the  old  garden  where  my  first  years  were  passed. 

And  then,  four  years  later,  behold  me  there  again,  still  a 
child,  but  a  passionate  dreamer.  And  there  is  a  young  girl 
in  the  garden, —  a  little  Spaniard,  with  large  eyes  and  long 
hair,  her  dark  polished  skin,  her  rosy  lips  and  cheeks,  the 
Andalusian  pf  fourteen,  named  Pepa.  Our  mothers  had  told 
us  to  "  go  and  run  together ;  "  we  had  come  forth  to  walk. 
They  had  told  us  to  play;  but  we  had  talked  instead.  Only 
the  year  before,  we  used  to  play  and  quarrel  and  dispute  to- 
gether. I  tyrannized  over  Pepita  for  the  best  apple  in  the 
orchard ;  I  beat  her  for  a  bird's  nest.  She  cried ;  I  scolded  her, 
and  we  went  to  complain  of  each  other  to  our  mothers.  But 
now  —  she  was  leaning  on  my  arm,  and  I  felt  proud  and  soft- 
ened. We  walked  slowly,  and  we  spoke  low.  I  gathered  for 
her  some  flowers,  and  our  hands  trembled  on  meeting.  She 
spoke  to  me  of  the  birds,  of  the  sky  above  us,  of  the  crimson 
sun-set  behind  the  trees;  or  else  of  her  school-fellows,  her 
gown  and  ribbons.  We  talked  in  innocence,  but  we  both 
blushed.  The  child  had  grown  into  a  young  girl.  After  we 
had  walked  for  some  time,  I  made  her  sit  down  on  a  bank; 
she  was  smiling.  I  was  serious. 

"  Sit  down  there,"  said  she,  "  there  is  still  daylight ;  let  us 
read  something.  Have  you  a  book  ?  " 
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I  happened  to  have  a  favourite  volume  with  me.  I  drew 
near  her,  and  opened  it  by  chance.  She  leaned  her  shoulder 
against  mine,  and  we  began  to  read  the  same  page.  Before 
turning  the  leaf,  she  was  always  obliged  to  wait  for  me.  My 
mind  was  less  quick  than  hers.  "Have  you  finished?"  she 
would  ask,  when  I  had  only  just  commenced.  Then  our  heads 
leaned  together,  our  hair  mixed,  our  breath  gradually  mingled, 
and  at  last  our  lips  met. 

When  we  again  thought  of  continuing  our  reading  it  was 
starlight.  I  shall  remember  that  evening  all  my  life! 

Oh,  heaven !    All  my  life ! 


THIRTY-THIRD  PAPER 

THE  clock  had  just  struck  some  hour, —  I  do  not  know 
which.  I  do  not  hear  the  strokes  plainly.  I  seem  to 
have  the  peal  of  an  organ  in  my  ears.  It  is  the  confusion  of 
my  last  thoughts.  At  this  final  day,  when  I  look  back  over  the 
events  of  life,  I  recall  my  crime  with  horror;  but  I  wish  to 
have  still  longer  to  repent  of  it.  I  felt  more  remorse  after 
my  condemnation ;  since  then  it  seems  as  if  there  were  no  space 
but  for  thoughts  of  death.  But  now,  oh,  how  I  wish  to  repent 
me  thoroughly !  When  I  had  lingered  for  a  minute  on  what 
had  passed  in  my  life,  and  then  came  back  to  the  thought  of 
its  approaching  termination,  I  shuddered  as  at  something 
new.  My  happy  childhood,  my  fair  youth, —  a  golden  web 
with  its  end  stained.  If  any  read  my  history,  after  so  many 
years  of  innocence  and  happiness,  they  will  not  believe  in  this 
execrable  year,  which  began  by  a  crime,  and  will  close  with 
an  execution.  It  would  appear  impossible. 

And  nevertheless,  oh, —  imperfection  of  human  laws   and 
human  nature !  —  I  was  not  ill-disposed. 
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THIRTY-FOURTH  PAPER 

OH !  to  die  in  a  few  hours,  and  to  think  that  a  year  ago,  on 
the  same  day,  I  was  innocent  and  at  liberty,  enjoying 
auiumnal  walks,  wandering  beneath  the  trees!  To  think  that 
in  this  same  moment  there  are,  in  the  houses  around  me,  men 
coming  and  going,  laughing  and  talking,  reading  newspapers, 
thinking  of  business;  shopkeepers  selling  their  wares,  young 
girls  preparing  their  ball-dresses  for  the  evening;  mothe" 
playing  with  their  children ! 


THIRTY-FIFTH  PAPER 

I  REMEMBER  once,  when  a  child,  going  alone  to  see  the 
belfry  of  Notre  Dame. 

I  was  already  giddy  from  having  ascended  the  dark  wind- 
ing staircase,  from  having  crossed  the  slight  open  gallery 
which  unites  the  two  towers,  and  from  having  seen  Paris  be- 
neath my  feet ;  and  I  entered  the  cage  of  stone  and  woodwork 
where  the  great  bell  is  hung.  I  advanced  with  trembling 
steps  over  the  ill-joined  planks,  examining  at  a  distance  that 
bell,  so  famous  amongst  the  children  and  common  people  in 
Paris ;  and  it  was  not  without  terror  that  I  observed  the  slated 
pent-houses,  which  surrounded  the  belfry  with  inclined  planes, 
were  just  on  a  level  with  my  feet.  Through  the  openings  I 
saw,  in  a  bird's-eye  view,  the  street  beneath,  and  the  passen- 
gers diminished  to  the  si^e  of  ants. 

Suddenly  the  enormous  bell  resounded;  its  deep  vibration 
shook  the  air,  making  the  heavy  tower  rock,  and  the  flooring 
start  from  the  beams.  The  noise  had  nearly  upset  me.  I 
tottered,  ready  to  fall,  and  seemed  on  the  point  of  slipping 
over  the  pent-houses.  In  an  agony  of  terror  I  lay  down  on 
the  planks,  pressing  them  closely  with  both  my  arms, —  speech- 
less, breathless,  with  this  formidable  sound  in  my  ears,  while 
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beneath  my  eyes. was  the  precipice,  a  profound  abyss,  where  so 
many  quiet  and  envied  passengers  were  walking. 

Well,  it  appears  to  me  as  if  I  were  again  in  that  belfry ;  my 
senses  seem  again  giddy  and  dazzled ;  the  booming  of  that  bell 
seems  to  press  on  my  brain,  and  around  me  I  no  longer  see 
that  tranquil  and  even  life  which  I  had  quitted  (where  other 
men  walk  still)  except  from  a  distance,  and  beyond  a  terrible 
abyss. 


THIRTY-SIXTH  PAPER 

IT  is  a  quarter  past  one  o'clock. 
The  following  are  my  sensations  at  present:  a  violent 
pain  in  my  head,  my  frame  chilled,  my  forehead  burning. 
Every  time  that  I  rise,  or  bend  forward,  it  seems  to  me  that 
there  is  a  fluid  floating  in  my  head,  which  makes  my  brain  beat 
violently  against  the  bone. 

I  have  convulsive  startings,  and  from  time  to  time  my  pen 
falls  from  my  hand  as  if  by  a  galvanic  shock.  My  eyes  ache 
and  burn,  and  I  suffer  greatly  in  all  my  limbs. 

In  two  hours  and  three-quarters  hence,  all  will  be  cured. 


THIRTY-SEVENTH  PAPER 

THEY  say  that  it  is  nothing, —  that  one  does  not  suffer ; 
that  it  is  an  easy  death.  Ah!  then,  what  do  they  call 
this  agony  of  six  weeks, —  this  summing-up  in  one  day? 
What,  then,  is  the  anguish  of  this  irreparable  day,  which  is 
passing  so  slowly  and  yet  so  fast?  What  is  this  ladder  of 
tortures  which  terminates  in  the  scaffold?  Are  they  not  the 
same  convulsions  whether  life  is  taken  away  drop  by  drop,  or 
intellect  extinguished  thought  by  thought? 
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THIRTY-EIGHTH  PAPER 

IT  is  singular  that  my  mind  so  often  reverts  to  the  King. 
Whatever  I  do,  there  is  a  voice  within  me  which  says, — 

"  There  is,  in  this  same  town,  at  this  same  hour,  and  not 
far  from  hence,  in  another  Palace,  a  man  who  also  has  guards 
to  all  his  gates ;  a  man  alone,  like  thee,  in  the  crowd, —  with 
this  difference,  that  he  is  as  high  as  thou  art  low.  His  entire 
life  is  glory,  grandeur,  delight.  All  around  him  is  love,  re- 
spect, veneration ;  the  loudest  voice.8  become  low  in  speaking  to 
him,  and  the  proudest  heads  are  bent.  At  this  moment  he  is 
holding  a  Council  of  Ministers,  where  all  coincide  with  his 
opinions ;  or  else  he  thinks  of  the  Chase  to-morrow,  or  the  Ball 
for  this  evening,  feeling  certain  that  the  Fete  will  come,  and 
leaving  to  others  the  trouble  of  his  pleasures. 

Well,  this  man  is  of  flesh  and  blood  like  thee!  And  in 
order  that  at  this  instant  the  scaffold  should  fall,  and  thou 
be  restored  to  life,  liberty,  fortune,  family,  it  would  only  be 
requisite  for  him  to  write  his  name  at  the  foot  of  a  piece  of 
paper;  or  even  that  his  carriage  should  meet  thy  fatal  cart! 
And  he  is  good,  too,  and  perhaps  would  be  glad  to  do  it ;  and 
yet  it  will  not  be  done ! 


THIRTY-NINTH  PAPER 

WELL  then,  let  me  have  courage  with  death, —  let  me 
handle  this  horrid  idea,  let  me  face  it  boldly.     I  will 
ask  what  it  is,  know  what  it  demands,  turn  it  in  every  sense, 
fathom  the  enigma,  and  look  before-hand  into  the  tomb. 

I  have  speculated  upon  Death  and  Eternity  until  my  mind 
seems  bewildered  by  its  own  horrible  fantasies.  My  ideas 
wander.  Oh,  for  a  Priest, —  a  Priest  who  could  instruct  me! 
I  must  have  a  Priest,  and  a  crucifix  to  embrace. 

Alas!  here  is  the  same  Priest  again! 


90  THE  LAST  DAY 


FORTIETH  PAPER 

AFTER  a  time,  I  begged  of  him  to  let  me  sleep.  I  threw 
myself  on  the  bed.  I  had  a  fulness  of  blood  in  my 
head  which  made  me  sleep, —  my  last  sleep  on  earth.  I  had 
a  horrible  dream,  from  which  I  awoke  in  terror,  shuddering 
and  in  agony. 

The  Chaplain  was  seated  at  the  foot  of  my  bed,  reading 
prayers. 

"  Have  I  slept  long?  "  I  inquired  of  him. 

"  My  son,"  said  he,  "  you  have  slept  an  hour.  They  have 
brought  your  child,  who  is  waiting  in  the  next  room ;  I  would 
not  allow  them  to  awaken  you." 

"  Oh,"  cried  I,  "  my  darling  child !  Let  them  bring  in  my 
idolized  child!" 


FORTY-FIRST  PAPER 

MY  child  looked  rosy  and  happy,  and  her  large  eyes  were 
bright.  Oh,  she  is  so  pretty !  I  drew  her  towards  me ; 
I  raised  her  in  my  arms,  and  placing  her  on  my  knees,  kissed 
her  dear  hair.  I  asked,  "  Why  is  her  Mother  not  with  her?  " 
And  I  learnt  that  she  was  very  ill,  and  my  poor  old  mother 
also. 

Mary  looked  at  me  with  astonishment.  Caressed,  embraced, 
devoured  with  kisses,  she  submitted  quietly ;  but,  from  time  to 
time,  cast  an  uneasy  look  towards  her  Nurse,  who  was  crying 
in  the  corner. 

At  length  I  was  able  to  speak. 

"  Mary,"  I  exclaimed.  "  My  own  little  Mary ! "  and  I 
pressed  her  violently  gainst  my  breast,  which  was  heaving 
with  sobs.  She  uttered  a  little  cry,  and  then  said,  "  Oh,  you 
hurt  me,  Sir." 

"  Sir!  "  It  is  nearly  a  year  since  she  has  seen  me,  poor 
child!  She  has  forgotten  me,  face,  words,  voice;  and  then 
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who  could  know  me  with  this  beard,  this  dress,  and  this  pallor? 
What!  already  effaced  from  that  memory, —  the  only  one 
where  I  wished  to  survive!  What!  already,  no  longer  a 
Father,  am  I  condemned  to  hear  no  more  that  word,  so  soft 
in  the  language  of  children  that  it  cannot  remain  in  the  lan- 
guage of  men,  "  Papa  ?  " 

And  yet  to  have  heard  it  from  that  sweet  mouth,  once  more, 
—  only  once  more, —  that  is  all  that  I  would  have  asked  in 
payment  for  the  forty  years  of  life  they  will  take  from  me. 

"  Listen,  Mary,"  said  I  to  her,  joining  her  two  little  hands 
iu  mine.  "  Do  you  not  know  me?  " 

She  looked  at  me  with  her  bright  beautiful  eyes  and  an- 
swered,— 

"Oh,  no  indeed." 

"Look  at  me  well,"  I  repeated.  "What!  dost  thou  not 
know  who  I  am?  " 

"  Yes,  Sir,"  she  answered.     "  You  are  a  gentleman." 

Alas !  while  loving  one  being  on  earth,  loving  with  all  your 
deep  affection,  having  that  being  before  you,  who  sees  and 
looks  at  you,  speaks  and  answers  you,  and  yet  knows  you  not ! 
You  wish  for  consolation  but  from  this  one  being,  who  is  the 
only  once  that  does  not  know  that  you  require  it  because  you 
are  going  to  die ! 

"  Mary,"  I  continued,  "  hast  thou  a  papa  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Sir,"  said  the  child. 

"  Well,  then,  dearest,  where  is  he?  " 

She  raised  her  large  eyes  in  astonishment :  — 

"Ah,  then  you  don't  know,  Sir?     Papa  is  dead." 

Here  she  began  to  cry :  I  nearly  let  the  little  angel  fall. 

"  Dead !  "  I  exclaimed :  "  Mary,  knowest  thou  what  it  is  to 
be  dead?" 

"  Yes,  Sir,"  she  answered.  "  He  is  in  earth  and  in 
Heaven ;  "  and  she  continued  of  her  own  accord,  "  I  pray  to 
God  for  him  morning  and  evening  at  mamma's  knees." 

I  kissed  her  on  her  forehead. 

"  Mary,  say  to  me  thy  prayer." 

"  I  could  not,  Sir ;  a  prayer  you  do  not  say  in  the  middle 
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of  the  day.  Come  to-night  to  my  house,  and  you  shall  hear 
me  say  it." 

This  was  enough.     I  interrupted  her. 

"  Darling  Mary,  it  is  /  who  am  thy  papa." 

"You!"  returned  she. 

I  added,  "  Wouldst  thou  like  me  for  thy  papa  ?  " 

The  child  turned  away.  "  No,  Sir ;  my  papa  was  much 
prettier." 

I  covered  her  with  kisses  and  tears.  She  tried  to  escape 
from  my  arms,  crying, — 

"  Sir,  you  hurt  me  with  your  beard." 

Then  I  replaced  her  on  my  knees,  devouring  her  with  my 
eyes,  and  continued, — 

"  Mary,  canst  thou  read?  " 

"  Yes,"  she  answered,  "  I  can  read  very  well.  Mamma 
makes  me  read  my  letters." 

"  Well,  then,  read  a  little  to  me,"  said  I,  pointing  to  a 
printed  paper  which  she  held  crumpled  in  one  of  her  dimpled 
hands. 

She  shook  her  pretty  head,  saying, — 

"  Oh,  dear  me !  I  can  only  read  fables." 

"  But  try,  my  darling,  come,  open  your  paper." 

She  unfolded  the  paper,  and  began  to  spell  with  her  finger, 
"SEN  —  sen, —  T  E  N  c  E  —  tence, —  Sentence."  I  snatched 
it  from  her  hands.  It  was  my  own  sentence  of  death  she  was 
reading  to  me! 

Her  nurse  had  bought  the  paper  for  a  penny.  To  me  it 
had  cost  more. 

No  words  can  convey  what  I  felt ;  my  violence  had  alarmed 
the  child,  who  was  ready  to  cry. 

Suddenly  she  said  to  me, — 

"  Do  give  me  back  my  paper ;  I  want  to  play  with  it ! " 

I  restored  her  to  her  nurse. 

"  Take  her  hence ! "  and  I  fell  back  in  my  chair,  gloomy, 
desolate,  in  despair !  Now  they  may  come :  I  care  for  nothing 
more ;  the  last  fibre  of  my  heart  is  broken. 


OF  A  CONDEMNED  98 


FORTY-SECOND  PAPER 

rflHE  Priest  is  kind;  so  is  the  jailor:  tears  came  in  their 
JL  eyes  when  I  sent  away  my  child. 

It  is  done.  Now  I  must  fortify  myself,  and  think  firmly 
of  the  Executioner,  the  cart,  the  gendarmes,  the  crowd  in  the 
street  and  the  windows. 

I  have  still  an  hour  to  familiarize  myself  with  these  ideas. 
All  the  people  will  laugh  and  clap  their  hands,  and  applaud ; 
y'et  among  those  men,  now  free,  unknown  to  jailors,  and  who 
run  with  joy  to  an  execution, —  in  that  throng  there  is  more 
than  one  man  destined  to  follow  me  sooner  or  later,  on  the 
scaffold. 

More  than  one  who  is  here  to-day  on  my  account,  will  come 
hereafter  on  his  own. 


FORTY-THIRD  PAPER 

MY  little  Mary.  She  is  gone  away  to  play ;  she  will  look 
at  the  crowd  from  the  coach-window,  and  already  she 
thinks  no  more  of  the  "  Gentleman."  Perhaps  I  may  still 
h.-ive  time  to  write  a  few  pages  for  her,  so  that  she  may  read 
them  hereafter,  and  weep,  in  fifteen  years  hence,  the  sorrows 
of  to-day.  Yes,  she  shall  know  my  history  from  myself,  and 
why  the  name  I  leave  her  is  tarnished. 


FORTY-FOURTH  PAPER 

MY    HISTORY 

[NOTE.  The  pages  which  immediately  followed  this  have 
not  been  found.  Perhaps,  as  the  next  chapter  seems  to  indi- 
cate, the  Condemned  had  not  time  to  write  his  history,  as  it 
was  so  late  when  he  thought  of  it.] 
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FORTY-FIFTH  PAPER 

From  a  Chamber  of  the  Town  Hall. 

r  llHE  Town  Hall.  Yes,  I  am  here;  the  execrable  journey 
A  is  over.  The  place  of  execution  is  before  me,  and  be- 
neath the  window,  a  horrible  throng,  laughing  and  yelling, 
while  they  await  my  appearance.  My  efforts  at  composure 
were  vain :  when  above  the  heads  of  the  crowd  I  saw  the  fright- 
ful scaffold,  my  heart  failed.  I  expressed  a  wish  to  make 
my  last  declaration;  so  they  brought  me  in  here,  and  have 
sent  for  some  law-officer  to  receive  it.  I  am  now  waiting  for 
him;  so  there  is  thus  much  gained.  Here  is  what  occured, 
on  my  removal  from  the  Conciergerie. 

At  three  o'clock  they  came  to  tell  me  it  was  time.  I  trem- 
bled as  if  I  had  thought  of  any  thing  else  during  the  last  six 
hours,  six  weeks,  six  months.  It  produced  on  me  the  effect 
of  something  quite  unexpected.  They  made  me  cross  corri- 
dors, and  descend  stairs,  they  pushed  me  through  a  low  door 
into  a  sombre  room,  narrow,  arched,  and  scarcely  lighted  by 
a  day  of  rain  and  fog.  A  chair  was  in  the  centre,  on  which 
I  seated  myself  at  their  desire.  Some  persons  were  standing 
near  the  door;  and  beside  the  Priest  and  gendarmes,  there 
were  three  men.  The  first  of  these,  the  tallest  and  oldest, 
was  stout,  with  a  red  countenance.  This  was  HE. 

This  was  the  Executioner, —  the  servant  of  the  Guillotine; 
the  others  were  his  own  servants.  When  I  was  seated,  these 
walked  quietly  behind  me;  then  suddenly  I  felt  the  cold  of 
steel  in  my  hair,  and  heard  the  grating  action  of  scissors. 
My  hair,  cut  carelessly,  fell  in  heavy  locks  on  my  shoulders, 
and  the  executioner  removed  them  gently  with  his  coarse  hand. 

The  parties  in  the  room  spoke  in  subdued  tones.  There 
was  a  heavy  dull  sound  from  without,  which  I  fancied  at 
first  was  caused  by  the  river;  but  a  shout  of  laughter  soon 
proved  to  me  it  came  from  the  crowd. 

A  young  man  near  the  window,  who  was  writing  with  a 
pencil,  in  his  pocket-book,  asked  one  of  the  turnkeys,  what 
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was  the  name  of  the  present  operation?  He  was  answered 
"  The  Toilet  of  the  Condemned."  From  this  I  gathered  that 
he  was  preparing  the  Report  for  to-morrow's  newspaper. 
One  of  the  servants  then  removed  my  waistcoat,  and  the  other 
o  le  taking  my  hands,  placed  them  behind  me,  and  I  felt  the 
knots  of  a  cord  rolled  slowly  round  my  wrists;  at  the  same 
time  the  other  took  off  my  cravat.  My  linen, —  the  only  re- 
mains of  former  times, —  being  of  the  finest  quality,  caused 
him  a  sort  of  hesitation  for  a  moment;  but  at  length  he  began 
to  cut  off  the  collar. 

At  this  dreadful  precaution,  and  the  sensation  of  the  steel 
touching  my  neck,  a  tremor  passed  over  me,  and  a  stifled 
groan  escaped;  the  man's  hand  trembled. 

"  Sir,"  said  he,  "  I  beg  your  pardon ;  I  fear  I've  hurt  you." 

The  people  shouted  louder  in  the  street.  The  tall  red-faced 
man  offered  a  handkerchief,  steeped  in  vinegar,  for  me  to 
inhale. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  I  to  him,  in  the  firmest  tone  I  could 
summon,  "  it  is  needless ;  I  am  recovered." 

Then  one  of  the  men  stopped  down  and  fastened  a  small 
cord  to  my  ankles,  which  restricted  my  steps ;  and  this  was 
again  tied  to  the  cord  around  my  wrists ;  finally,  the  tall  man 
threw  my  jacket  over  my  shoulders,  and  tied  the  sleeves  in 
front.  All  was  now  completed. 

Then  the  Priest  drew  near  with  his  Crucifix. 

"  Come,  my  son,"  said  he. 

The  men  raised  me  by  my  arms;  and  I  walked,  but  fsy 
steps  were  weak  and  tottering.  At  this  moment  the  folding 
doors  were  thrown  open.  A  furious  clamour,  a  chill  breeze, 
and  a  strong  white  light  reached  me  in  the  shade.  From  the 
extreme  of  the  dark  chamber  I  saw  through  the  rain  a  thou- 
sand yelling  heads  of  the  expectant  mass.  On  the  right  of 
the  doorway,  a  range  of  mounted  gendarmes;  in  front,  a  de- 
tjichment  of  soldiers;  on  the  left,  the  back  of  the  cart,  with  a 
ladder.  A  hideous  picture,  with  the  appropriate  frame  of  a 
prison-door. 

It  was  for  this  dread  moment  that  I  had  reserved  my  cour- 
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age.  I  advanced  n  few  steps,  and  appeared  on  the  threshold. 
"  There  he  is !  there  he  is !  "  bellowed  the  crowd.  "  He's 
come  out  at  last !  "  and  the  nearest  to  me  clapped  their  hands. 
Much  as  a  king  might  be  loved,  there  could  not  be  more  greet- 
ing for  him. 

The  tall  man  first  ascended  the  cart. 

"  Good  morning,  Mr.  Sampson!  "  cried  the  children  hang- 
ing by  the  lamp-posts.  One  of  his  servants  next  followed. 
"  Bravo,  Tuesday!  "  cried  out  the  children,  as  the  two  placed 
themselves  on  the  front  seat. 

It  was  now  my  turn,  and  I  mounted  with  a  firm  step. 
"  He  goes  well  to  it ! "  said  a  woman  beside  the  gendarmes. 
This  atrocious  commendation  gave  me  courage.    The  Priest 
took  his  seat  beside  me.    They  had  placed  me  on  the  hindmost 
seat,  my  back  towards  the  horse.     I  shuddered  at  this  last  at- 
tention.   There  is  a  mixture  of  humanity  in  it. 

I  wished  to  look  around  me, —  gendarmes  before  and  be- 
hind: then  crowd!  crowd!  crowd!  A  sea  of  heads  in  the 
street.  The  officer  gave  the  word,  and  the  procession  moved 
on,  as  if  pushed  forward  by  a  yell  from  the  populace. 

"  Hats  off !  hats  off !  "  cried  a  thousand  voices  together, 
as  if  for  the  King.  Then  I  laughed  horribly  also  myself,  and 
said  to  the  Priest,  "  Their  hats  —  my  head." 

We  ;g^  sed  a  street  which  was  full  of  public-houses,  in 
which  the  windows  were  filled  with  spectators,  seeming  to  en- 
joy fl^eir  good  places,  particularly  the  women. 

'Ptiere  were  also  people  letting  out  tables,  chairs,  and  carts ; 
and  these  dealers  in  human  life  shouted  out,  "  Who  wishes  for 
places?" 

A  strange  rage  seized  me  against  these  wretches,  and  I 
longed  to  shout  out  to  them,  "  Do  you  wish  for  mine?  " 

The  procession  still  advanced.  At  each  step  the  crowd  in 
the  rear  dispersed;  and  I  saw,  with  my  wandering  eyes,  that 
they  collected  again  farther  on,  to  have  another  view.  I  know 
not  how  it  was,  that,  notwithstanding  the  fog  and  the  small 
white  rain  which  crossed  the  air  like  gossamer,  nothing  which 
passed  around  escaped  me;  every  detail  brought  its  torture: 
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words  fail  to  convey  my  emotions.  My  great  dread  was  lest 
I  should  faint.  Last  vanity !  Then  I  endeavoured  to  confuse 
myself  into  being  blind  and  deaf  to  all,  except  to  the  Priest, 
whose  words  I  scarcely  heard  amidst  the  tumult.  I  took  the 
Crucifix  and  kissed  it. 

"  Have  mercy  on  me,"  said  I.     "  O  my  God !  " 

And  I  strove  to  engross  myself  with  this  thought. 

But  every  shake  of  the  cart  disturbed  me;  and  then  I  be- 
came excessively  chilled,  as  the  rain  had  penetrated  my  clothes, 
and  my  head  was  bare. 

"  Are  you  trembling  with  cold,  my  son  ?  "  demanded  the 
Priest. 

"  Yes,"  answered  I.     "  Alas!  not  only  from  cold." 

At  the  turn  to  the  Bridge,  the  women  expressed  pity  at  my 
being  so  young.  We  approached  the  fatal  Quay.  My  hear- 
ing and  sight  seemed  about  to  fail  me.  All  those  voices,  all 
those  heads  at  the  windows,  at  doors,  at  shop  fronts,  on  lamp- 
posts; these  thirsting  and  cruel  spectators;  this  crowd  where 
all  knew  me,  and  I  knew  none ;  this  road  paved  and  walled  with 
human  visages, —  I  was  confounded,  stupefied,  senseless. 
There  is  something  insupportable  in  the  weight  of  so  many 
looks  being  fixed  upon  one.  I  could  scarcely  maintain  my 
place  on  the  seat,  and  lent  no  further  attention  to  the  Priest. 
In  the  tumult  which  surrounded  me,  I  no  longer  distinguished 
exclamations  of  pity  from  those  of  satisfaction,  or  the  sounds 
of  laughter  from  those  of  complaint.  All  formed  together  a 
noise  in  my  ears  like  sounding  brass. 

My  eyes  read  mechanically  the  signs  over  the  shops. 

Once  I  felt  a  painf al  curiosity  to  look  round  on  that  which 
we  were  approaching. 

It  was  the  last  mental  bravado,  and  the  body  would  not  aid 
it ;  for  my  neck  remained  paralyzed,  and  I  could  not  turn  it. 

And  the  cart  went  on,  on.  The  shops  passed  away;  the 
signs  succeeded  each  other, —  written,  painted,  gilt;  and  the 
populace  laughed  while  they  tramped  through  the  mud ;  and  I 
yielded  my  mind,  as  persons  do  in  sleepingo  Suddenly  this 
series  of  shops  ended  as  we  turned  into  the  square;  the  voice 
I 
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of  the  mob  became  still  more  loud,  yelling,  and  joyous;  the 
cart  stopped  suddenly,  and  I  had  nearly  fallen  on  my  face. 
The  Priest  held  me  up. 

"  Courage !  "  murmured  he. 

They  next  brought  a  ladder  to  the  back  of  the  cart.  I 
leaned  on  the  arm  of  the  Priest  and  descended.  I  made  one 
step,  and  turned  round  to  advance  another,  but  I  had  not  the 
power;  beyond  the  lamp  I  saw  something  startling.  .  .  . 

Oh,  it  was  THE  REALITY! 

I  stopped  as  if  staggered  by  a  blow. 

"  I  have  a  last  declaration  to  make,"  cried  I,  feebly. 
.    And  then  they  brought  me  up  here. 

I  asked  them  to  let  me  write  my  last  wishes;  and  they  un- 
bound my  hands ;  but  the  cord  is  here,  ready  to  be  replaced. 


FORTY-SIXTH  PAPER 

A  JUDGE,  a  Commissioner,  a  Magistrate, —  I  know  not 
what  was  his  rank, —  has  just  been  here. 

I  mtreated  him  to  procure  my  pardon;  I  begged  it  with 
clasped  hands,  and  dragging  myself  on  my  knees  at  his  feet. 

He  asked,  with  a  fatal  smile,  if  that  were  all  I  had  to  say 
to  him? 

"  My  pardon,  my  pardon !  "  I  repeated.  "  Oh,  for  mercy's 
sake,  five  minutes  more !  Who  knows,  my  pardon  may  come. 
It  is  so  horrible  at  my  age  to  die  in  this  manner.  Reprieves 
have  frequently  arrived  even  at  the  last  moment!  And  to 
whom  would  they  show  mercy,  Sir,  if  not  to  me  ?  " 

That  detestable  Executioner !  He  came  in  to  tell  the  Judge 
that  the  execution  was  ordered  for  a  certain  hour,  which  hour 
was  at  hand,  and  that  he  was  answerable  for  the  event. 

"  Oh,  for  mercy's  sake !  five  minutes  to  wait  for  my  par- 
don," cried  I,  "  or  I  will  defend  myself." 

The  Judge  and  the  Executioner  went  out.  I  am  alone, — 
at  least  with  only  two  gendarmes  present. 
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That  horrible  throng,  with  its  hyena  cry !  Who  knows  but 
that  I  shall  escape  from  it,  that  I  shall  be  saved  ?  If  my  par- 
don,—  it  is  impossible  but  that  they  will  pardon  me !  Hark ! 
I  hear  some  one  coming  upstairs! 

FOUR 
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